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Tec  following  books  are  particularly  adapted  for  family  reading,  and  we 
do  hope,  as  our  political  troubles  are  ended  for  awhile,  that  our  Mends  will 
now  settle  down  to  their  '*  sober  second  thoughts,"  and  as  ^*  knowledge  is 
power,"  and  **  information  capital,"  tiiat  instead  of  being  satisfied  with  the 
periodical  trash  of  the  day,  they  will  store  their  minds  witii  something 
more  solid,  and  for  that  purpose  make  a  selection  from  the  following  list : 

MASON'S  POPULAR  SYSTEM  OF  FARRIERY;  comprising  a 
general  description  of  the  noble  and  useful  animal  the  Horse,  together  with 
tiie  quickest  and  simplest  mode  of  fattening ;  necessary  treatment  while 
undergoing  excessive  fatigue,  or  on  a  journey ;  the  construction  and  man- 
agement m  stables ;  different  marks  for  ascertaining  the  age  of  a  Horse : 
!  abo,  a  concise  account  of  the  diseases  to  which  the  Horse  is  subject ;  with 
such  remedies  as  long  experience  has  proved  to  be  effectual.  By  Richard 
Mason,  M.  D.,  formerly  of  Surrey  Co.,  Va.  Ninth  edition,  witii  additions. 
To  which  is  added,  a  Prize  Eaaay  on  M^ies^  and  Jn  Appendix  containing 
observations  and  recipes  for  the  cure  of  most  of  tiie  common  distempers 
incident  to  Horses,  Oxen,  Cows,  Calves,  Sheep,  Lambs,  Swine,  Dogs,  &c. 
&c.  Selected  from  different  authors.  Also,  an  Addenda^  containing  Armak 
of  the  Tujf^  American  Stud  Bo€k^  Rules  for  Training,  Racing,  &o. 

The  DTibliBherB  have  received  numerous  flatteriajr  notices  of  the  ffreat  practical 
value  of  these  works.  The  distinguished  editor  of  the  American  Farmeri  speak- 
ing of  them,  observes^-"  We  cannot  too  highly  recommend  these  bodksi  and 
therefore  advise  every  owner  of  a  horse  to  Obt^  them." 

THE  STOCK  RAISERS  MA^IUAL;  a  Guide  to  tiie  raising  and  im- 
provement 6i  Cattie,  being  a  Treatise  on  their  Breeds,  Management  and 
Diseases.  By  W.  Youatt,  author  of  a  "  Treatise  on  the  Horse,"  with 
nomerous  Illustrations.    Complete  in  1  vol.  8vo. 

This  work  will  be  found  of  the  greatest  importanee  to  Fanners  end  Cattle  Rais- 
ers throughout  the  United  States,  and  should  be  in  the  possession  of  every  Farmeri 
as  it  is  the  most  complete  work  on  this  subject  ever  publiBhed. 

HIND'S  POPULAR  SYSTEM  OF  FARRIERY,  taurfit  on  a  new 
and  easy  plan,  being  a  Treatise  on  all  .tiie  diseases  and  accidents  to  which 
the  Horse  is  liable.  With  considerable  additions  and  improvements, 
adapted  particularly  to  this  country,  by  Thomas  M.  Smith,  Veterinary  Sur- 
geon, and  Member  of  the  London  Veterinary  Medical  Society.  .  In  1  vol. 
12mo. 
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LETTERS  FROM  A  FATHER  TO  mS  SONS  IN  OOLLEGE. 
By  Samuel  Miller,  D,  D.,  Proiessor  in  the  Theologi^  Seminaiy,  Prince- 
ton, New  Jersey. 

The  writer  of  this  volame  has  had  five  sons  trained  and  graduated  in  the  College 
of  New  Jersey.  These  Letters,  not  indeed  preciaelf  in  their  present  form,  bnt 
in  sabstaiice,  were  actn^y  addressed  to  them.  There  is,  probaMj,  not  one  idea 
contained  in  this  manual  which  was  not,  during  their  course  in  the  Institution,  dis- 
tinctly oommmucated  to  tttem,  eidier  orally  or  in  writing.  The  influence  of  these 
counsels  on  tkeir  minds,  it  is  beUeved,  was  not  wholly  useless.  May  they  prove 
still  more  useful  when  presented  in  tins  revised  and  more  public  form. 

THE  IMPORTANCE  OF  FAMILY  RELIGION ;  with  a  Selection 
of  Hymns  and  Prayers,  adapted  to  Family  Woiship,  and  Tables  for  the 
regular  Reading  of  the  Scriptures.  By  the  Rev.  S.  G.  'Winchester,  A.  M., 
lata  Pastor  of  Uie  Sixth  Piesbvlerian  Church,  Philadelphia»  and  Ihe  Pres- 
byterian Church  at  Natchez,  Miss.    In  1  vol.  ISmo. 

The  subject  is  one  of  incalculable  practical  importance,  and  is  treated  in  a  mas- 
te^  manner*  It  contains  an  able,  elaborate  and  highly  instructive  Essay  on  the 
obligation,  natuie  and  importance  of  Family  Religkm ;  and  we  hope,  ere  Ioi%,  it 
willbe  found  in  the  Library  of  every  femily. 

BOOK  OF  POLITENESS.— The  Gentleman  and  Lady's  Book  of  Po- 
liteness and  ProprieUr  of  Deportment.  Dedicated  to  the  Youth  of  both 
sexes.  By  Madune  Celmat.  Tranriated  from  the  Sixth  Paris  edition, 
enlarged  and  improTed*    FifUi  American  editioav 

THE  BBAUHES  of  HISTORY,  or  Examples  of  the  Opposite 
Effects  of  Virtae  and  Vice,  for  tlie  use  of  Sehods  and  Families,  wiUi 
QoestioDs  fbr  the  Examination  of  Students.    1  toI.  12ma,  with  plates. 

This  work  is  introduced  into  our  Hifi^  School.  It  is  particularly  adapted  £at  a 
Class  Book  in  th  our  male  and  female  oeminaries,  &c. 

"We  have  reoeived  from  the  publishers,  Messrs.  Griggjk  Elliot,  a  very  neat 
duodecimo  volume,  entitled  '  Tht  BmfUie&  cf  Hwtory  ;  or,  Examples  of  the  oppo- 
site efieots  of  Virtue  and  Vice,  drawn  from  real  life.*^  After  a  careful  examination 
of  this  book,  we  can  consdentiouslv  recommend  it  to  parents  and  teachers  as  a 
most  meritorious  performance.  There  are  here  ooUecied,  within  a  narrow  com- 
pass, the  most  stiudng  examples  of  individual  virtue  and  vice  which  are  spread 
forth  on  the  pages  of  history,  or  are  recorded  in  personal  biography.  The  noblest 
precepts  are  recommended  for  the  guidanoe  of  youth ;  and  in  the  moat  impressive 
manner  is  he  taught  to  conquer  the  degrading  impulses  which  lovror  the  standard 
of  the  human  character.  We  have  not  lately  met  vrith  a  volume  which,  in  design 
and  execution,  seemed  so  acceptable  as  tfaia.  The  book,  moreover,  is  handsomSy 
got  npt  and  illustrated  with  vrood  engravings." 

GRIMSHAWS  LADIES'  LEXICON,  and  PariourConqianion;  con- 
taining nearly  erery  word  in  the  English  language,  and  eidiibitinff  the 
plurals  of  nouns  and  the  participles  of  yerbs,  being  Siso  particularly  adapted 
to  the  use  of  Academies  and  Schools.  By  William  Grimshaw,  Esq.,  author 
of  the  Gentlemen's  Loxteon,  te. 

THE  GENTLEMEN'S  LEXICON,  or  Pocket  Dictionary;  containing 
nearly  erery  word  in  the  English  language,  and  exhibiting  uie  plurals  of 
nouns  and  &e  participles  of  verbs:  bemg  also  pardcularly  adapted  to  the 
use  of  Aoademies  and  Schools.  By  William  Grimshaw,  author  of  the 
Ladies'  Lmdoon^  History  of  England,  of  the  United  States,  &c 

"  The  public  are  again  indebted  to  the  talents  of  Mr.  Grimshaw,  for  the  very 
usefol  books  which  he  has  called  '  The  Ladies'  and  Gemlemen's  Lexicon.'  The 
peculiarity  and  advantages  of  these  works  may  be  collected  from  the  followmg 
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portioa  of  the  prs&oe.  '  Th«7  differ  from  all  precediiif  woA»  of  liie  kind  in  this, 
that  they  exhibit  the  plnnle  of  all  nooae  whioA  are  aot  foimed  bf  the  mere  addi- 
tion of  the  letter  S,  and  also  the  participlefl  of  every  verb  now  geufsrally  need,  and 
uttleas  accompanied  by  a  perticalar  caution.  No  word  has  been  admitted  which  is 
not  now  of  pmite  or  popnuur  use.  and  no  word  has  been  excluded  which  is  required 
either  in  epistolary  composition  or  oonverqation/ ** 

A  DICTIONARY  OP  SELECT  AND  POPULAR  QUOTATIONS, 

whioh  are  Ib  daily  use :  taken  firom  the  Latin,  French,  Greek,  Spani^,  and 
Italian  languages ;  tosetfaer  with  a  copioas  collection  of  Law  maxima  and 
Law  tenns;  translated  into  English,  witk  iUostrstions,  kistoricel  and  idio- 
matic.   Sixtiii  American  edition,  coneeted  with  additions.    I  toI.  ISmo. 

In  preparing  this  sixth  edition  for  the  press,  eaie  has  been  taken  to  give  the  woric 
a  thorough  revision,  to  correct  some  erron  which  had  before  escaped  notice,  and 
to  insert  many  additional  Quotations,  Law  mairims  and  Law  terms.  In  this  state 
it  is  oflbred  to  the  public  in  the  stereotype  form.  This  Httie  work  should  find  its 
way  into  every  foinily  library. 

MALTE-BRUN'S  NEW  AND  ELEGANT  QUARTO  ATLAS; 
containing  forty  coloured  maps. 

The  Atlas  is  particularly  adapted  for  Colleges,  Academies.  Schools,  and  private 
Aonifies.  There  is  no  work  that  ever  was  published  in  this  country  which  has 
received  more  numerous  and  flatterii^g  recommendations. 

THE  AMERICAN  CHESTERFIELD;  or  «« Youth's  Guide  to  the 
Way  to  Wealth,  Honor,  and  Distlnetion,''  dsc. :  eontsdoing  also  a  eemplete 
treatiM  on  the  art  of  Carving. 

"  We  most  cordially  recommend  the  American  Chesleifield  to  general  atten- 
tion; but  to  young  persons  rarticnlariy,  as  one  of  the  best  works  of  the  kind  that 
has  ever  been  publiBhed  in  tnis  countiy.  It  cannot  be  too  highly  appreciated,  nor 
its  perusal  be  unproductive  of  satisfaction  and  usefulness." 

SENECA'S  MORALS—By  way  of  abstract  to  wbieh  is  added,  a  Dis- 
cooise  under  the  title  of  an  Aftor-Thoogfat,  by  Sir  Roger  L'£fltnuige»  Knt. 
A  new  fine  edition,  in  1  toI.  18mo. 

A  copy  of  this  valuable  ^tle  work  should  be  found  in  every  fomily  library. 

THE  DAUGHTER'S  OWN  BOOK;  Or  Practical  Hints  from  a  Fa- 
tiier  to  his  Daughter.    In  I  vol.  18mo. 

This  is  one  of  the  most  i>ractical  and  truly  valnaUe  trsatisss  on  the  culture  and 
discipline  of  the  female  mind,  which  has  hitherto  been  published  in  this  eountry, 
and  the  pubtishers  sie  very  confident,  firom  the  great  demand  for  this  invalnable 
little  work,  that  ere  long  it  will  be  found  in  the  library  of  every  young  lady. 

GOLDSBHTH'S  ANIMATED  NATURE,  in  3  vols.  8vo.»  beautifully 
illustrated. 

*'  Goldsmith  can  never  be  made  obsolete,  while  delicate  genius,  exquisite  foelinf. 
fine  invention,  the  most  harmonious  metre/,  and  the  happiest  diction  are  at  di 
vahied." 

This  is  a  work  that  should  be  in  the  library  of  every  family,  being  written  by 
one  of  the  most  talented  authors  in  the  English  language. 

THE  WORKS  OP  LAURENCE  STERNE,  in  1  vol.  8vo.,  with  a 
life  of  the  author,  written  by  himself. 

The  beauties  of  this  author  are  so  well  known,  and  his  errors  in  st^le  and 
floqiresBion  so  few  and  far  between,  that  one  reads  with  renewed  delight  ms  deli- 
cate turns,  &0C. 
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JOSBPHUS'S  (FLAVIUS)  WORKS.  By  the  late  WiUiam  WhistoD, 
A.  M.    From  the  last  London  edition,  complete. 

Ab  a  matter  of  course,  every  family  in  our  qornitir  has  a  copy  of  the  Holy  Bible 
—and  as  the  presamption  is,  the  greater  portion  onen  coDsmt  its  pages,  we  take 
the  Uberty  of  saying  to  all  those  that  do,  that  the  perusal  of  the  wntings  of  Jose- 
phns  will  be  found  very  interesting  and  instructing. 

All  those  who  wiali  to  poessss  a  beantifiil  and  conect  copy  of  this  invaluable 
work,  would  do  well  to  purchase  this  edition.  It  is  for  sale  at  all  the  principal 
bookstores  in  the  United  States,  by  country  merchants  generally  in  the  Southern 
and  Western  States. 

SAY'S  POLITICAL  ECONOMY.  A  Treatise  on  Political  Economy, 
or  the  Production,  Distribution,  and  Consumption  of  Wealtii.  By  Jean 
Baptiste  Say.  Fifth  American  edition,  with  Additional  Notes,  by  C.  C 
Biadle,  Esq.,  in  1  vol.  8yo. 

The  editor  of  the  North  American  Reiriew,  speaking  of  Say,  observes,  ^hat 
"  he  is  the  most  popular,  and  perhaps  the  most  able  writer  on  Political  Economy, 
since  the  time  of  Smith." 

BENNETS  (Rer.  John)  LETTERS  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY,  on  a 
variety  of  subjects  calculated  to  improye  the  heart,  to  form  the  manners, 
and  enlighten  tiie  understanding.  **  That  our  Daughters  may  be  as  polished 
comers  of  the  Temple." 

The  publishers  sincerely  hope,  (Jor  the  kappinest  cfmankindy)  that  a  copy  of  this 
valuable  httle  work  vriil  be  found  the  companion  of  every  young  lady,  m  much  of 
the  happiness  of  every  family  depends  on  the  proper  cultivation  of  the  female  mind. 

BURDER'S  VILLAGE  SERMONS,  or  101  plain  and  ^ort  Discourses 
on  the  principal  doctrines  of  the  Gospel ;  intended  for  the  use  of  families, 
Sunday  schools,  or  companies  assembled  for  relisious  instruction  in  country 
villages.  By  George  Border.  To  which  is  added,  to  each  Sermon,  a  short 
Prayer,  with  some  general  prayers  for  families,  schools,  &c.,  at  the  end  of 
the  work*    Complete  in  1  vol.  8vo. 

These  sennons,  which  are  characterised  by  a  beautiful  sunplicity,  the  entire 
absence  of  controversy,  and  a  true  evangelical  spirit,  have  gone  through  many  and 
large  editions,  and  been  translated  into  several  of  the  continents!  languages. 
"  They  have  also  been  the  honored  means  not  only  of  converting  many  individuals, 
but  also  of  introducmg  the  Gospel  into  districts,  and  even  into  parish  churches, 
where  before  it  was  comparative! jr  unknown." 
"  This  work  iiillv  deserves  the  immortality  it  has  attained." 
This  is  a  fine  horary  edition  of  this  invaluable  work,  and  when  we  say  that  it 
should  be  found  in  the  possession  of  every  family,  we  only  reiterate  the  sentiments 
and  smoere  wishes  of  all  who  take  a  deep  mterest  in  the  eternal  welfiire  of  mankind. 

NEW  SONG  BOOK.— Griffg's  Soutiiem  and  Western  Songster ;  being 
a  choice  collection  of  the  most  ^hionable  songs,  many  of  which  are  ori- 
ginal, in  1  vol.  18mo. 

Great  care  was  taken  in  the  selection,  to  admit  no  song  that  contained,  in  the 
slightest  deflee,  any  indehcate  or  improper  allusions,  and  with  creat  propriety  it 
may  claim  the  title  of  "  The  Parlour  Song  Book  or  Songster.'"  The  immortal 
Shakspeare  observes — 

''The  mu  that  hath  not  marie  in  Mmelf, 
Nor  is  not  noved  with  concord  of  iweet  Mnndi, 
U  fit  for  iroaMNM,  •trataffmna,  and  fpoili." 

FAMILY  PRAYERS  AND  HYMNS,  adapted  to  family  worship,  and 

tables  for  the  regular  reading  of  the  Scriptures.    By  Rev.  S.  C.  Winches- 

I  ter,  A.  M.,  late  Pastor  of  the  Sixth  Presbyterian  Church,  Philadelphia,  and 

1  the  Presbyterian  Church  at  Natchez,  Miss.     1  vol.  12mo. 
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BYRON'S  WORKS,  complete  in  1  vol.  8ro.,  including  all  his  Sup- 
pressed and  Attributed  Poems. 

9Cr  This  edition  has  been  carefully  compared  with  the  recent  London  edition  of 
Mr.  Murray,  and  made  complete  by  the  addition  of  more  than  fifty  pages  of  poems 
heretofore  unpublished  in  Edsgland.  Amona  these  there  are  a  numMr  that  have 
never  appeared  in  any  American  edition ;  and  the  Publishers  believe  thev  are  war- 
ranted m  sayiaff,  that  this  is  the  smsI  eompUU  edition  of  Lord  Byron  $  Footkai 
Works  ever  pubusbed  in  the  United  States. 

COWPER  AND  THOMSON'S  PROSE  AND  POETICAL  WORKS, 

complete  in  1  vol.  Svo.,  including  two  hundred  and  fifty  Letters,  and  sundry 
Poems  of  Cowper,  never  before  published  in  this  country ;  and  of  Thom- 
son a  new  and  interesting  Memoir,  and  upwards  of  twen^  new  Poems,  for 
the  first  time  printed  from  his  own  Manuscripts,  taken  from  a  late  edition 
of  the  AJdine  Poets  now  publishing  in  London. 

The  distinguished  Fro£BS8or  Silliman,  speaking  of  this  edition,  observes.  "  I  am 
as  much  jrratified  by  the  elegance  and  nne  taste  of  yoor  edition,  as  by  the  noble 
tribute  of  genius  and  moral  excellence  which  these  deiiffhtful  authors  have  left  for 
all  future  generations :  and  Cowper  eepeciallyi  is  not  ^ss  conspicuous  as  a  true 
Christian  moralist  ana  teacher,  than  as  a  poet  of  great  power  and  exquisite  taste." 

THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  MRS.  HEMANS,  complete  in  1  toL 
8vo. 

9^-This  is  a  new  and  complete  edition,  with  a  splendid  engraved  likeness  of 
Mrs.  Hemans,  on  steel. 

''  As  no  work  in  the  English  language  can  be  commended  with  more  confidence, 
it  will  argue  bad  taste  in  a  female  in  this  country  to  be  without  a  complete  edition 
of  the  writings  of  one  who  was  an  honor  to  her  sex  and  to  humanity,  and  whose 
productions,  Iroin  first  to  last,  contain  no  syllable  calculated  to  call  a  blush  to  the 
cheek  of  modesty  and  virtue.  There  }b,  moreover,  in  Mrs.  Hemans'  poetry  a 
moral  purit3r,  and  a  religious  feeling,  which  commend  it,  in  an  especial  manner,  to 
the  discriminating  reader.  No  parent  or  guardian  will  be  under  the  necessity  of 
imposing  restrictions  with  regard  to  the  fi'ee  perusal  of  every  production  emanating 
firom  this  gifted  woman.  There  breathes  tnroughout  the  whole  a  most  eminent 
exemption  from  impropriety  of  thought  or  diction ;  and  there  is  at  times  a  pen- 
siveness  of  tone,  a  winning  sadness  in  her  more  serious  compositions,  which  tells 
of  a  soul  which  has  been  lifted  from  the  contemplation  of  terrestrial  things,  to 
divine  communings  wi£h  beings  of  a  purer  ^orld." 

THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  ROGERS,  CAMPBELL,  MONT- 
GOMERY,  LAMB,  AND  KIRK  WHITE,  complete  in  1  vol.  8ve. 

MILTON,  YOUNG,  GRAY,  BEATTIE,  AND  COLLINS'  POETI- 
CAL WORKS,  complete  in  1  vol.  8vo. 

HEfJER,  POLLOK  AND  CRABBE'S  POETICAL  WORKS,  com- 
plete  in  1  vol.  Svo. 

"  Among  the  beautiful,  valuable,  and  interesting  volumes  which  the  enterprise 
and  taste  of  our  publishers  have  presented  to  the  reading  community,  we  have  sel- 
dom met  with  one  which  we  have  more  cordially  greeted  and  can  more  confidently 
and  satisfactorily  recommend,  than  that,  embracing  in  a  single,  substantial,  well- 
bound,  and  handsomely  printed  octavo,  the  poetical  works  m  Bishop  Heber,  Ro- 
bert Pollok,  and  the  Rev.  GSeorge  Crabbe.  what  a  constellation  of^  poetic  ardor, 
glowing  piety,  and  inOiUectual  brilliancy  !  Such  writers  require  no  eulogy.  Their 
mine  is  established  and  universal.  The  sublimity,  pathos,  and  piety  ofall  these 
writers,  have  given  them  a  rank  at  once  with  the  lovers  of  poetry  and  the  friends 
of  religion,  unsurpassed  perhaps  by  that  of  any  other  recent  authors  in  our  lan- 
guage. A  more  delightful  addition  could  scarcely  be  made  to  the  library  of  the 
gentleman  or  lady  of  taste  and  refinement.    The  prize  poems,  hymns,  and  mis- 
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cellanecnis  writing  of  Bishop  Heber,  tlie  '  Courae  of  Time'  by  PoUok,  and  the 
rich,  various,  and  spjendid  producuons  of  the  Rev.  George  Crabbei  are  among  the 
standard  works,  the  classics  of  our  language.  To  obtain  and  preserve  diem  in 
one  volume,  cannot  but  be  a  demrable  object  to  their  edmiren."  Audit  is  to  be 
hoped  it  will  be  found  in  the  library  of  every  family. 

A  writer  in  the  Boston  TraveUw  holds  ttie  following  language  iHtk  reference  to 
these  valuable  editiona: 


printed,  and  the  reasonable  price  at  which  it  is  afforded  to  purchasers,  the  best 
edition  of  the  modem  British  roete  that  has  ever  been  published  in  this  country. 
£2aoh  volume  is  an  octavo  of  about  500  pages,  double  columns,  stereotyped,  and 
accompanied- with  fine  engravings,  and  biographical  sketches,  uid  most  of  them 
are  reprinted  from  Galignani's  French  edition.  As  to  its  vahie  we  need  only  men- 
tion that  it  contains  the  entire  works  of  Montgomery,  Gray,  Beattie,  Collins,  By- 
ron, Cowper,  Thomson,  Barns,  Milton,  Young,  Scott,  Moore,  Coleridge,  Rogers, 
Campbell,  Lamb,  Hemans,  Heber,  Kirk  White,  Crabbe,  the  Miscellaneous  Works 
of  Goldsmith,  and  other  martyrs  of  the  lyre.  The  publishers  are  doing  a  great 
servbe  by  their  publication,  and  their  volumes  are  almost  in  as  great  demand  as 
the  fashionable  novels  of  the  day,  and  they  deserve  to  be  so,  for  tney  are  certainly 
printed  in  a  style  saperior  to  that  in  which  we  have  before  had  the  worka  of  the 
JSngUsh  Poetfl. 

BIGLANDS  NATURAL  HISTORY  of  Animals,  Birds,  Fishes,  Rep- 
tiles and  Insects,  illustrated  with  niuoerous  and  beautifal  eosjianngs.  bj 
John  Bigland,  author  of  a  *'  View  of  the  World,"  ^^  Letteis  on  Universal 
Histoiy,"  &c.    Complete  in  1  toI.  l2mo. 

9y  This  work  is  particularly  adapted  for  the  use  of  Schools  and  Families,  form- 
ing the  most  elegantly  written  and  complete  work  on  the  subject  of  Natural  His* 
tory  ever  published,  and  is  worthy  of  the  special  attention  of  the  Teachers  of  all 
our  Schools  and  Academies. 

BIGLAND'S  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  ANIMALS,  iUnstmted  with 
12  beautifiilly  oolouied  engravings. 

BIGLAND'S  HISTORY  OF  BIRDS,  mestiated  with  19  beautiAilly 
colooEsd  engravings. 

PERSIA.  A  DESCRIPTION -OF.  By  Shoberl,  with  19  eolooied 
plates. 

These  works  are  got  up  in  a  very  saperior  style,  and  well  deserve  an  introduction 
to  the  shelves  of  every  femily  library,  as  they  are  very  interesting,  and  pariicularly 
adapted  to  the  Juvenile  class  of  readers. 

CONVERSATIONS  ON  ITALY,  in  English  and  French,  designed  for 
the  use  of  Schools,  Academies,  &c.,  by  Miss  Julia  &  Hawkes,  itfH  vol. 
12mo. 

90r  This  work  is  spoken  very  hishly  of  by  Miss  C.  Beecher,  (who  formerly 
taught  in  Hanford,  Conn.,  and  who  oaa  done  as  much  for  the  elevation  of  the 
female  character,  and  for  education  generally,  as  any  otlier  lady  in  this  country), 
and  has  received  the  highest  reconmiendatiou  from  our  most  distinguished  Teach- 
ers, and  the  American  Tress. 

Miss  Hawkes  was  for  many  years,  and  now  is,  one  of  the  most  aeoompUshed  and 
distinguished  female  teachers  in  the  City  of  Philadelphia.    ^Q 

SMILEY'S  ARITHMETICAL  RULES  AND  T^ABLES,  for  young 
beginners. 

This  is  the  best  work  of  the  kind  now  in  print ;  bat  teachers  are  particularly 
requested  to  examine  for  themselves. 
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SMILEY'S  ARITHMfrriC,  or  the  New  Federal  Caloulator,  in  doUais 
and  cents.  This  work  contains,  amon^  other  important  improvements, 
Questions  on  the  Rules  and  Theory  of  Anthmetie,  which  are  considered  hj 
UttshfltD  generally,  yeiy  condocive  to  tiie  improyement  of  the  pupil. 

Akhoagh  a  prejudice  exists  among  some  teachera  in  ^^our  of  the  old  works  on 
arithmetic,  yet  the  very  liberal  patronage  which  this  work  has  received,  most  be 
considered  as  dedsiYe  evidence  of  the  great  estimation  in  which  it  is  held  by  most 
of  the  instructors  of  youth.  Upwards  of  250,000  copies  have  been  printed  and 
sold.  The  sums  being  altogether  in  doUars  and  cents,  gives  it  a  decided  preference 
over  Miy  other  arithmetic  m  use.  The  most  distinguiriied  teachers  of  our  city 
ponoimce  it  superior  to  any  other  like  work;  thereu»e  the  publisher  aincerely 
hopes  this  uaeful  improvement  will  overcome  the  prejudice  that  many  teachers 
have  to  introducing  new  works,  particularly  those  preceptors  who  wiidi  to  discharge 
their  doty  fidthfitlly  to  parent  aim  child. 

The  editore  of  the  New  York  Telegraph,  speaking  of  Smiley's  Arithmetic, 
observe,  "  We  do  not  hesitate  to  pronounce  it  an  improvement  upon  every  work 
of  that  kind  previously  before  the  public,  and  as  such  recommend  its  adoption  in 
ail  our  schools  and  academies.*' 

A  KEY  TO  THE  ABOVE  ARITHMETIC ;  in  which  all  the  exam- 
pies  necessary  for  a  learner  are  wrought  at  lanre,  and  also  solutions  given 
of  all  the  Tarioufi  roles.  Designed  principally  to  facilitate  the  labour  of 
teaehen,  and  assist  such  as  hare  not  tiie  opportunity  of  a  tutor's  aid.  By 
T.  T.  Smiley,  anihor  of  die  New  Federal  Cfalcnlator,  kc.  &c. 

CONVERSATIONS  ON  CHEMISTRY ;  in  which  the  Elements  of 
that  Science  are  familiarly  explained  and  illustrated  by  Experiments  and 
Engravings  on  wood.  From  the  last  London  edition.  In  which  all  the 
late  Discoreries  and  ImprorementB  are  brought  up  to  the  present  time,  by 
Dr.  Thomas  P.  Jones. 

All  preceiitors  who  have  a  sinosre  derirs  to  impart  a  correct  knowledge  of  this 
important  science  to  their  pupils,  will  pleaas  examine  the  present  edition,  as  the 
correction  of  all  the  errors  in  the  body  of  the  work  renders  it  very  valuable. 

The  eminent  Professor  Bigeiow,  of  Harvard  University,  in  noticing  this  work, 
observes,  **  I  am  satisfiedthat  it  contains  the  fundamental  principles  and  truths  of 
thatscisaee.  sxpresaed  in<a  clear,  intaUigtble,  and  interesting  manner.  The  high 
character  of  the  author,  as  a  lecturer,  and  a  man  of  science,  will,  X  douW  not, 
secure  for  the  work  the  good  opinion  of  the  public,  and  cause  its  extensive  adoption 
among  seminaries  and  students." 

The  learned  Professor  SiUimui  observes,  that  this  edition  is  decidedly  more 
valuable  than  any  preceding  one. 

CONVERSATIONS  ON  NATURAL  PHILOSOPHY;  in  which 
the  Elements  of  that  Science  are  familiarly  explained.  Illustrated  with 
plates.  By  the  author  of  **  ConvcrsationB  on  Chemistry ,''  &c.  With  con- 
siderable additions,  corrections,  and  improvements  in  the  body  of  the  work, 
appropriate  Questions,  and  a  Glossaiy.    By  Dr.  Thomas  P.  Jones. 

The  correction  of  all  the  errors  in  the  body  of  the  work,  renders  this  edition 
very  valuable ;  and  all  who  understand  the  subject,  consider  it  superior  to  any 
other  in  use. 

CARPENTER'S  NEW  GUIDE.  Being  a  complete  Book  of  Lines, 
for  Carpentry,  Joinery,  &c.,  in  1  vol.  4to. 

The  TheoiT  and  Practice  well  explained,  and  fully  exemplified  on  eighty- 
four  copperplates,  including  some  observations,  &c.,  on  the  strengu  of 
Timber;  by  Peter  Nicholson,    Tenth  edition. 

This  invalBBbls  work  sopersedsd,  on  its  first  appsannoe,  all  existing  works  on 

ttiis  subject,  snd  sdll  retains  its  origuiai  celebrity. 
Every  Carpenter  in  our  country  should  possess  a  copy  of  this  invaluable  work. 
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WEEMS'  LIFE  OP  GEN.  MARION. 
WEEMS'  LIFE  OF  GEN.  WASHINGTON. 
LIFE  OF  ANDREW  JACKSON. 

GRIMSHAW'S  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND,    -        -        -  bound. 

QUESTIONS  TO  Do.,     -        -        -        -  stitched. 

"               KEY  TO                Do.,     -        .        -        .  stitched. 

"               HISTORY  OF  ROME,    -        -        .        -  bound. 

"               QUESTIONS  TO  Do.,     .        -        -        -  stitched. 

«*               KEY  TO                 Do.,     -        -        -        -  stitched. 

"               HISTORY  OF  THE  U.  STATES,  -        -  bound. 

"               QUESTIONS  TO  Do.,    -       -       -       .  stitched. 

"               KEY  TO                Do.,     -        -       -        -  stitched. 

"               HISTORY  OF  GREECE,       -        -        -  bound. 

"               QUESTIONS  TO  Do.,     -        -        -        .  stitched. 

"               KEY  TO                Do.,     ...        -  stitched. 

HISTORY  OF  FRANCE,        -        -        -  bound. 

"               KEYS  AND  QUESTIONS  TO  Do.,       -  stitched. 

"               HISTORY  OF  NAPOLEON,  -       -       -  bound. 

"               KEYS  AND  QUESTIONS  TO  Do.,       -  stitched. 
THE  YOUNG  GENTLEMEN'S  LEXICON,  -        -        -  sheep. 
THE  YOUNG  LADIES'  LEXICON,       ...        -  sheep. 
MALTE-BRUN'S  NEW  COLLEGE  AND  FAMILY  AT- 
LAS, with  40  coloured  Maps,  4to.,     .....  bound. 

VIRGIL  DELPHINI, bound. 

HORACE  DELPHINI, bound. 

HUTCHINSON'S  XENOPHON,  (with  notes),.        -        -  bound. 

TORREY'S  FIRST  BOOK  FOR  CHILDREN,        -       -  stitched, 

PLEASING  COMPANION, ....  half-bound. 

"  MORAL  INSTRUCTOR,      -        -        -        -half-bound. 

MURRAY'S  EXERCISES,  12mo., half4>ound. 

*«  KEY  TO  Do., half-bound. 

FIRST  READING  LESSONS. 

GRIGG   &   ELLIOT'S 

KEW   SERISS   OF 

COMMON  SCHOOL  READERS, 

NUMBERS  FIRST,  SECOND,  AND  THIRD. 

These  books  are  particularly  adapted  for  an  introduction  into  the  Schools 
generally  in  the  South  and  West ;  and  Teachers  who  feel  a  deep  interest 
in  promoting  the  welfare  of  their  pupils,  will  no  doubt  afler  a  careful  exa- 
mination give  them  a  preference  over  all  other  Readers  now  in  use. 

Pu1»lio9  prl-raie^  and  toolal  111»rariet9  and  all  'wl&o  pnroliaM  Co  mU 
agaliii  snppUed  on  th.9  moat  reaaonable  torma  tritli  •T^ry  article  In  ttf 
Book  and  Stationary  line  f  inelndinf  new  noretsy  and  all  new  <worke 
In  e-rer jr  department  of  literature  and  selenee*  All  orders  irlU  be 
tliankfttlly  reeel-red  and  promptl  j*  attended  to* 
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If  the  hmnoroas  obsenration  of  AddisoD  were 
tended  in  &ct,  that  a  reader  aeldom  peroees  a 
book  whh  pleaeore  ^  till  he  knows  whether  the 
writer  of  it  be  a  faiack  or  &ir  man-— of  a  mild  or 
chcderic  diepo0ition,^with  other  particolareof  the 
like  natare,'*— we  abould  be  in  a  state  of  some 
apprehenaioat  since  the  Rev.  Georgie  Crabbe,  the 
eekhratod  author  of  the  poems  a  new  edition  of 
which  we  here  present  to  the  public,  has,  from 
the  modesty  and  retirednees  of  his  li&,  famished 
bat  few  biographieal  particulars  to  be  developed 
to  an  admiring  world.  Unlike  so  many  others  of 
ys  ^eiMt,  he  never  intermeddled  in  the  turmoils 
of  politics,  or  mingled  in  the  intrigues  of  ftshion. 
He  was,  in  his  manners  and  feelings,  a  child  of 
natore ;  though  a  ssaeni  in  her  dispositions  and 
her  laws.  Contented  with  keeping  the  **  noiseless 
%taar  of  his  way,**  with  the  approbation  of  hia 
oonscience  and  the  approval  of  his  God, — ^he  was 
willing  to  allow  some  to  be  the  idol  of  the  Actions, 
and  others  to  fawn  at  the  footstool  of  power  ;— 
satisfied  himself  with  being  admired  as  a  poet-* 
revered  as  a'divine,— and  respected  as  a  man. 

Our  poet  was  bom  at  Aldborougb,  on  the  coast 
of  Sofiblk,  England,  on  the  Christmas  eve  of  1754. 
His  &tber  held  the  station  of  salt-master,  or  ool- 
feetor  of  the  salt  duties,  and  was  a  man  of  strong 
intellect,  vigorous  habits  of  business,  and  a  re- 
raarkaUe  &culty  of  calculation.  Early  in  his 
boyhood,  as  socm,  indeed,  as  he  had  learned  to 
lead,  young  Crabbe  manifested  a  strong  inclina- 
tion towards  books  of  all  kinds ;  and  he  perused 
with  eagerness  every  thing  that  came  within  his 
reach,  especially  if  it  were  a  work  of  fiction  and 
lomanoe,  or  treated  of  witches,  fiuries,  and  ghosts. 
But  be  particularly  delighted  in  verse,  and  began 
at  a  very  early  period  to  imitate  the  humble  spe- 
cimens  of  poetry  which  were  then  acoessible  to  him. 

His  &ther  observed  this  bookish  disposition,  and 
ilthoogh  be  had  no  higher  views  for  the  boy  than 
that  of  following  his  own  example,  and  being 
employed  in  some  inferior  department  of  the  rev- 
enne  service,  he  resdved  to  send  George  to  a 
school  at  Bungay,  on  the  borders  of  Norfdk. — 
Here  he  remained  for  a  short  time,  and  was  then 
removed  to  a  school  at  Stowmarket,  kept  by  a 
AMd  mathematioian  named  Haddon.  The  boy 
1» 


himself  had  a  predilection,  as  well  as  his  father 
for  mathematics;  and  he  mode -con8iderail>le  pro- 
ficiency in  the  pursuit 

After  leaving  this  latter  school,  George  was 
placed  as  a  surgeon's  apprentice  at  Wickham- 
Brook ;  but  as  this  situation  was  not  a  very  desi* 
rable  one,  he  left  it,  and  concluded  his  apprentice* 
ship  with  a  Mr.  Page,  surgeon  at  Woodbridge,  a 
markettown  about  seventeen  miles  from  Aldbo- 
rougb. Here  he  met  with  society  congenial  to  his 
own  disposition,  and  was  by  this  means  introduced 
to  Miss  Sarah  Elmy,  who  afterwards  became  his 
wife*  Notwithstanding  that  he  here  applied  him* 
self  with  energy  to  the  studies  necessary  to  a 
knowledge  of  hie  intended  profession,  he  was  often 
beguiled  into  the  more  flowery  fields  of  poesy, 
and  contributed  numerous  pieces  to  the  Lady's 
Magarine,  a  periodical  of  some  repute  at  that 
period. 

About  the  end  of  the  year  1775,  Mr.  Crabbe's 
term  of  apprenticeship  expired,  and  he  returned 
to  his  native  village,  with  the  hope  of  finding 
means  of  finishing  his  professional  education  in 
London.  But  his  &ther's  circumstances  did  not 
permit  the  necessary  expenditure,  and  the  youthful 
aspirant  was  compelled  to  labour  in  the  drudgery 
of  the  public  warehouse  wherein  his  parent's  del- 
ties  were  performed.  This  was  in  the  highest 
degree  unpleasant  to  young  Crabbe;  and  the 
irksomeness  of  his  situation  was  increased  by  an 
unhappy  change  in  the  habits  of  his  father,  who 
had  become  a  politician,  a  tavero-haunter,  and  a 
domestic  tyrant 

Mr.  Crabbe,  at  this  period,  devoted  such  leisure 
time  as  was  at  his  disposal,  to  the  study  of  botany, 
and  the  advancement  of  his  professional  know- 
ledge ;  and  if  he  still  dallied  with  the  muses,  it 
was  with  the  persuasion  that  this  was  not  his 
main  pursuit  in  the  progress  of  life.  At  length, 
however,  his  father  was  able  to  afford  some  slight 
assistance,  and  Uie  son  Journeyed  to  London  with 
the  view  of  walking  the  hospitals  and  profiting 
by  the  medical  lectures.  He  remained  in  the 
metropolis  about  eight  or  ten  months;  hot  his 
means  were  inadequate  to  an  effectual  participa- 
tion in  the  advantages  which  such  a  residence 
ordinarily  affords  to  the  student  of  medicine ;  and 
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he  was  compelled  oDoe  more  to  retarn  to  Aldbo- 
rough. 

Crabbe  now  engaged  himself  as  an  assistant  in 
the  shop  of  a  surgeon  named  MaskilL  This  man 
had  an  imperious  temper,  and  Crabbe*s  situation 
was  a  most  undesirable  one.  But  he  was  content 
to  submit  for  a  whfle  to  ill-usage,  for  he  felt  the 
necessity  of  acquiring  additional  knawledge  in 
his  business.  Afler  a  short  time,  Maskill  removed 
from  Aldborough,  and  Crabbe  was  encouraged  to 
set  up  for  himself  in  his  native  town.  He  was 
hardly  qualified  fbr  his  task,  however,  and  his 
practice  and  emoluments  were  scanty  enough. 

All  this  time,  he  improved  his  opportunities  of 
acquaintance  with  Miss  Elmy,  and  the  young 
couple  were  understood  to  be  affianced.  But  pov- 
erty  barred  the  nuptials,  and  a  dispassiooate  view 
of  the  future  seemed  scarcely  to  promise  a  remo- 
val of  the  impediment 

Brooding  over  the  profitless  life  he  was  leading 
in  this  secluded  village,  our  poet  at  length  formed 
the  bold  resolution  of  abandoning  the  medical 
profession,  and  pusliing  his  fortune  in  the  literary 
world  of  London.  He  was  so  poor,  that  he  had 
not  the  means  of  defraying  the  expenses  of  the 
journey  thither ;  and  all  his  friends  were  as  poor 
as  himself  In  this  dilemma,  he  addressed  a  let- 
ter to  Mr.  Dudley  North,  asking  the  loan  of  a 
small  sum.  That  gentleman  kindly  advanced  him 
five  pounds;  and  with  this  fund,  Crabbe  settled 
his  affairs  at  Aldborough,  and,  embarking  in  a 
sloop  at  Slaughton,  he  sailed  for  the  great  city.  He 
was  at  this  time  about  24  years  of  age. 

Upon  his  arrival  in  the  metropolis,  he  took  eco- 
nomical lodgings,  and  applied  himself  diligently 
to  transcribing  and  correcting  tlie  poetical  pieces 
he  had  brought  with  him  from  the  country.  But 
he  applied  to  the  publishers  in  vain :  none  of  them 
would  hazard  print  and  paper  on  behalf  of  the 
unknown  author.  Crabbe  now  was  soon  reduced 
to  a  situation  of  great  embarrassment  and  dis- 
tress. Ho  made  written  applications  to  several 
eminent  individuals,  but  none  would  aid  him, 
until,  in  an  auspicious  moment,  he  determined  to 
address  the  illustrious  Edmund  Burke.  That  gen- 
tleman immediately  appointed  an  interview,  and 
judged  so  favourably  of  the  young  poet*s  charac>jr 
end  attainments,  that  he  immediately  became  his 
friend,  took  him  to  dwell  in  his  own  family,  intro- 
duced him  to  the  highest  literary  society  of  Lon- 
don, and  assisted  him  in  the  publication  of  his 
|K)cms.  **  Th€  Library**  was  issued  in  1781 ;  and 
its  favourable  reception  was  such  as  at  once  to 
jBBtablisli  the  poetical  reputation  of  the  author. 


Even  the  fastidious  Dr.  Johnson  condescended  to 
admire  and  commend,  and  indeed  had  lent  the  aid 
of  his  efficient  revisal  to  the  manuscript  of  the 
poem. 

Crabbe  had  long  felt  an  inclination  towards  tbo 
clerical  profession,  and  the  powerful  influence  of 
his  present  friends  soon  enabled  him  to  enter  the 
Church  as  one  of  its  ministers.  He  was  admitted 
to  deacon's  orders  by  the  Bishop  of  Norwich,  and 
soon  afler  left  London  to  assume  the  duties  of 
a  curate  at  his  native  village  of  Aldborough. 

Mr.  Crabbe  retained  this  post  only  for  a  few 
months.  The  untiring  friendship  of  Mr.  Borke 
obtained  for  him  the  more  advantageous  situation 
of  domestic  chaplain  to  the  Duke  of  Rutland ;  and 
Mr.  Crabbe  took  up  his  residence,  of  course,  at 
Belvoir  Casde. 

In  1783,  our  author  again  ventured  before  the 
public,  in  his  **  FiUoge,**  which  met  with  the  moat 
decided  success,  and  materially  enhanced  BCr. 
Crabbe*B  poetical  reputation. 

His  altered  prospects  never  in  the  least  degree 
influenced  his  habits  or  demeanour  \ — ^these  ooiw 
tinned  to  be  characterised  by  the  same  simplicity 
and  equanimity  which  marked  the  penniless  stu- 
dent, and  the  rejected  candidate  for  publication. 

It  was  now  deemed  expedient  that  Mr.  Crabbe 
should  have  a  university  degree;  and  his  name 
was  accordingly  entered  on  the  boards  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge.  Soon  after  this,  the  Chan- 
cellor Thurlow  bestowed  upon  him  the  small  liv- 
ings of  Frome  St  Quintin,  and  Evershot,  in  Dor- 
setshire ;  and  Mr.  Crabbe  obtained,  at  the  same 
time,  from  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  the 
degree  of  LL.  B. 

When  the  Duke  of  Rutland  went  to  Irdand  ae 
lord-lieutenant,  Mr.  Crabbe  did  not  acoompany 
him ; — for  the  time  had  arrived  when  he  could, 
without  incurring  the  imputation  of  imprudence* 
oflTer  his  hand  to  the  long-beloved  Min  Elmy. 
The  marriage  took  place  in  December  1783,  and 
the  wedded  couple  took  possession  of  apartments 
in  Belvoir  Castle,  which  had  been  kindly  tendered 
by  tlie  Duke,  on  his  departure  from  England.  Bat 
fhom  various  causes,  it  was  found  that  a  residence 
here  was  not  desirable ;  and,  before  a  year  and  a 
half  had  elapsed,  Mr.  Crabbe  removed  to  the 
neighbouring  parsonage  of  Stathem.  He  here 
spent  four  of  the  happiest  yean  of  his  life,  and  in 
this  period  became  the  father  of  four  children,  two 
of  whom  only  (George  and  John)  grew  to  matu- 
rity. 

In  1 785,  Mr.  Crabbe  again  appeared  as  a  poet, 
and  published  **  The  NeMpaper^*  which  received 
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the  flune  emphatic  approTal  which  had  attended 
his  prior  efibrta. 

In  Ootober,  1787,  the  Duke  of  Rutland  died, 
•omewliai  suddenly,  in  Bublin,  and  his  widow, 
Tetumin^r  to  BelToir,  was  not  forgetful  of  her  hus. 
bamTs  pruttgL  She  procured  from  the  Chancellor 
^  exchange  of  the  two  inconsiderable  livings 
bdd  by  Mr.  Crabbe,  for  the  more  important  ones 
of  MustoD  in  Leicestershire,  and  Allington  in 
Lincolnshire.  In  February,  1769,  he  removed, 
with  his  ft.mily,  to  the  parsonage  of  Muston. 

His  new  residence  was  pleasant  in  many  re- 
ipeets ;  and  it  was  with  n^uch  reluctance,  aflec 
abiding'  here  fiir  three  years,  that  he  yielded  to 
SDolher  change.  The  death  of  a  relative  of  Mrs. 
Cimbbe  rendered  necessary  the  services  of  her 
hnband  as  executor;  and  he  removed  to  Parham, 
in  BollQlk — again  placing  himself  near  the  scenes 
of  Ms  boyhood  and  early  courtship.  Here  he 
undertook  the  curacies  of  Swefling  and  Great 
Gfemham,  and  the  course  of  his  life  varied  but 
fittle  from  what  it  had  been  in  Muston.  He  had 
landed  four  years  at  Parham,  when  he  lost  by 
death  his  third  son,  a  child  of  about  six  years. 
ffis  children  had  been  seven,  and  they  were  now 
reduced  to  two.  This  deprivation  was  severely 
&lt  by  the  mother,  and  conjoined  with  other  cir- 
eomstanoes  to  cause  a  removal  again.  Mr.  Crabbe 
now  rented  Great  GlemhamHall,  a  pleasant  house 
bdoDging*  to  Mr.  North,  and  lived  in  it  four  or 
fire  years  with  great  comfort  and  satisfaction, — 
Bat  another  removal  then  becoming  necessary  on 
aecount  of  the  sale  of  the  esUte,  Mr.  Crabbe  hired 
a  house  in  the  neigKbouruig  village  of  Rendham, 
wheran  he  remained  until  the  year  1805,  when  he 
left  Suflblk,  and  resumed  his  clerical  sUtion  at 
Muston. 

In  thb  tranquil  course  of  life,  attending  to  the 
core  of  his  flock,  and  to  the  instruction  of  his 
beloved  &mily,  Mr.  Crabbe  long  concealed  htm- 
•df  from  the  gaze  of  the  world  until  the  year 
1807;  when,  after  an  absence  of  about  twenty-two 
yesrs,  he  at  length  produced  a  collection  of 
"Poesta."  ("The  Parish  Register,"  &c)  «Lau- 
dari  a  laudato  viro**  has  ever  been  deemed  a  stamp 
of  merit ;  and,  such  has  been  the  invariable  proof 
of  Mr.  Crabbers  excellence  as  a  Poet,  that  he  has 
over  been  diaiinguuiked  by  the  discerning  few, 
is  be  will  always  be  admired  by  the  reading 
public. 

The  **PoeivM^  were  honoured  with  a  perusal 
in  manuscript  by  the  present  Lord  Holland,  and 
Ui  late  illuBtrioos  unde ;  and  may  naturally  be 


supposed  to  have  derived  considerable  advantage 
from  their  critioal  aeumen. 

In  addition  to  their  intrinsic  merit,  they  will  be 
deemed,  by  kindred  minds,  to  possess  an  additional 
value,  when  it  is  considered  that  they  tended  to 
cheer  the  death-bed  of  the  highly-gifted  Charles 
Fox.  This  collection  has  passed  through  several ; 
editions.  ^ 

Three  years  afterwards  (1810)  he  produced  the 
Poem  of  the  **  Borough ;"  the  scene  of  which  is 
his  native  place :  and  in  1813  he  published  his 
Tales. 

In  1813,  Mr.  Crabbe  sustained  the  severe  afflic- 
tion of  losing  his  wife ;  and  soon  ailer,  having 
obtained  the  living  of  Trowbridge,  in  Wiltshire, 
he  removed  to  that  town.  From  this  period,  our 
author  mixed  much  more  in  society,  and  especially 
in  the  gay  and  literary  world  of  London,  than 
during  the  lifetime  of  his  wife.  In  the  metropolis, 
he  met  on  intimate  terms  with  most  of  the  emi- 
nent writers  of  the  day,  and  seemed  to  form  a 
connecting  link  between  the  era  of  Johnson, 
Burke,  and  Reynolds,  and  that  of  Scott,  Byron, 
Moore,  and  Campbell 

In  1619,  Mr.  Murray  published  the  **  Talet  of 
the  HaW* — and  gave  for  the  manuscript  of  that 
work,  and  the  copy-right  of  Mr.  Crabbe's  previous 
poems,  the  liberal  sum  of  3000/.  This  work  was 
not  less  favourably  received  than  its  predecessors. 

Whilst  in  London  upon  one  of  his  visits,  in 
1821,  our  poet  had  the  good  fortune  of  meeting 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  and  accepted  a  pressing  invita-  , 
tion  to  visit  him  in  Scotiand.  Mr.  Crabbe  accord- 
ingly journeyed  to  the  north  for  that  purpose  in 
the  following  year,  and  found  Sir  Walter  in  Edin- 
burgh, attending  upon  George  IV.,  who  was  then 
making  his  famous  visit  to  Scotiand.  But,  not- 
withstanding the  pressure  of  multifarious  busi- 
ness, the  great  novelist  contrived  to  make  Crabbers 
sojourn  in  his  house  pleasant  and  gratifying  in  no 
ordinary  degree. 

In  the  year  1821,  Mr.  Crabbe  had  a  severe  at- 
tack of  tic  douloureux,  and  thenceforward  he  was 
subject  to  that  complaint,  which  aided  the  natural 
decay  attendant  upon  old  age.  But  he  continued 
in  the  performance  of  his  clerical  duties,  and 
maintained  his  friendly  and  social  relations,  until 
within  a  few  days  of  the  termination  of  his  exist- 
ence. This  event  took  place  at  Trowbridge,  on 
Uie  7tii  of  February,  1832. 

It  is  not  our  intention  to  enter  into  an  elaborate 
criticism  of  Mr.  Crabbe*s  qualities  as  a  poet. — 
We  shall  content  ourselves  with  observmg  merely 
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— (h«t  the  ohaneteiiftioi  of  hit  style  are,  ori([i- 
nality  of  thought,  force,  preciaioD,  troth,  depth, 
and  padioe  of  deacripticm ;  cloLbed  frequently  in 
the  happy  diction  and  polished  Tenification  which 
we  ao  much  admire  in  G^dsmith. 

It  must  not,  however,  be  supposed,  from  this 
remark,  that  Mr.  Crabbe  is  a  copyist  of  any  for- 
mer author.  He  is  a  bard  sui  gtnerit ;  he  has 
formed  himself  upon  no  model,  and  is  consequently 
unlike  other  writers.  He  is  a  poet  who  examines 
man  as  As  is,  there  is,  therefore,  no  Ubuion  in 
his  poetry. 

He  is,  in  &ct,  the  Porfrntt-Potiiter  of  humble 
life — in  all  its  Tariety  and  detaiL  His  portraits 
are  exact  likenesses ;  and  are  equally  to  be  praised 
for  the  correctness  of  the  outline,  and  the  propriety 
ol  the  colouring.    His  descriptions  are,  not  like 


those  of  Thomson,  of  imaginary,  but  < 
nature.  The  delineations  of  his  rustics  are,  ooo^ 
sequently,  different  from  those  which  we  meel 
with  in  the  Georgics  of  Virgil,  or  the  Idylls  of 
Gesner :  but  they  axe  such  as  im^  he  Man  every 
day  in  the  country.  He  sees  with  a  keen,  oorrecti 
and  perhaps  too  microscopic  an  eye,  and  all  hit. 
scenes  of  common  life  are  portrayed  with  minute- 
ness, but  with  a  fidelity  true  to  nature.  He  is 
naturally  and  deservedly  a  popular  poet ;  since  ell 
his  delineations  come  home  closely  to  the  **  bosi- 
neas  and  bosoms  of  men.**  He  is  certainly  ooe 
of  the  most  original  and  pathetic  poets  that  Eng^ 
land  has,  in  modem  times,  produced ;  and  is  a 
bright  star  in  that  splendid  constellation  of  Bri- 
tish genius  that  has  illnmined  and  adorned  the 
present  age. 
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TO 


THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  HENRY-RICHARD  FOX,  LORD  HOLLAND, 

or  BMmtd^  fa  Unuhukin!  Lard  Jbttmnd  ^  Jteiiy  ;  M^lWIm  qf  OtfAcMf  qf  wtfntifwiHcf. 


MtLokd, 

Tbat  the  longeit  poem  in  this  ooQectioik  wu 
hoDonnd  bj  the  notice  of  yoor  Lordship's  right 
boooanhfe  and  ever-Tahiea  zektion,  Mr.  Fox; 
Ibt  it  should  be  the  kst  which  engaged  hu  atten^ 
tioB,  and  that  some  parts  of  it  were  marked  with 
bii  approbation ;  are  circomstanoes  prodactive  of 
belter  ikoipea  of  ultimate  saccess  than  I  had  dared 
tocBtertain  before  I  wae  gratified  with  a  know- 
kdge  of  them :  and  the  hope  thus  raised  leads  me 
to  ask  permiesioti  that  I  may  dedicate  this  book  to 
yoor  Lordafaip,  to  whom  that  truly  great  and 
treafly-lamented  persona^  was  so  nearlv  allied  in 
Bn^,  so  doselT  bound  in  affection,  and  in  whose 


■ad' presides  ^  same  critical  taste  which  he  ex- 
erted to  the  delight  of  all  who  heard  him.  He 
doabtlesB  muled  with  his  anequalled  abilities  a 
ftmd  of  gDod-nsitiire ;  and  this  poesibly  led  him  to 
ipak  &9oiirably  o(  and  give  satisfitction  to  wri- 
ten,  with  wfaoae  prodnctions  he  might  not  be  en- 
fcdysatirfed;  nor  must  I  allow  my  self  to  suppose 
ht  desire  <yf  otdiginr  was  withholden,  when  he 
hsaaored  any  effort  of  mine  with  his  approbation : 
%t,  my  Lord,  as  there  was  discrimination  in  the 
he  save ;  as  he  did  not  veil  indifierenoe  ibr 
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nl  orpreesion  of  cool  approval — ^I  allow  myself  to 
dmr  a  &ToaraUe  conclusion  ifrom  the  verdict  of 
OK  who  had  the  s^iperiority  of  intellect  few  would 
dbpirte,  which  he  made  manifest  by  a  fi>roe  of  elo- 
pecaliar  to  himself;  whose  excellent  ju4g- 
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ment  no  one  of  his  fKeuds  found  cause  to  distratt,. 
and  whose  acknowledged  candour  no  enemy  had^ 
the  temerity  to  deny. 

With  such  encouragement,  I 'present  my  book 
to  your  Lordship:  the  Account  of  the  L^^b  and 
Writinga  of  Lopex  de  V^fU  has  taught  me  what  I! 
am  to  expect ;  t  there  perceive  how  your  Lordships 
oon  write,  and  am  there  taught  how  you  can  iudge 
of  writers :  my  fiiults,  however  numerous,  I  know 
will  none  of  them  escape  through  inattention,  nor 
win  any  merit  be  lost  for  want  of  discernment  t 
my  verses  are  before  hun  who  has  written  ele- 
Cantl^,  wh6  hbs  judged  with  accuraoy,  and  who 
has  given  unequivocu  proof  of  abilities  in  a  wcrk 
of  difficulty ; — a  translation  of  poetry,  which  fhw 
persans  in  this  kingdom  are  able  to  read,  and  in 
the  estimation  of  talents  not  hitherto  justly  appie> 
dated.  In  this  view,  I  cannot  but  feel  some  an. 
prehension ;  but  I  know  also,  that  your  Lwdship 
is  apprised  of  the  great  difficulty  of*^ writing  well; 
that  you  will  make  much  altowtinoe  for  failures,  If 
not  too  frequently  repeated ;  and,  as  you  can  accu- 
rately discern,  so  you  will  readily  approve,  all  Am 
better  and  more  happy  efforts  of  one,  who  places 
the  highest  value  upon  yoor  Lordship*s  approlNu- 
tion,  and  who  has  the  honour  to  be, 

Mt  Loan, 
Your  Lordship^s  most  faithful 

And  obliged  humble  servant, 

GEO.  CRABBE. 
^9) 
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About  twenty-five  years  unce  was  published  a 
poem  called  ** The  Library;**  which,  in  no  long 
time,  was  followed  by  two  others,  **'  The  Villagfe,** 
and  "  The  Newspaper :"  these,  with  a  few  altera* 
tions  and  additions,  are  here  reprinted;  and  are 
accompanied  by  a  poem  of  greater  length,  and  sev- 
eral shorter  attempts,  now,  for  the  first  time,  before 
the  public;  jvhose  reception  of  them  creates  in 
their  author  something  more  than  common  solici. 
tilde,  because  he  conceives  that,  with  the  judgment 
to  be  formed  of  these  latter  productions,  upon 
whatever  may  be  found  intrinsically  meritorious 
or  defective,  there  will  be  united  an  inquiry  into 
the  relative  degree  of  praise  or  blame  which  they 
may  be  thought  to  deserve,  when  compared  with 
'the  more  early  attempts  of  the  same  writer. 

And  certainly,  were  it  the  principal  employment 
*o£  a  man's  life  to  compose  verses,  it  might  seem 
reasonable  to  expect  that  be  would  continue  to  im- 
'^prove  as  lon^  as  he  continued  to  live ;  though,  even 
rthen,  there  is  some  doubt  whether  such  improve- 
inent  would  follow,  and  perhaps  proof  might  be  ad- 
»daced  to  show  it  would  not:  but  when,  to  this 
*  idU  trade^^  is  added  some  **  calling^^  with  supe- 
rior  claims  upon  his  time  and  attention,  his  pro- 
gress in  the  art  of  versification  will  probably  be  in 
.proportion  neither  to  the  years  he  has  lived,  nor 
«evQn  to  the  attempts  he  has  made. 

While  composing  the  first-published  of  these 
poems,  the  author  was  honoured  with  the  notice, 
:and  assisted  by  the  advice  of  the  Right  Honourable 
lEdmund  Burke :  part  of  it  was  written  in  his  pre- 
.wnoe,  and  the  whole  submitted  to  his  indgment; 
TOoeiving,  in  its  progress,  the  benefit  of  his  correc- 
/tion :  I  nope,  therefore,  to  obtain  pardon  of  the 
.leader,  if  I  eagerly  seize  the  occasion,  and,  after 
;80  long  a  silence,  endeavour  to  express  a  grateful 
-sense  of  the  benefits  I  have  received  from  this  gen- 
•tleman,  who  was  solicitous  for  my  more  essential' 
.interests,  as  well  as  benevolently  anxious  for  my 
•credit  as  a  writer. 

I  will  not  enter  npon  the  subject  of  his  eztra^ 
Hirdinary  abilities;  it  would  be  vanity,  it  would  be 
weakness  in  me  to  believe  that  I  could  make  them 
•'better  known,  or  more  admired  than  they  now 
.«re :  bat  of  his  private  worth,  of  his  wishes  to  do 
.,good,  of  his  affiibility  and  condescension ;  his  readi- 
I  to  lend  assistance  when  he  imew  it  was  wont- 


-•d,  and  his  delight  to  give  praise  where  he  thought 
.it  was  deserved ;  of  these  I  may  write  with  some 
propriety.  All  know  that  his  powers  were  vast, 
'.his  acquirements  various ;  and  I  take  leave  to  add, 
.that  he  applied  them  with  unremitted  attention  to 
.those  objects  which  he  believed  tended  to  the  ho- 
.ooor  and  welfare  of  his  country.  But  it  may  not 
Jw  so  ^renerally  understood  that  he  was  ever  ossid- 
tuous  m  the  more  private  duties  of  a  benevolent 
mature,  that  he  delighted  to  give  encouragement  to 
•any  promise  of  abihty,  and  assistance  to  any  ap- 
pearance of  desert :  to  what  purposes  he  employed 
his  pen,  and  with  what  ekxjuenoe  he  spake  in  the 
senate,  will  be  told  by  many,  who  yet  may  be  igno- 


'rant  of  the  solid  instruction,  as  well  as  the  fasc 
nating  pleasantry,  found  in  his  common  convem 
tion,  amongst  his  friends,  and  his  afectiooat 
manners,  amiable  disposition,  and  zeal  fbr  tboi 
happiness,  which  he  manifested  in  the  hours  a 
retirement  with  his  family. 

To  this  gentleman  I  was  indebted  for  my  knov 
ledge  of  Sir  Joshua  Revnolds,  who  was  as  we 
known  to  his  friends  for  his  perpetual  fund  of  gocM 
humour  and  his  unceasing  wishes  to  oblige,  as  I3 
was  to  the  public  for  the  extraordinary  production 
of  his  pencil  and  his  pen.  By  him  I  was  favonre 
with  an  introduction  to  Doctor  Johnson,  who  I14 
noured  me  with  his  notice,  and  assisted  me,  as  M 
Boswell  has  told,  with  remarks  and  emendatio«3 
for  a  poem  I  was  about  to  publish.*  The  Doctc 
had  been  often  wearied  by  applications,  and  di 
not  readily  comply  with  requests  for  bis  opinion 
not  from  any  unwillingness  to  oblige,  but  from 
painfiil  contention  in  his  mind,  between  a  desii 
of  giving  pleasure  and  a  determination  to  spe& 
truth.  No  man  can,  I  think,  publish  a  work  will 
out  some  expectation  of  satisfying  those  who  are  t 
judge  of  its  merit :  but  I  can,  with  the  utmost  re 
gard  to  veracity,  speak  my  fears,  as  predominatin; 
over  every  pre-indulged  thought  of  a  more  favonj 
able  nature,  when  I  was  told  that  a  judge  so  dii 
ceming  had  consented  to  read  and  give  his  opinio: 
of  *«  ife  Village,**  the  poem  I  had  prepared  ft 
publication.  The  time  of  suspense  was  not  Iohj 
protracted ;  I  was  soon  favoured  with  a  few  word 
from  Sir  Joshua,  who  observed, — **  If  I  knew  hti^ 
cautious  Doctor  Johnson  was  in  giving  commends 
tion,  I  should  be  well  satisfied  with  the  portioi 
dealt  to  me  in  his  letter.**— Of  that  letter  the  follow 
ing  is  a  copy : 

'*  Sir,— I  hsTO  wnt  70a  back  Mr.  CrabWi  poem,  which 
fMd  with  creat  delight  It  ii  orifinol.  viforoDs,  and  elesuii 
The  alterationa  which  I  have  made,  I  do  doc  require  him  t 
adopt;  for  laj  lioea  are.  perhape.  Dot  oAni  better  [than]  hi 
own :  bat  he  mar  take  mine  and  )iia  own  together,  and  pa 
hapa.  between  them,  produce  Mnnethlng  better  than  either.- 
He  is  not  to  think  his  copy  wantonly  defaced :  a  wet  apoos 
will  waah  all  the  red  lioea  awar,  and  leave  the  papei  clean.- 
Hia  Dedicatjont  will  be  leaat  liked :  it  were  better  to  eontrmc 
It  into  a  ihortsprightir  addreaa.— I  do  not  doubt  of  Mr.  Crabbe* 

**  1  am,  Sir,  yovr  most  hamble  aervaat, 

"SAM.  JOHNSON. 
"Jfardk  4,1783." 

That  I  W8S  fully  satisfied,  my  readers  will  d 
me  the  justice  to  believe ;  and  I  hppe  tliey  wil 
pardon  me,  if  there  should  sppear  to  them  any  im 
proprietor  in  publishing  the  favourable  opinion  ei 
pressed  in  a  private  letter:  they  will  judge,  an 
truly,  that  by  so  doing,  I  wish  to  bespeak  theft 
good  opinion,  but  have  no  design  of  extorting  thel 
applause.  I  would  not  hazard  an  appearance  m 
ostentatious  to  gratify  my  vanity,  but  I  venture  li 
do  it  in  compliance  with  my  fears. 


•  See  the  Life  of  8.  John«».  bf  Boeweli,  vol.  iv.  p.  185 
oetavo  edition. 

t  Neither  of  theae  were  adopted ;  the  author  had  writiea 
about  that  lime,  eooM  veraea  to  the  memory  of  Lord  RobaS 
Manner*,  brother  to  the  late  Duke  of  Rotland ;  and  thrae,  hy  I 
junction,  it  it  pretiimed  not  forced  or  unnatural,  form  the  eo» 
eludinff  part  of  "  The  Vtllase.** 
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After  these  was  published  **Tbe  Newspaper:" 
it  had  not  the  advantage  of  such  previous  criticism 
trom  any  friends,  nor  perhaps  ao  much  of  my  own 
attfcntion  as  1  ought  to  have  given  to  it;  but  the 
iffipression  was  disposed  of,  and  I  will  not  pay  so 
little  respect  to  the  judgment  of  my  readers  as  now 
to  suppress  what  they  then  approved. 

Since  the  publication  of  this  poem  more  than 
tventy  years  have  elapaed,  and  I  am  not  without 
apprebenston,  lest  so  long  a  silence  should  be  con- 
•tnied  into  a  bLamable  neglect  of  my  own  interest, 
wfaicfa  those  ezceUent  friends  were  desirous  of  pro- 
BDting :  or  what  is  yet  worse,  into  a  want  of  gra- 
lilade  (or  their  assistance ;  since  it  becomes  me  to 
SQppQse,  they  considered  these  first  attempts  as 
ptomtaes  of  better  thin^ffs,  and  their  fiivours  as  sti. 
Bnilanta  to  future  exertion.  And  here,  be  the  con- 
•troction  put  upon  my  apparent  negUgeuce  what 
it  Biay,  let  me  not  suppress  my  testimony  to  the 
liberality  of  those  who  are  looked  up  to,  as  patrons 
aad  enooorsgers  of  literary  merit,  or  indeed  of 
merit  of  any  kind  :  their  patronage  has  never  been 
idosed,  1  conceive,  where  it  has  been  reasonably 
eipeeted  or  modestly  required ;  and  it  would  be 
difficult,  probably,  to  instance,  in  these  times  and 
b  this  ooontry,  any  one  who  merited  or  was  sup- 
posed to  merit  assistance,  but  who  nevertheless 
iangoisbed  in  obscurity  or  necessity  for  the  want 
4f  it;  unless  in  those  cases  where  it  was  prevented 
by  the  resolation  of  impatient  pride,  or  wearied  by 
toe  solicitations  of  determined  profligacy.  And, 
vhife  the  subject  is  before  me,  I  am  unwilling  to 
pus  silently  over  the  debt  of  gratitude  which  I  owe 
to  the  memory  of  two  deceased  noblemen.  His 
Grace  the  late  Duke  of  Rutland,  and  the  Right 
Hoaoarable  the  Lord  Thurlow :  sensible  of  the 
liMoar  done  me  by  their  notice,  and  tlie  benefits 
neeived  from  them,  1  trust  this  acknowledgment 
viB  be  imputed  to  its  only  motiv^  a  grateful  sense 
of  their  favours. 

Upon  this  subject  I  could  dwell  with  much  plea- 
■tfe;  b«lt,  to  give  a  reason  for  that  appearance  of 
BEffect,  as  it  is  more  difficult,  so,  happily,  it  is  less 
nqoued.  In  truth,  I  have,  for  many  years,  in- 
leaded  a  republication  of  these  poems,  as  soon  as  I 
obryakl  be  aible  to  join  with  them  such  other  of  later 
^Se  as  mifht  not  deprive  me  of  the  little  credit  the 
fcrmer  had  obtained.  Long  indeed  has  thb  pur> 
pose  been  procrastinated :  and  if  the  duties  of  a 
|ini(ession,  not  before  pressing  upon  me;  if  the 
jdaims  of  a  situation,  at  that  time  untried;  if  diffi- 
dence of  my  own  judgment,  and  the  loss  of  my 
earliest  friends,  will  not  sufficiently  account  for  my 
Hhkv,  I  most  rely  upon  the  good-nature  of  my 
ireacfer,  that  foe  will  let  them  avail  as  far  as  he  can, 
find  an  additional  apology  in  my  fears  of  his 


These  fears  being  so  prevalent  with  me,  I  deter- 
not  to  publish  any  thing  more,  unless  I 
first  obtain  the  sanction  of  such  an  opinion 
I  might  with  some  confidence  rely  upon.     I 
'   d  fer  a  friend  who,  having  the   discerning 
of  Mr.  Burke,  and  the  critical  sagacity  of 
Johnson,  would  bestow  upon  my  MS.  the 
'm  requisite  to  form  his  opinion,- and  would 
favouKroe  with  the  result  of  his  observations : 
it  was  my  singular  good  fortune  to  gain  such 


assistonce ;  the  opinion  of  a  critic  so  qualified,  and 
a  friend  so  disposed  to  favour  me.  I  had  been  ho- 
noured by  an  introduction  to  the  Right  Honourable 
C'hark^s  James  Fox  some  years  before,  at  the  seat 
of  Mr.  Burke ;  and  being  again  with  him,  I  re- 
ceived a  promise  that  he  would  peruse  any  work  I 
might  send  to  him  previous  to  its  publication,  and 
would  give  me  his  opinion.  At  that  time,  I  did 
not  think  myself  sufficiently  prepared;  and  when, 
'afterwards,  1  had  collected  some  poems  for  his  in- 
spection, I  found  my  right  honourable  friend  en« 
gHged  by  the  affairs  of  a  great  empire,  and  strug- 
gling with  the  inveteracy  of  a  fatal  disease ;  at  such 
time,  upon  such  mind,  ever  disposed  to  oblige  as 
that  mind  was,  I  could  not  obtrude  the  petty  busi- 
ness  of  criticising  verses :  but  he  remembered  the 
promise  he  had  kindly  given,  and  repeated  an  ofler, 
which,  though  I  had  not  presumed  to  expect,  I  was 
happy  to  receive.  A  copy  of  the  poems,  now  first 
published,  was  immediately  sent  to  him,  and  (as  I 
have  the  information  from  Lord  Holland,  and  his 
Lordship's  permission  to  inform  my  readers)  the 
poem  which  I  have  named  **  The  Parish  Register** 
was  heard  by  Mr.  Fox,  and  it  excited  interest 
enough,  by  some  of  its  parts,  to  gain  for  me  the 
benefit  of  bis  judgpment  upon  the  whole.  Whatever 
he  approved,  the  reader  will  readily  believe,  I  have  t 
carefully  retained ;  the  parts  he  disliked  are  totally 
expunged,  and  others  are  substituted,  which  I  hope 
resemble  those,  more  conformable  to  the  taste  of  so 
admirable  a  judge.  Nor  can  I  deny  myself  the 
melancholy  satisfaction  of  adding,  that  this  poem 
(and  more  especially  the  poem  of  Pfacebe  Dawson,* 
with  some  parts  of  the  second  book,)  were  the  last 
compositions  of  their  kind  that  engaged  and  amused 
the  capacious,  the  candid,  the  benevolent  mind  of 
this  great  man. 

The  above  information  I  owe  to  the  favour  of  the 
Right  Honourable  Lord  Holland;  nor  this  only, 
but  to  his  Lordsltip  I  am  indebted  for  some  excels 
lent  remarks  upon  the  other  parts  of  my  MS.  It 
was  not  indeed  my  good  fortune  then  to  know  that 
my  verses  were  in  the  hands  of  a  nobleman  who 
had  given  proof  of  his  accurate  judgment  as  a  cri- 
tic, and  his  elegance  as  a  writer,  by  favouring  the 
public  with  an  easy  and  spirited  translation  of  some 
interesting  scenes  of  a  dramatic  poet,  not  oflen  read 
in  this  kingdom.  The  Life  of  Lopez  de  Vega  was 
then  unknown  to  me;  I  had,  in  common  with 
many  English  readers,  heard  of  him,  hut  could  not 
judge  whether  his  far-extended  reputation  was 
caused  by  the  sublime  cfTorts  of  a  mighty  genius, 
or  the  unequalled  facility  of  a  rapid  composer 
aided  by  peculiar  and  fortunate  circumstances. 
That  any  part  of  my  MS.  was  honoured  by  the  re- 
marks of  Lord  Holland  yields  me  a  high  degree  of 
satisfaction,  and  his  Lordship  will  perceive  Uie  use 
I  have  made  of  them ;  but  I  must  feel  some  regret 
when  I  know  to  what  small  portion  they  were  lim- 
ited ;  and  discerning,  as  I  do,  the  taste  and  judg* 
rocnt  bestowed  upon  the  verses  of  Lopez  de  vegSt 
I  must  perceive  liow  much  my  own  needed  Sie 
assistance  afforded  to  one,  who  cannot  be  sensible 
of  the  benefit  he  has  received. 

But  how  much  Voever  I  lament  the  advantages 


*  See  pttfe  96. 
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]o«t,  let  me  remember  with  gratitude  the  belpe  I 
have  obtained.  With  a  single  exception,  every 
poem  in  the  ensuing  collection  has  been  submitted 
to  the  critical  suggestion  of  a  gentleman,  upon 
whose  skill  and  candour  their  author  could  relv. 
To  publish  by  advice  of  friends  has  been  Bevereiy 
ridiculed,  and  that  too  by  a  poet,  who  probably, 
without  such  adtice,  nerer  made  public  any  rerses 
of  his  own :  in  fact,  it  may  not  be  easily  deter- 
mined who  acts  with  less  discretion,  the  writer  who 
is  encouraged  to  publish  his  works,  merely  by  the 
advice  of  rriends  whom  be  consulted,  or  he  who, 
against  advice,  pubUfehes  from  the  sole  encourage- 
ment of  his  own  opinion.  These  are  deceptions  to  I 
be  carefully  avoided,  and  I  was  happy  to  escape  | 
the  latter,  by  the  friendly  attentions  of  the  Reverend  i 
Richard  Turner,  minister  of  Great  Yarmouth.  •  To  j 
this  gentleman  I  am  indebted  more  than  I  am  able 
to  describe,  or  than  he  is  willing  to  allow,  for  the 
time  he  has  bestowed  upon  the  attempts  I  have 
made.  He  is,  indeed,  the  kind  of  critic  for  whom 
every  poet  should  devoutly  wisli,  and  the  friend 
whom  every  man  would  be  happy  to  acquire ;  he 
has  taste  to  discern  all  that  is  meritorious,  and  sa- 
gacity to  detect  whatsoever  should  be  discarded ; 
he  gives  just  the  opinion  an  autlior's  wisdom  should 
covet,  however  his  vanity  might  prompt  him  to  re- 
ject it ;  what  altogether  to  expunge  and  what  to 
improve  he  has  repeatedly  taught  me,  and,  could  I 
have  obeyed  hiui  m  the  latter  direction,  as  I  inva- 
riably have  in  the  former,  the  public  would  have 
found  this  collection  nM>re  worthy  its  attention,  and 
I  should  have  sought  the  opinion  of  the  critic  more 
Toid  of  apprehension. 

But  whatever  I  may  hope  or  fear,  whatever  as- 
sistance I  have  had  or  have  needed,  it  becomes  me 
to  leave  my  verses  to  the  judgment  of  the  reader, 
without  any  endeavour  to  point  out  their  merit,  or 
an  apology  for  their  defects:  yet  as,  among  the  po- 
etical attempts  of  one  who  has  been  for  many  years 
a  priest,  it  may  seem  a  want  of  respect  for  the  le- 
gitimate objects  of  his  study,  that  nothing  occurs, 
unless  it  be  incidentally,  of  the  great  subjects  of 
religion;  so  it  may  appear  a  kind  of  ingratitude 
of  a  beneficed  clergyman,  that  he  has  not  employed 
his  talent  (be  it  estimated  as  it  may)  to  some  patri- 
otic purpose ;  as  in  celebrating  the  unsubdued  spirit 
of  his  countrymen  in  their  glorious  resistance  of 
those  enemies,  who  would  have  no  peace  through- 
out the  world,  except  that  which  is  dictated  to  the 
drooping  spirit  of  suffering  humanity  by  the  tri- 
umphant insolence  of  military  success. 

Credit  will  be  given  to  me,  I  hope,  when  I  affirm 
that  subjects  so  interesting  have  the  due  weight 
with  me,  which  the  sacred  nature  of  the  one,  and 
the  national  importance  of  the  other,  must  impress 
upon  every  mind  not  reduced  into  carelessness  for 
religion  by  the  lethargic  influence  of  a  perverted 
philosophy,  nor  into  indifference  for  the  cause  of 
our  conntry  by  hyprrbolicai  or  hypocritical  profes- 
sions of  univernal  philuntliropy :  but,  after  many 
efforts  to  satisfy  myself  by  various  trials  on  these 
BObjects,  I  declined  all  further  attempt,  from  a  con- 
viction  that  I  should  not  be  able  to  give  satisfaction 
to  my  readers.  Poetry  of  a  religious  nature  must 
indeed  ever  be  clogged  with  almost  insuperable 
difficultv ;  but  there  are  doubtless  to  be  found  poets 


who  are  well  qualified  to  celebrate  the  ufianimooa 
and  heroic  spirit  of  our  countrymen,  and  to  deecribe 
in  appropriate  colours  some  of  those  extraordinary 
scenes,  which  have  been  and  are  shi/lin^  in  the 
fkce  of  Europe,  with  such  dreadffal  celerity ;  and 
to  such  I  relinquish  the  duty. 

It  remains  for  me  to  give  the  reader  a  brief  view 
of  those  articles  in  the  following  coUectioii,  which 
for  the  first  time  solicit  his  attention. 

In  the  **  Parish  Register,"  he  will  find  an  endea- 
vour once  more  to  describe  villaffe  manners,  not  by 
adopting  the  notion  of  pastoral  simi^city  or  as- 
suming ideas  of  rustic  barbarity,  but  by  more  na^ 
tural  views  of  the  peasantry,  considered  as  a  mixed 
body  of  persons,  sober  or  profligate,  and  hence,  in 
a  great  measure,  oontented  or  miserable.  To  thUi 
more  general  description  are  added  the  varioofl 
characters  which  occur  in  the  three  parts  of  a  Re- 
gister ;  Baptisms,  Marriages,  and  Burials. 

If  the  *' Birth  of  Flatteiy"  offer  no  moral,  as  an 
appendage  to  the  fable,  it  is  hoped  that  nothing  of 
an  immoral,  nothing  of  improper  tendency  wiB  be 
imputed  to  a  piece  of  poetical  playfulness;  in  hct, 
genuine  praise,  like  iJl  other  species  of  truth,  ia 
known  by  its  bearing  foil  investigation :  it  is  what 
the  giver  is  happy  that  he  can  justly  bestow,  and 
the  receiver  conscious  that  he  may  bokfly  accept ; 
but  adulation  must  ever  be  afraid  of  inquiry,  and 
must,  in  (ffoportion  to  their  degrees  of  raoml  seiifli- 
bility, 

Be  iliaiM  *'  to  Mm  that  givei  and  Un  tUt  taksi." 

The  verses  in  pace  49  want  a  title;  nor  does 
the  motto,  although  it  gave  occasion  to  them,  alto- 
gether express  the  sense  of  the  writer,  who  meant 
to  observe  that  some  of  our  best  acquisitions,  anc 
some  of  our  nobler  conquests,  are  rendered  inef 
fectual,  by  the  passing  away  of  opportunity,  anc 
the  changes  maft  by  time ;  an  argument  that  and 
acquirements  and  moral  habits  are  reserved  for  f 
state  of  being  in  which  they  have  the  uses  hen 
denied  them. 

In  the  story  of  **  Sir  Eustace  Grey,**  an  attenip 
is  made  to  describe  the  wanderings  of  a  mind,  fin 
irritated  by  the  consequences  of  error  and  miafoi 
tune,  and  afterwards  soothed  by  a  species  of  entha 
siastic  conversion,  still  keeping  him  insane ;  a  taal 
very  difHcult,  and,  if  the  presumption  of  the  attein| 
may  find  pardon,  it  will  not  be  refused  to  the  fidim 
of  the  poet  It  is  said  of  our  Shakspeare,  respe«^ 
ing  madness. 

Id  that  eirele  aone  dare  walk  bot  be  >->  , 

yet  be  it  granted  to  one,  who  dares  not  to  pass  |j 
boundary  fixed  for  common  minds,  at  least  to 
near  to  the  tremendous  verge,  and  form  some 
'  of  the  terrors  that  are  stalking  m  the  interdict 
space. 

When  first  I  had  written  •♦  Aaron,  or  the  Gipe] 
1 1  had  no  unfiivourable  opinion  of  it;  and  had  I  b^ 
,  collecting  my  verses  at  that  time  for  publicatioi] 
{should  certainly  have  included  this  tale.  Nl 
•  years  have  since  elapsed,  and  I  continue  to  joe 
I  the  same  of  it,  thus  literally  obeyinjB:  <me  of 
,  directions  given  by  the  prudence  of  criticism  to 
I  eagerness  of  the  poet:  but  how  far  I  maj  hi 
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Miibmied  to  mlee  of  more  importance  must  be 
left  to  the  ksi  partial  jadgment  of  the  readers. 

Tlie  eoneladinp  poem,  entitled  **  Woman  !**  was 
vritten  at  the  time  when  the  Quotation  from  Mr. 
Ledjard  wib  first  made  poblic :'  the  expression  has 
■Dce  become  backneyed;  but  the  sentiment  is 
eoBf enial  with  our  feelingis  and  though  somewhat 
impUfied  in  these  verseti,  it  is  hoped  they  are  not 
■0  &r  extended  as  to  become  tedious. 

After  this  brief  accouB*  of  his  subjects,  the  author 
hives  them  to  their  fate,  not  prestimingr  to  make 


j  Yet  ftiU  for  these  we  finme  the  tender  strain. 
Still  io^ur  lays  fond  Corydons  complain^ 
And  sTiepfierds^  boys  their  amorous  pains  reveal, - 
TCe  only  pains,  alas !  they  never  feel."" 


Jn»  tbem  to  tfteir  tale,  not  pre«imm|^  to  make       yes,  thus  the  Muses  sing  of  happy  swains; 
ny  remarks  npon  the  kinds  of  versification  he  hn^^cixasc  the  Muses  never  knew  their  pains: 


diQsen,  or  the  merit  of  the  execution :  he  has  in- 


Aedbfoug'ht  forward  the  iavourabte  opinion  of  his  .n^sign  their  pipes,  and  plod  behind  the  plough; 
ftiepds,  and  for  that  be  eamesdy  hopes  his  motives  ^^j  ^.^^  ^,^i^  ^^  ^^,  uibe JiaxeJimo 


viD  be  rightly  understood  :  it  was  a  step  of  which 
htfdH  the  nd^antaee,  while  he  foresaw  the  dangper ; 
ht  was  aware  of  the  benefit,  if  his  readers  would 
eooaider  him  as  one  who  puts  on  a  defensive  ar- 
Boar  apdoflt  hasty  and  determined  severity ;  but 
be  feds  abo  the  hazard,  lest  they  should  suppose 
be  looks  npon  himself  to  be  guarded  by  his  friends, 
•ad  so  secfire  in  the  defence,  that  he  may  defy  the 
&ir  jndfment  of  legal  criticism.  It  will  probably 
W  said,  **  be  has  brought  with  him  his  testimonials 
totbe  bar  of  the  pnbtief*  and  be  must  admit  the 
tnth  Off  the  remark :  but  he  begs  leave  to  observe 
in  reply,  that,  of  those  who  bear  testimonials  of  any 
kind,  the  greater  nambera  fbel  apprehension,  and 
Bot  seearitT ;  they  are  indeed  so  far  firom  the  en- 
joyaeaA  of  victory,  or  the  exnhation  of  triumph, 
that  with  all  they  can  do  tor  themselves,  with  all 
tiirir  frwnds  have  done  for  them,  they  are,  like 
Un,  in  dread  of  examination,  and  in  fear  of  disap- 


JhfsfWi,  LeUetUrtkire,  Sepiember^  l807. 
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On  Mincio*8l>anks,  in  Ciesar^s  bounteons  reign 
If  Tityrus  found  the  Golden  Age  again. 
Must  sleepy  bards  the  flattering  dream  prolong. 
Mechanic  echoes  of  the  Mantuan  song  ?  . 
From  Truth  and  Nature  shall  wo  widely  stray, 
Where  Virgil,  not  where  Fancy,  leads  the  wa^ 


pains: 
They  boast  their  peasants*  pipes;  hut  peaaantsnoW 


To  numto-  syUablsst  and  play  with  rhyme ; 
Save  lionest  Duck,  what  son  of  verse  could  share 
Tfie  poct*s  rapture,  and  the  peasant's  care  7 
Or  the  great  labours  of  the  field  degrade, 
With  the  new  peril  of  a  poorer  trade  7 

From  this  chief  cause  these  idle  praises  springs 
That  themes  so  easy  few  forbear  to  sing ; 
For  no  deep  thought  the  trifling  subjects  ask ; 
To  sing  of  shepherds  is  an  easy  task : 
The  happy  yoitth  assumes  the  common  strain, 
A  nymph  his  mistress,  and  himself  a  swain ; 
With  no  sad  scenes  he  clouds  his  tuneful  prayer. 
But  all,  to  look  like  her,  is  painted  fair. 

I  grant  indeed  that  fields  and  flocks  have  ehanns  i  ' 
For  him  that  graies  or  fi>r  him  that  farms ;  * 

But  when  amid  such  pleasing  scenee  I  trace  ' 

Ti*^  r^^  '"hnriiUM  luUives  of  the  place. 
And  see  the  mid-day  sun,  with  fervid  ray, 
On  their  bare  heads  and  dewy  temples  play ;  «J  -  <  * 
While  some,  with  feebler lieads  and  tainter  hearts, 


Deplore  their  fortune,  y 
Then  shaH  I  dare  th« 
In  tinsel  trapplni^  oT 


in  their  parts: 
layilis  to  hide 
ic  pride  7^ 


The  Solqeet  proposed— Remarks  upon  Pastoral  Foe- 
lij-— ATnet  of  Country  near  the  Coast  described 
— An  impoverished   Borough — Smugglers  and  „ 
their  Assistants— Rude  Manners  of  the  Inhabit^  £,^ 
attt»— Roinoos  Effects  of  a  hi|rh  Tide--The  V iy  K^ 
lage  Life  more  genendly  considered :  Evils  of  it  ^^ 
—Triie  yoothfhl  Labourer — ^The  old  Man :  his 
SoUloqnjr— The  Parish  Workhouse :  iU  Inhabit- 
ants— ^TheiickPoor:  their  Apothecary— the  dy- 
ing Faiiper— The  Village  Priest 


:  Village  Lifh,  and  every  care  that  reigns 
^OVr  joiithftd  peasants  and  declining  swauis ; 
^Wbai  labour  yields,  and  what,  that  labour  past, 
^  in  its  hour  of  languor,  finds  at  last ; 
at  ferm  the  red  picture  of  the  pgsr, 

1  a  song-^EeMose  can  give  no  more. 
Fled  are  those  times,  when,  in  harmonious  strains, 
mstic  poet  praised  his  native  plains : 
thepherds  now,  in  smooth  alternate  verse, 
'  ooDntry*8  beinty  or  their  nymphs'  rehearse; 


No ;  cast  by  Fortune  on  a  firowning  coast, 
Which  neither  groves  nor  htsp^^naSys  borat; 
Where  other  cares  than  those  the  Muse  relates. 
And  other  shepherds  dwell  with  other  mates ; 
By  such  examples  taught,  I  paint  the  cot,        \ 
Truth  will  paint  it,  and^  Bards  wilTiiot ; 
oryoii,  ye  poor,  6f  l^tiur'd  scorn  complain,    ' 
To  you  the  smoothest  song  is  smooth  in  vain ; 
Overcome  by  labour,  and  bow*d  down  by  time,  . 
''eel  you  the  barren  flattery  of  a  rhyme  ? 
!an^yets  soothe  vou.  when  XOU.^gine  forjiread, 
winding  myrtles  round  your  rmn*d  i 


Can  their  light  tales  your  weighty  griefs  o*erpower| 
Or  glad  wiUi  airy  mirth  the  toilsome  hour  7 
Lo !  where  the  heath,  with  withering  brake  grown 


Lends  the  light  turf  that  warms  the  neighboaring 

poor; 
From  thence  a  length  of  burning  sand  appears. 
Where  the  thin  harvest  waves  its  wither*d  ears; 
Rank  weeds,  that  every  art  and  care  defy. 
Reign  o*er  the  land,  and  rob  the  blighted  rye : 
There  thistles  stretch  their  prickly  arms  amr, 
And  to  the  ragged  infant  threaten  war ; 
There  poppies  nodding,  mock  the  hope  of  toil ; 
There  the  blue  bujzloss  paints  the  sterile  soil; 
Hardy  and  high,  above  the  slender  sheaf^ 
The  slimy  miUbw  waves  her  silky  leaf; 
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0*er  the  youjag:  shoot  the  charlock  throws  a  shade, 
And  clasping  tares  cling  round  the  sickly  blade ; 
With  mingled  tinU  the  rocky  coasts  abound, 
And  a  sad  splendour  Tainly  shines  around. 
So  looks  the  nymph  whom  wretched  arts  adorn, 
BetrayM  by  man,  then  left  for  man  to  scorn  ; 
Whose  cheek  in  vain  assumes  the  mimic  rose. 
While  her  sad  eyes  the  troubled  breast  disclose ; 
Whose  outward  splendour  is  but  folly^s  dress, 
Exposing  most,  when  most  it  gilds  distress. 
'        Her^  joyless  roam  a  wild  amphibious  race. 
With  ftuHfn  Wftitf*pl*y^  w  orftryfww 


BB  vice  now  ateals  hiaiuglitiy  rest  agay, 
/^  Where  are  the  swains,  who"  daily  labour  don^, 
vjyjth  rural  games  play*d  down  the  setting  sun  ; 
Who  struck  with  matchless  force  the  bounding  ball. 
Or  made  the  pond*rons  quoit  obliquely  fall ; 
While  some  huge  Ajax,  terrible  and  strong, 
Engaged  some  artful  stripling  of  the  throng, 
And  fell  beneath  him,  ibil'd,  while  far  around 
Hoarse  triumph  rose,  and  rocks  retumM  the  sound  7 
Where  now  are  these? — Rpnftatli  YnnftliflPtliftY«*Mdi 
To  show  the  freighted  jBnnaoe  where  to  land ; 


Tdload  the  ready  steed  witb  guuty  naste. 
To  fly  in  terror  o*er  the  pathless  waste. 
Or,  when  detected,  in  their  straggling  course, 
To  foil  their  foes  by  cunning  or  by  force ; 
Or,  yielding  part  (which  equal  knaves  demand). 
To  gain  a  lawless  passport  through  the  land. 
Here,  wandVing  long,  amid  these  frowning  fields, 

,  /    I  sought  the  simple  lite  that  Nature  yields ; 

Nl  Rapine  and  Wron^  and  fear  usuro'd  her  place, 


Ana  a  bold,  artliil,  surly,  savai 
Who,  only  skilPd  to  take  the 

The  yearly  dinner,  or  septeni       

Wait  on  the  shore,  and,  as  the  waves  run  high,^ 
On  the  tost  vessel  bend  their  eager  eye, 
Which  to  their  coast  directs  its  ventToua  way ; 
Theirs,  or  the  ocean's,  miserable  prey. 

As  on  their  neighbouring  beach  yon  swallows 
stand. 
And  wait  for  favouring  vdnds  to  leave  the  land ; 
While  still  for  flight  the  ready  wing  is  spread : 
80  waited  I  the  mvouring  hour,  and  fled  f  <>^ 
Fled  from  these  shores  where  ^ikiind  ^mln^  reign. 
And  cried,  Ah !  hapless  they  wno  still  refiiain ; 
Who  still  remain  to  hear  the  ocean  roar, 
Whose  greedy,  waves  devour  the  lessening  shore ; 
Till  some  fierce  tide,  with  more  imperious  sway, 
Sweeps  the  low  hut  and  aJl  it  holds  away ; 
When  the  sad  tenant  weeps  from  door  to  door. 
And  begs  a  poor  protection  flrom  the  poor ! 

But  these  are  scenes  where  Nature's  niggard  hand 
Gave  a  spare  portion  to  the  fomish*d  land ; 
Hers  is.th»ia«d[t,  if  here  mankind  complain 
Of  ^itless  toil  and  labour  spent  in  vain ; 
But  yet'lfrother  scenes  more  fair  in  view. 
Where  Plenty  smiles — alos !  she  snailes  for  few— 
Jtnd  thoae  who  taste  not  yet  tyehold  her  store.  _ 
Are  as  the  staves  ihai  aig  the  goioen  ore, 
ThejyrtjJth_around  them  makes  them  doubly  poor. 


Or  will  you  deem  them  amply  paid  in  health. 
Labour's  fair  child,  that  Hfpfgiy^ha^  i»ith  wARlth  f 
Gq  CRenT land  see  them  rising  with  the  sun,    ^.  I 
Through  a  long  course  of  daily  toil  to  run ;       ^'^ 
See  them  beneath  the  dog-star's  raging  heat. 
When  the^nees  tremble  and  the  tem|Mes  beat ; 
Behold  them,  leaning  on  their  scythes,  look  o'er 
The  labour  past,  and  toils  to  come  explore ; 
See  them  alternate  suns  and  showera  engage. 
And  hoard  up  aches  and  anguish  for  their  age ; 
Through  fens  and  marshy  moon  tbeir  steps  punna^ 
When  their  warm  pores  imbibe  the^gvoung  dew ; 
Then  own  that  labour  ma^  as  fatal  be^ — '^n 
TVtReselhy  slaves,  as  thme  excess  to  thee.      \   -^ 

Amid  this  tribe  too  oft  a  manly  pride       JT         ^ 
Strives  in  strong  toil  the  fainting  heart  to  Hide ; 
There  may  you  see  the  youth  of  slender  frame 
Contend  with  weakness,  weariness,  and  shame ; 
Yet,  urged  alon^,  and  proudly  loth  to  yield. 
He  strives  to  jom  his  fellows  of  the  field. 
Till  long-contending  nature  droops  at  last, 
pediningJiealth  rejects  hisjnor-repcst, 
HinSlieerless^spouse  the  coming  danger  sees, 
And  mutual  murmurs  urge  the  slow  disease.         ^ 

Yet  grant  them  health,  'tis  not  for  us  to  tell,      . 
Though  the  head  droops  not,  that  the  heart  is  well } 
Or  wul  you  praise  that  homely,  healthy  fare. 
Plenteous  and  plain,  that  happy  peasants  share  ! 
"^      trifle  ngt  with  jyapts  you  cannot  fwl, 

or  mock  the  misery  of  a  stinted  meal ; 
Homely;  mit  whuitsunie,  pbtn,  not  plenteous,  audi 
As  you  who  praise  would  never  deign  to  toucdi. 

Ye  gentle  souls,  who  dream  of  rural  ease, 
WhonTtbe  inroodi  stream  and  smoother  sodimI 

please; 
Qo !  if  the  peacefiil  cot  ^our  praises  share,      #     \ 
[G^  look  within,  and  ask  if  peace  be  there ; 
If  peace  be  his — ^that  drooping  weary  sire, 
Or  theirs,  that  ofispring  round  tbeir  feeble  fire ; 
Or  hers,  that  matron  pale,  whose  trembling  hand 
Turns  on  the  wretched  hearth  th'  expiring  brand !  ' 

Nor  yet  can  Time  itself  obtain  for  these 
Lift's  latest  comforts,  due  respect  and  ease ; 
For  yonder  see  that  hoaiy  swain,  whose  age 
Can  with  no  cares  except  his  own  enga'ge ; 
Who,  propp'd  on  that  rude  stafi",  looks  up  to  see 
The  bare  arms  broken  from  the  withering  tree. 
On  which,  a  boy,  he  climb'd  the  loftiest  bough. 
Then  his  firat  joy,  but  his  sad  emblem  now. 

He  once  was  chief  in  all  the  rustic  trade ; 
His  steady  hand  the  straightest  furrow  made ; 
Full  many  a  prize  he  won,  and  still  is  proud 
To  find  the  triumphs  of  his  youth  allow'd ; 
A  transient  pleasure  sparkles  in  his  eyes, 
He  heara  and  smiles,  then  thinks  again  and  siglis : 
For  now  he  journeys  to  his  grave  in  pain  ; 
The  rich  disdain  him ;  nay,  the  poor  disdain : 
Alternate  masters  now  their  slave  command. 
Urge  the  weak  efforts  of  his  feeble  hand,  ^' 

And,  when  his  age  attempts  its  task  in  vain. 
With  rqthless  taunts,  of  lazy  poor  complain.* 

Oft  may  you  see  him,  when  he  tends  the  sheep^ 
His  winter-charge,  beneath  the  hillock  weep ; 


*A  pauper  who.  beiof  neariy  paat  his  labour.  Ii  amploriwl  bf 
difivrant  mattan  for  a  leogth  of  tine,  propor)ion«d  to  tkab 
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1  Oft  iwar  him  marmor  to  the  winds  that  blow 
I  (Ver  hk  white  locks,  and  bury  them  in  snow, 
I  When,  roMed  by  rage  and  mattering  in  the  mom, 
Jfi  mauU  the  brok^  hedge  with  icy  thorn : — 
r«  Why  :^_T  T  ri"°.  "'-^  ^^fnir?  *"  be 
lAt  Qoee  from  lif^  and  life's  longlaboar  fVee^ 
hftelttiiet  In  sprtn^,  the  yoong  «e  Uown  away, 
'  Withoat  the  sorrows  of  a  slow  decay ; 
\  I,  like  yon  withered  leaf,  remain  belund, 
,  Ktfp'i  by  the  frost,  and  shivering  in  the  wind ; 
*,  Thoe  it  abides  till  younger  buds  come  on, 
As  I,  now  ail  my  fellow-swains  are  gone ; 
Urn,  from  die  rising  generation  thrast, 
It^fl<like  me,  unnotS^d  to  the  dust 
'  /"These  froitfbl  6elds,  these  numerous  flocks  I  see, 
fire  oCfaets*  gain,  but  killing  cares  to  me  t    . 
AuMtfte  dmldren  of  my  youth  are  lords. 
Cool  m  theurlooks,  Imt  Iwstf  in  Iheir  Words : 
WiBte  of  tfa«r  own  demand  their  care ;  and  who 
Ms  his  own  want  and  succours  others  too  ? 
jk  knely,  wretched  man,  in  pain  I  go,         W*^ 
ioBt  heed*  my  hebp,  and  none  relieve  mv  wo ; 
IWb  let  my  bones  beneath  the  turf  be  laid. 
And  m^  feryet  the  wretch  they  wri"^*^  "^  ^i*^ 
groui  the  dd,  till,  by  disease  oppress'^  jti 
taste*  final  wo.  uniil  thrn  thtj  rtst   — "  ^J^l 
IS  yon  iionse  tnat  holds  the  parish-^MXtf, 
Wlioie  walla  of  mud  scarce  bear  the  broken  door ; 

IAen,  where  the  putrid  vapours,  flagging,  play, 
Aad  the  dull  wheel  hums  doleful  through  the  day ;— 
Ikre  children  dwell  who  know  no  parents*  care ; 
1  PuatB,  who  know  no  children's  love,  dwell  there ! 
f  HBBrtpbcoken  matrons  on  their  joyless  bed,     ^ 
Fbnaksa  wives,  and  mothers  never  wed ;         I 
Ik^eeied  widows  with  unheeded  tears. 


£k.«ppW  ^,^i^,^  th.n.chadhoo<..fe«-;)^Xh !  .S^.^erd^iiSri^ 


Here;  on  a  malted  flock,  with  dust  o'erspread,      \ 
The  drooping  wretch  reciines  his  lansruid  head ;  / 
For  him  no  hand  the  cordial  cup  appues. 
Or  wipes  the  tear  that  stagnates  in  his  eyes ; 
No  friends  with  sofl  discourse  his  pain  beguile, 
Or  promise  hope  till  sickness  wears  a  smue. 
But  soon  a  loud  and  hasty  summons  calls. 
Shakes  the  thin  roof,  and  echoes  round  the  walls ;  \ 
Anon,  a  figure  enters,  quaintly  neat,  ; 

All  pride- and  business,  bustle  and  conceit ; 
With  looks  unaher'd  b^  these  scenes  of  wo, 
With  speed  that,  entering,  speaks  his  haste  to  go^  •«■ 
He  bids  the  razing  throng  around  him  fly, 
And  carries  &te  tand  physic  in  his  eye :  •  *    ^  / 

int  <mackj  long,  versed  in  human  ills, 
_       ^irst  insults^the^yictim'w^m^eTunsj 
Whose  ihufdVdus  Hand  a~3fow8y  Bench  proicct, 
And  whose  most  tender  mercy  is  neglect- 
Paid  by  the  parish  for  attfiDdan«»here, 
EEd  WBOrs  uuulbttTpTupon  his  sapient  sneer  y^^ 
In  haste  he  seeks  the  bed  where  Misera  lies, 
Impatience  mark'd  in  his  averted  eyes ; 
Ana,  some  nabitual  queries  hurried  o'er,  ^  » 

Without  reply,  be  rushes  on  the  door :     ^ 
His  drooping  patient,  long  inured  to  pain, 
And  long  unheeded,  knows  remonstrance  vain ; 
He  ceases  now  the  feeUe  help  to  crave  \  * 
Of  man,  and  silent  sinks  into  the  graveA  ^ , 
But  ere  his  death  some  pious  doubts  arise, 
Some  simple  fears,  which  **  bold  bad"  men  despise  „ 
Fain  woiUd  he  ask  the  parish-priest  to  prove 
His  title  certain  to  the  joys  above : 
For  this  he  sends  the  murmuring  nurse,  who  calls 
The  holv  stranger  to  these  dismal  waUs : 
And  doth  not  he,  the  pious  man,  appear. 
He,  ••  passing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  year  ?"• 


■Ji 


The  Isxne,  the  blind,  and,  far  the  happiest  they ! 
tht  MoiWPg  idi<>t  and  the  maHmah  gay. 
Bare  ioo  i&  ttCK  tneir  nnai  ddorn'receive, 
Bare  brourht,  amid  the  scenes  of  griei;  to  grieve. 
Where  the  lood  groans  from  some  sad  chamMr  flow, 

ed  with  the  damonrs  of  the  crowd  below ; 
^  sorrowing,  they  each  kindred  sorrow  scan, 
Mad  flie  cold  charities  of  man  to  man : 
iVbose  laws  indeed  for  ruin'd  age  provide, 
4»1  iitrang  eotnpolsion  plucks  the  scrap  from  pride ; 
lit  iliD  that  scrap  is  bought  with  inany  a  sigh, 
JW  pride  enabilters  what  it  can't  deny. 
^8ay  ye,  ofqsiress'd  by  some  fentastic  woes, 
—  jarring  nerve  that  baffles  your  repose ; 


And  fiir  unlike  nim,  feeds  tliis  little  flock : 
A  jovial  youth,  who  thinks  his  Sunday's  task    >^ 
As  much  as  God  or  man  can  fiiirly  ask ; 
The  rest  he  gives  to  loves  and  labours  light. 
To  fields  the  morning,  and  to  feasts  the  night  K 
None  B<$ner  skilPd  tl^  noisy  pack' to  guide, 
To  urge  their  chase,  to  cheer  them  or  to  chide ; 
A  sportsman  keen,  he  shoots  through  half  the  day, 
4nd,  skill'd  at  whist,  devotes  the  night  to  play : 
Then,  while  such  honours  bloom  around  his  head, 
Shall  he  sit  sadly  by  the  sick  man's  bed, 
To  raise  the  hope  he  feels  not,  or  with  zeal 
To  combat  fears  that  e'en  the  pious  feel  7 
Now  once  again  the  gloomy  scene  explore, 


Who  pnsB  the  downy  couch,  whilp  slaves  advance  .Less  gloomy  now ;  the  bitter  hour  is  o'er, 


Wi(h  timid  eye,  to  read  the  distant  glance ; 
who  with  sad  prayers  the  weary  doctor  tease, 
1*0  same  the  nameless  ever-new  disease ; 
Who  with  mock  patience  dire  complaints  endure, 
Whieb.  real  pain  and  that  alone  can  cure ; 
br  woold  ye  bear  in  real  pain  to  lie,  . 
laed,  neglected,  lefl  alone  to  die  ? 
woold  yc  bear  to  draw  your  latest  breath, 
an  that's  wretched  paves  the  way  for  death  7 
I  is  that  room  which  one  rude  beam  divides, 
naked  rafters  form  the  sloping  sides ; 
te  the  vile  bonds  that  bind  the  thatch  are  seen, 
kth  and  mud  are  all  that  lie  between ; 

dull  pane,  that,  coarsely  patch'd,  gives  way 
the  rude  tempest,  yet  excludes  the  day 


."^  -Tbe  man  of  many  sorrows  sighs  no  more^ — 
Up  yonder  hill,  behold  how  sadly  slow 
liie  bier  moves  winding  from  the  vale  below  ; 
There  lie  the  happy  dead,  from  trouble  free, 
And  the  glad  parish  pays  the  frugal  fee : 
No  more,  O  I>eath .'  thy  victim  starts  to  hear 
Churchwarden  stem,  or  kingly  overseer ; 
No  more  the  farmer  claims  his  humble  bow. 
Thou  art  his  lord,  the  best  of  tyrants  thou ! 
t    Now  to  the  church  behold  the  mourners  come. 
Sedately  torpid,  and  devoutly  dumb ; 
The  village  children  now  their  games  suspend. 
To  see  the  bier  that  bears  their  ancient  friend 
For  be  was  one  in  all  their  idle  sport, 
And  like  a  monarch  ruled  their  little  court ; 
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The  pliant  bow  he  formed,  the  flying  halJ, 
The  bat,  the  wicket,  were  bis  laboura  all ; 
^now  thev  JqH^w  to  hig  grave,  and  stand 
nfl  sao^'aiid'gazSag,  hand' in  hand ; 
While  bending  low,  their  eager  eyes  explore 
The  mingled  relics  of  the  parish  poor : 
The  beljjnili  hW,  ^h"  moping -ewfflie^  rsmiiU 
I'ekr  marks  the  flight  and  magnifies  the  sound ; 
The  busy  priest,  detain'^  by  weightier  care, 
Defers  his  duty  till  the  day  of  prayer ; 
And,  waiting  long,  the  crowd  retire  distressed. 
To  think  a  poor  man's  bones  should  lie  unblessed.* 
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There  are  found,  amid  the  Evils  of  a  kborioos  Life, 
0ome  Views  of  Tranquillity  and  Happiness — ^The 
Repose  and  Pleasure  of  a  Summer  Sabbath :  in- 
terrupted  by  intoxication  and  Dispute— Village 
Detraction — Complaints .  of  the  'Squire — The 
Evening  Riots-Justice— Reasons  for  this  un- 
pleasant  View  of  RuaUc  Life:  the  Efiect  it  should 
have  upon  the  Lower  Cksses ;  and  the  Higher — 
These  last  have  their  peculiar  Distresses :  Ex- 
emplified in  the  Life  and  heroic  Death  of  Lord 
Robert  Manners — Concluding  Address  to  His 
Grace  the  Duke  of  Rutland. 
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Jio  JpQger  truth,  though  shown  in  verse^  disdajxu. 
JBut  own  the  Tttlage  LtfS  a  life  of  pain : 
«  1  too  must  yield,  that  oft  amid  these  woes 
Are  gleams  of  transient  mirth  «nd  hours  of  sweet 

repoee, 
Pnrh,f|ji  ynn  find  on  yendnr  npnrtiTn  Green, 
TEe  *Bqnire*s  tall  gate  and  churchway-walk  be- 

tween ; 
Where  loitering  stray  a  HtUe  tribe  of  friends, 
On  a  feir  Sunday  when  the  sermon  ends : 
Then  rural  beaux  their  best  attire  put  on, 
To  win  their  nymphs,  as  other  nymphs  are  won 
While  those  long  wed  go  plain,  and  by  degrees, 
Like  other  husbands,  quit  their  care  to  please. 
Some  of  the  sermon  talk,  a  sober  crowd, 
And  loudly  r^-aise,  if  it  were  preachM  aloud ; 
Some  on  the  labours  of  the  week  look  round. 
Feel  their  own  worth,  and  think  their  toil  renown*d; 
While  some,  whose  hopes  to  no  renown  extend. 
Are  only  pleased  to  find  their  labours  end. 
Thus,  as  their  hours  glide  on,  with  pleasure 

fraught, 
71>eir  carefiil  masters  brood  the  painful  thought 
M'lch  in  their  mind  they  murmur  and  lament. 
That  one  fiiir  day  should  be  so  idly  spent ; 
And  think  that  Heaven  deals  hard,  to  tithe  their 

store 
And  tax  their  time  fer  preachers  and  the  poor. 


.v*i 


*  Some  apoiogj  ii  due  Tor  tho  iiaertioa  of  a  eircainiUnee  hr 
I  no  neuM  eommon :  that  it  hat  been  a  mitooct  for  complaiot  io 

any  ptaoe  it  a  toflieiefit  raatoa  for  in  being  reckoned  amone  Oie 
.  enb  which  may  happen  to  the  poor,  and  whieh  anat  happen  to 
•  then  exelnMveijr ;  neverthetan.  it  it  juet  to  remark,  that  mcfa 
»iiecieetM  veiy  rare  m  any  part  of  the  kingdom,  and  *o  n»oy 

— "M  B  totally  ofiknown. 


Yet  still,  ye  humbler  friends,  enioy  your  hour, 
This  is  your  portion,  yet  tmdaim'd  of  power ; 
This  is  Heaven*s  gift  to  weary  men  oppr«8B*d,  t^ 
And  seems  the  type  of  their  expected  rest : 
But  yours,  alas !  are  joys  that  soon  decay ;  / 
EVail  joys,  begun  and  ended  with  the  day ; 
Or  yet,  while  day  permits  those  joys  to  reign. 
The  village  vices  drive  them  from  the  (dain. 

See  the  stout  churl,  in  drunken  fury  greatt 
Strike  the  bare  bosom  of  his  teeming  mate  I 
His  naked  vices,  rode  and  unrefined, 
£2xert  their  open  empire  o*er  the  mind ; 
But  can  we  less  the  senseless  rage  despise. 
Because  the  savage  acts  without  dis^^iuse  7 . 

Yet  here  disguise,  the  city's  vice,  is  seen. 
And  Slander  steals  Kl6ng  and  taints  the  Gtiai  •  ^ 
At  her  approach  domestic  peace  is  gone. 
Domestic  broils  at  her  approadi  come  on ; 
StSIb  to  the  wife  the  husbend^s  crime  conveyu, 
She  tells  the  husband  when  his  consort  strays ; 
Her  busy  tongue,  through  all  the  little  state. 
Diffuses  doubt,  suspicion,  and  debate ; 
'^eaoe,  timVous  goddess !  quits  her  old  domain, 
In  sentiment  and  song  content  to  reign. 

Nor  are  the  nymphs  that  breathe  the  rural  air  ^ 
So  fidr  as  Cynthia's,  nor  so  t^aste  as  fair : 
These  to  the  town  afiford  each  fi«eher  faoo.  -. 
And  the  down's  trull  receives  the  peer's  embnfie 
From  whom,  should  chanoe  again  convey  her  down 
The  peer's  disease  in  turn  attacks  the  down.       ^ 

Here  too  the  'squire,  or  'squire-like  fkrmer,  talk 
How  round  their  regions  nightly  pilferers  walk ; 
How  from  their  ponds  the  fish  are  borne,  and  aU 
The  rip'ning  treasures  from  their  lofty  wall ; 
How  meaner  rivals  in  their  sports  deur ht. 
Just  rich  enough  to  daim  a  doubtful  right ; 
Who  take  a  license  round  their  fields  to  stray, 
A  mongrd  race !  the  poacuers  of  the  day. 

And  hark !  the  riots  of  the  Green  begin. 
That  sprang  at  first  from  yonder  noisy  mn  ; 
What  time  the  weekly  pay  was  vanish'd  all. 
And  the  slow  hostess  scored  the  threat'nin^  wall ; 
What  time  they  ask'd,  their  fiiendly  feast  to  ckw 
A  final  cup,  and  that  will  make  them  fbee  ; 
When  blows  ensue  that  break  the  arm  of  toil, 
Andj3XBtiA  battle  ends  the  boobies'  broiL 

Save  when  to  yonder  Hall  they  bend  thoir  wmj 
Where  the  ^ve  justice  ends  the  grievous  fray  ; 
He  who  recites,  to  keep  the  poor  in  awe. 
The  law's  vast  volume— -for  he  knows  the  law  ^— 
To  him  with  anger  or  with  shame  repair 
The  injured  peasant  and  deluded  fair. 

Lo !  at  his  throne  Uie  silent  nymph  appean. 
Frail  by  her  shape,  but  modest  in  her  tears  s 
And  while  she  stands  abash'd,  with  consdous  m 
Some  favourite  female  of  her  judge  glides  by. 
Who  views  with  scornful  glance  the  strumpet's  IkS 
And  thanks  the  stars  that  made  her  keeper  gr«al 
Near  her  the  swain,  about  to  bear  for  li^ 
One  certain  evil,  doubts  'twixt  war  and  wife ; 
But,  while  the  falt'ring  damsel  takes  her  oath,  x 
Consents  to  wed,  and  so  secures  them  both.         ^ 
Yet  why.'you  aak,  these  humble  crunes  relate,  1 
Why  make  the  poor  as  guilty  as  the  great  7         ] 
To  show  the  great,  those  mightier  sons  of  pride, 
Hov»  tiear  ic  vice  the  lowest  are  allied  * 
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Such  are  their  natures  and  their  passions  such. 
But  these  disi^Isc  too  little,  tiiosc  too  lO.ucU : 
So  shall  the  man  of  power  and  pleasure  see 
In  his  own  slave  as  vile  a  wrrtch  as  he ; 
Id  his  iaxurious  lord  *hv  r?rv»t%k  ^^ 
His  own  low  pleasures  and  degenerate  mind : 
Aad  each  in  all  the  kindred  vices  trace, 
Of  a  poor,  blind,  bewildered,  erring  race  ; 
Who,  a  short  time  in  varied  fortune  past, 
w,  and  are  equal  in  the  dust  at  last 

And  TOO,  je  MOT,  who  still  lament  your  &te, 
Forbear  t^enVWtliose  you  call  the^reat ; 
And  know^tlmd  those  blessings  the^  possess. 
They  are,  Uke  you,  the  victims  of  distress ; 
While  sloth  with  many  a  pang  torments  her  slave. 
Fear  waits  on  guilt,  and  danger  shakes  the  brave. 
'    Oh !  if  in  life  one  noble  chief  appears. 
Great  in  hia  name,  while  blooming  in  his  yean ; 
Bom  to  enjoy  whatever  delights  mankind,  . 
And  yet  to  all  you  feel  or  fear  resigned ; 
Who  gave  up  joys  and  hopes  to  you  unknown. 
For  pains  and  dangers  greater  than  your  own : 
If  soch  there  be,  then  let  your  murmurs  cease, 
Hunk,  think  of  him,  and  take  your  lot  in  peace. 

And  such  there  was : — Oh !  grie^  that  checks 
our  pride, 
Weeping  we  say  there  was,— jbr  Manners  died : 
Bebred  of  Heaven,  these  huroMe-liiw*  iopgrre, 
That  sing  of  Thee,*  and  thus  aspire  to  live^ 

As  the  tall  oak,  whose  vigorous  branches  form 
An  ample  shade,  and  brave  the  wildest  storm, 
High  o'er  the  subject  wood  is  seen  to  grow, 
llie  guard  and  glory  of  the  trees  below ; 
Tm  on  its  head  the  fiery  bolt  descends. 
And  o*er  the  plain  the  shatter*d  trunk  extends ; 
Yet  then  it  lies,  all  wondrou^^as  before. 
And  still  the  glory,  though  the  guard  no  more : 

So  TB0(7,  when  every  virtue,  every  grace, 
Rose  in  thy  soul,  or  shone  within  thy  fiice; 
When,  though  the  son  of  Gronby,  thou  wert  known 
Less  by  thy  father's  glory  than  thine  own ; 
When  Honour  loved  and  gave  thee  every  charm. 
Tut  to  thy  eye  and  vigour  to  thy  arm ; 
Then  from  our  lofly  hopes  and  longing  eyes, 
Fite  and  thy  virtues  call'd  thee  to  the  skies ; 
Tet  still  we  wonder  at  thy  towVing  fiune. 
And  losing  thee,  still  dwell  upon  thy  name. 

Oh !  ever  honour'd,  ever  valued !  say, 
What  verve  can  praise  thee,  or  what  work  repay  7 
Tet  verse  (in  all  we  can)  thy  worth  repays, 
Hor  trusts  the  tardy  zeal  of  future  days ;  ~> 
Boooors  for  thee  thy  country  shall  prepare. 
Thee  in  their  hearts,  the  good,  the  brave  shall  bear ; 


*I«avd  Sobert  HaoMfs,  the  fi>aiigcst  mb  of  the  Harqnii  of 
ftf*f  sod  tiM  Ladr  Franeet  Sermoor,  dauRhter  of  Oharies 
Aafce  of  SoBMsei.  wm  bora  the  Sth  of  Pebraary,  17SB ;  and 
vw  pbeed  with  his  brotfaor,  the  laio  Duke  of  Rutland,  at  Eton 
■ted,  wbere  be  aeqoired,  and  ever  after  retained,  a  coooiderao 
Ue  kaowledfa  of  the  elasdeal  aarbors. 

L«d  Robert,  afVer  soinc  throoffh  the  datiee  of  bit  ptoAiMion 
•a  boeid  diAreat  ibiiM,  wu  made  captain  of  the  Reeokitioo. 
■adeenMaended  her  in  nine  different  actions,  beeidci  the  last 
vamorable  one  on  the  9d  of  April,  1783,  when.  In  breaking  the 
fmmM  in»-of-baStle,  he  reeeived  the  wounds  which  terminated 
kaifr,  in  Ibe  tweotr-foarth  jear  of  bii  age.— Ste  Vu  Jhtn%al 
tUgvtgr.prinUi  for  Mr.  DodUtg. 
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To  deeds  like  thine  shall  noblest  diiefs  aspire — 
The  Muse  shall  mouf  n  thee,  and  the  world  admire. 

In  future  times,  when  smit  with  Glory's  charms,   " 
The  untried  youth  first  quits  a  father's  arms— 
**  Oil !  be  like  him,"  the  weeping  sire  shall  say  ; 
"Like  Manners  walk,  who  walk'd  in  Honour's  way; 
In  danger  fbrcmoBt,  jet  in  death  sedate, 
Oh !  be  like  him  in  all  things,  but  his  &te !"     ' 

If  for  that  fate  such  public  tears  be  shed. 
That  Victory  seems  to  die  now  thou  art  dead. 
How  shall  a  firiend  his  nearer  hope  resign. 
That  friend  a  brother,  and  whose  soul  was  thine  7 
By  what  bold  lines  shall  we  his  grief  express, 
Or  by  what  soothing  numbers  make  it  less  ? 

*T  is  not,  I  know,  the  chiming  of  a  song, 
\  Nor  all  the  powers  that  to  the  Aluse  belong. 
Words  aptly  cuU'd,  and  meaning  well  expreas'd. 
Can  calm  the  sorrows  of  a  wotmded  breast; 
But  Virtue,  soother  of  the  fiercest  pains,  # 

Shall  heal  that  bosom,  Rutland,  where  she  reigns. 

Yet  hard  the  task  to  heal  the  bleeding  heart, 
To  bid  the  still  recurring  thoughts  depart. 
Tame  the  fierce  grief  and  stem  the  rising  sigh. 
And  curb  rebellious  passion,  with  reply ; 
Calmly  to  dwell  on  all  that  pleased  before. 
And  yet  to  know  that  all  shall  please  no  more  :-^ 
Oh !  glorious  labour  of  the  soul,  to  save 
ller  captive  powers,  and  bravely  mourn  the  brave. 

To  such  these  thoughts  will  lasting  comfort  give-^ 
Life  is  not  measured  by  the  time  wo  live :        '>  "^^ 
*T  is  not  an  even  course  of  threescore  years, 
A  life  of  narrow  views  and  paltry  fears. 
Grey  hairs  and  wrinkles,  and  the  cores  they  bring,. 
That  take  from  death  the  terrors  or  tho  sting ;        ^ 
But 't  is  the  gen'rous  spirit  mounting  high  - 1    ^ '  ' 
Abovo  Che  world,  that  native  of  the  sky  ;    .  •  ^  '* 
The  noble  spirit,  tliat,  in  dangers  brave,  ^ 

Colmjiieoks  qq,  or  looks  beyond  the  grave : —  •.    • 
SucfMannera^yras,  so  he  resign'd  his  breath,     1 
If  inVjslBrTous,  then  a  timely  death.  — 

Cease  then  that  grief|  and  let  those  tears  subside ;; 
IfTPassSaxuleuSrhe  that  passion  pride; 
IffjReason,  Reason  bids  us  strive  to  raise 'T 
Our  ftneii  hesrts,  and  be  like'  Mm  W6' praise ; 
Or  ir  Aflfeutiuii  Htllt  the  SouT  subdue, 
Bring  all  his  virtues,  all  his  worth  in  view, 
And  let  A£&ction  find  its  comfort  too : 
For  how  can  Grief  so  deeply  wound  the  heart,. 
When  Admiration  cUims  so  large  a  part ! 

jyrief  is  a  foe— expel  him  then  thy  soul ; 
Lei  nobl6fTfAiugiito  the  neaicr  vleWs  control  I  \ 
Oh !  make  the  age  to  come  thy  better  care, 
See  other  Rutlands,  other  Granbys  there ! 
And,  as  thy  thoughts  through  streaming  ages  glidd^ 
Sfi&fither  heroes  die  as  Manners  died : 
As  froVn^elrf^lfc,  Ihy  race  shall  nobler  grow. 
As  trees  shoot  upwards  that  are  primed  ^low  * 
Or  as  old  Thames,  borne  down  with  decent  pride,. 
Sees  his  young  streams  rqn  warbling  at  his  side;: 
Though  some,  by  art  cut  off,  no  longer  run, 
And  some  are  lost  beneath  the  summer's  sun-» 
Yet  the  pure  stream  movcs.on,  and,  os  it  moves, . 
Its  power  increases  and  its  use  improves; 
I  While  plenty  round  its  spacious  waves  bestow, 
1  Still  it  flows  on,  and  shall  forever  flow. 
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THE  PARISH  REGISTER. 
PART  I. 

BAPTISM& 

Tom  porro  poer  (at  MBvtt  projeetoi  ab  lUidU 
Navita}  nudua  homi  jaoel  infaoi,  iodifus  omni 
Vitali  aazUw.  •— 

VaRttnqae  loeom  Juffobri  eomplet,  ot  maam  C0t, 
Ctti  tantiuD  in  vita  raatat  tranaire  mitlonun. 

Lucret.  de  Jl^.  RentMt  lib.  & 


IITTROPUCTION. 


3%e  ViUaee  Register  considered  as  containing 
pnncipeuly  the  Annals  of  the  Poor — State  of  the 
Peasantry  as  meliorated  by  Frugality  and  In- 
dustry— TAe  Cottage  af  an  industrious  Peasant ; 
ite  Ornaments — Prints  and  Books — The  Gar- 
den ;  its  Satisfactions—The  State  of  the  PoOTy 
when  improvident  and  vicious — The  Row  or 
Street,  and  its  Inhabitants—The  IhteUing  qf 
one  of  these — A  Public  House — Chirden  and  its 
Aptindages — Gamesters  ;  rustic  Sharpers,  etc, 
'—tonclusion  of  the  Introductory  Part. 

The  Child  of  the  Miller's  Daughter,  and  Relation 
of  her  Misfortune — A  frugal  Couple :  their  Kind 
of  Frugality — Flea  of  the  Mother  of  a  natural 
Child :  her  Churching — ^Large  Family  of  Gerard 
Ablett:  his  Apprehensions:  Comparison  between 
his  State  and  that  of  the  wealthy  Farmer  his 
Master:  his  Consolation — ^An  old  ]M[an*s  Anxiety 
■for  an  Heir :  the  Jealousy  of  another  on  having 
many — Characters  of  the  Grocer  Dawkins  and 
his  friend:  their  different  Kinds  of  Disappoint- 
mont — ^Three  Infants  named — An  Orphan  Girl 
and  Village  Schoolmistress  —  Gardener*s  ChHd : 
Pedantry  and  Conceit  of  the  Father :  his  Botani- 
•  cal  Discourses :  Method  of  fixing  the  Embryo- 
fruit  of  Cucumbers — ^Absurd  EffecU  of  Rustic 
Vanity:  observed  in  the  Names  of  their  Children 
— ^Relation  of  the  Vestry  Debate  on  a  Foundling ; 
Sir  Richard  Monday — uhildren  of  various  Inhab- 
itants—The poor  Farmer — Children  of  a  Profli- 
gate :  his  Character  and  Fate — Condumon. 


'Tnz  year  revolves,  and  I  again  explore 
The  simple  annals  of  my  parish  poor ; 
What  in&nt-members  in  my  flock  appear, 
What  pairs  I  blessM  in  the  departed  year ; 
.And  who,  of  old  or  young,  or  nymphs  or  swains, 
Are  lost  to  life,  its  pleasures  and  its  pains.  ■ 
No  Muse  I  ask,  before  my  view  to  bring 
'The  humble  actions  of- the  swains  I  singd — 
How  pass*d  the  youthful,  how  the  old  tlwir  days ; 
'Who  sank  in  sloth,  and  who  aspired  to  praise ; 
'Their  tempers,  manners,  morals,  customs,  arts, 
What  parts  they  had,  and  how  they  *mployed  their 

parts; 
!By  what  elated,  soothed,  seduced,  depressed, 
Full  well  I  know — these  records  give  the  rest 


Is  there  a  placf-,  save  one  the  poet  t 
A  land  of  love,  of  liberty,  and  ease ; 
Where  labour  wearies  not,  nor  cares  suppreas 
Th*  eternal  flow  of  rustic  happiness ;  , 

{Where  no  proud  mansion  frovms  in  awful  state,  , 
K)r  keeps  the  sunshine  from  the  cottage-gate,        i 
Where  young  and  old,  intent  on  pleasure,  throng, 
And  half  man*s  life  is  holiday  and  song  7 
Vain  search  for  scenes,  like  these !  no  view  appears. 
By  sighs  unruffled  or  unstainM  by  tears ; 
Smce  vice  the  world  subdued  and  waters  drown*d, 
Auburn  and  Eden  can  no  more  be  found. 

Hence  good  and  evil  mixM,  but  man  has  skill 
And  power  to  part  them,  when  he  feels  the  will ! 
Toil,  care,  and  patience  bless  th*  abstemious  few,     , 
Fear,  shame,  and  want  the  thoughtless  herd  pursue.   ^ 

Behold  the  cot!  where  thrives  th'  industrious 
swain, 
Source  of  his  pride,  his  pleasure,  and  his  gain ; 
ScreenM  from  the  winter's  wind  the  sun's  last  ray 
Smiles  on  the  window  and  prolongs  the  day ; 
Projecting  Ihatch  the  woodbine's  branches  stop, 
And  turn  their  blossoms  to  the  casement's  top : 
!a11  need  requires  is  in  that  cot  contain'd, 
Atid  much  that  taste  untaught  and  unrestrain'd 
Surveys  delighted ;  there  she  loves  to  trace, 
In  one  gay  picture,  all  the  royal  race ; 
Around  the  walls  are  heroes,  lovers,  kings  ; 
The  print  that  shows  them  and  the  verse  that  sings. 

Here  the  last  Lewis  on  his  throne  is  seen, 
(And  there  he  stands  imprison'd,  and  his  queen ; 
JTo  these  the  mother  takes  her  child,  and  shows 
'What  grateflil  duty  to  his  God  lie  owes ; 
Who  gives  to  him  a  happy  home,  where  he 
Lives  and  enjoys  bis  freedom  with  the  free ; 
When  kings  and  queens,  dethroned,  insulted,  tried, 
Are  all  these  blessings  of  the  poor  denied. 

There  is  King  Charies,  and  all  his  (rdden  Roles, 
Who  proved  Misfortune's  was  the  best  of  schools  : 
And  there  his  son,  who,  tried  by  years  of  pain. 
Proved  that  misfortunes  may  be  sent  in  vain. 

The  magic-mill  that  grinds  the  gran'nams  yoimg. 
Close  at  the  side  of  3cind  Godiva  hung ; 
She,  of  her  favourite  place  the  pride  and  joy. 
Of  charms  at  once  most  lavish  and  most  coy. 
By  wanton  act,  the  purest  fame  could  raise, 
Ai>d  give  the  boldest  deed  the  chastest  praise. 

There  stands  the  stoutest  Ox  in  England  fed ; 
There  fights  the  boldest  Jew,  Whitechapel-hrea ; 
And  there  Saint  Monday's  worthy  votaries  live. 
In  all  the  joys  that  ale  and  skittles  give. 

Now  lo !  m  Egypt's  coast  that  hostile  fleet. 
By  nations  dreaded  and  by  Nelson  beat ; 
Ajid  here  shall  soon  another  triumph  come, 
A  deed  of  glory  in  a  day  of  gloom ; 
Distressing  glory  \  grievous  £x>n  of  fate ! 
The  proudest  conquest,  at  the  dearest  rate. 

On  shelf  of  deal  beside  the  cuckoo-clock. 
Of  cottage-reading  rests  the  chosen  stock ; 
Learning  we  lack,  not  books,  but  have  a  kind 
For  all  our  wants,  a  meat  for  every  mind : 
The  tale  for  wonder  and  the  joke  for  whim. 
The  half-sung  sermon  and  the  balf-groan'd  hymn. 
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No  need  of  diueingf ;  each  within  its  place, 
The  feeling  finger  in  the  dark  can  trace; 
•Rrrt  from  the  coqier,  furthest  from  the  wall," 
Sach  all  the  rules,  and  they  suffice  for  all. 

Thdr  pious  works  for  Sunday's  use  are  found ; 
Companions  for  that  BiUe  newly  bound ; 
'  That  Bible,  bought  by  sixpence  weekly  saved. 
Has  choicest  printo  by  famous  hands  engraved ; 
His  choicest  notes  by  many  a  famous  l^ad. 
Such  as  to  doubt  have  rustic  readers  led ; 
Have  made  them  stop  to  reason  v>hy  ?  and  how  f 
And  where  they  onoe  agreed,  to  cavil  now. 
Oh!  rather  give  me  commentators  plain. 
Who  with  no  deep  researches  vex  the  brain ; 
Who  from  the  dark  and  doubtful  love  to  run, 
And  hold  the  glimmering  tapers  to  the  sun ; 
Who  simple  truth  with  nine-fbld  reasons  back, 
And  guard  the  point  no  enemies  attack. 
Banyan's  £imed  Pilgrim  rests  that  shelf  upon— 
A  genius  rare  but  rude  was  honest  John : 
N«  one  who,  early  by  the  Muse  beguiled, 
Dnnk  from  her  well  the  waters  undefiled ; 
Not  one  who  slowly  gain'd  the  liill  sublime, 
Then  often  sipp'd  and  little  at  a  time  ; 
Bat  one  who  dabbled  in  the  sacred  springs, 
And  drank  them  muddy,  mix'd  with  baser  things. 

Hero  to  interpret  dreams  we  read  the  rules, 
Science  our  own  I  and  never  taught  in  schools ; 
In  moles  and  specks  we  Fortune^s  gifts  discern. 
And  Ftte*s  fix'd  will  from  nature's  wand*rings  learn. 

Of  Hermit  Quarle  we  read,  in  island  rare. 
Far  from  mankind  and  seeming  fhr  fhim  care ; 
Safe  from  all  want  and  sound  in  every  limb ; 
Yes !  there  was  he,  and  there  was  care  with  him 

Unbound,  and  heap'd  these  valued  works  beside,^ 
Lay  hunbfor  works  the  pedlar's  pack  supplied ; 
Yet  these,  long  since,  have  all  acquired  a  name : 
The  Wandering  Jew  has  found  his  way  to  fame ; 
And  fime,  denied  to  many  a  lahour'd  song, 
i^wns  Thomb  the  Great,  and  Hickerthrift  the 
Strong. 

There  too  is  he,  by  wizard^power  upheld, 
hck,  by  whose  arm  the  giant.brood  were  quelPd ; 
His  shoes  of  swiftness  on  his  feet  he  placed ; 
His  coat  of  darkness  on  his  loins  he  braced ; 
His  sword  of  sharpness  in  his  hand  he  took ; 
And  off  the  head  of  doughty  giants  stroke : 
Their  glaring  eyes  beheld  no  mortal  near ; 
No  sound  of  feet  alarm'd  the  drowsy  ^ar ; 
No  English  blood  their  pagan  sense  could  smell, 
Bdt  heads  dropp'd  headlong,  wondering  why  they 

TJ^  are  the  peasant's  joy,  when  placed  at  ease, 
Half  his  delighted  offiipring  mount  his  knees. 

To  every  cot  the  brd's  indulgent  mind 
Hm  a  small  space  for  garden-ground  assign'd ; 
W«B— tfll  return  of  mom  dismiss'd  the  fiirm — 
TJe  careful  peasant  plies  the  sinewy  arm, 
Warm'd  as  he  works,  and  casts  his  look  around 
J.  ^^jy  ^'^  ^^  ^^^  improving  ground : 
It  is  his  own  he  sees ;  his  master's  eye 
Peers  not  about,  some  seeret  fault  to  spy ; 
^r  voice  severe  is  there,  nor  censure  known  ;— 
Hope,  profit,  pleasure,— they  are  all  his  own. 
Jrew  grow  the  humble  cives.  and,  hard  by  them, 
The  leek  with  crawn  globose  and  reddy  stem ; 


High  climb  his  pulse  in  many  an  even  row. 
Deep  strike  the  ponderous  roots  in  soil  below ; 
And  herbs  of  potent  smell  and  pungent  taste 
Give  a  warm  relish  to  the  night's  repacft : 
Apples  and  cherries  grafled  by  his  hand, 
!  And  ciuster'd  nuts  for  neighbouring  market  stand. 

Nor  thus  concludes  his  labour ;  near  the  cot. 
The  reed-fence  rises  round  some  fav'rite  spot ; 
Where  rich  carnations,  pinks  with  purple  eyes, 
Proud  hyacinths,  the  least  some  florist's  prize, 
Tulips  Ull-stemm'd  and  pounced  auriculas  rise. 

Here  on  a  Sunday-eve,  when  service  ends. 
Meet  and  rejoice  a  family  of  friends ; 
All  speak  aloud,  are  happy  and  are  free,  , 

And  glad  they  seem,  and  gaily  they  agree. 

What,  though  fastidious  ears  may  shun  the  speech, 
Where  all  are  talkers  and  where  none  can  teach ; 
Where  still  the  welcome  and  the  words  are  old. 
And  tJtfe  same  stories  are  for  ever  told  7 
Yet  theirs  is  joy  that,  bursting  from  the  heart. 
Prompts  the  glad  tongue  these  nothings  to  import; 
That  forms  these  tones  of  gladness  we  despise, 
That  lifla  their  steps,  that  sparkles  in  their  eyes; 
That  talks  or  laughs  or  runs  or  shouts  or  plays, 
And  speaks  in  all  their  looks  and  ail  their  ways. 

Fair  scenes  of  peace !  ye  might  detiin  us  long. 
But  vice  and  misery  now  demand  the  song ; 
And  turn  our  view  from  dwellings  simply  neat. 
To  this  infected  row,  we  term  our  street 

Here,  in  cabal,  a  disputatious  crew 
Each  evening  meet ;  the  sot,  the  cheat,  the  shrew: 
Riots  are  nightly  heard :— the  curse,  the  cries 
Of  beaten  wife,  perverse  in  her  replies ; 
While  shrieking  children  hold. each  threat'ning 
'^       hand, 

And  sometimes  life,  and  sometimes  food  demand : 
Boys,  in  their  first-storn  rags,  to  swear  begin. 
And  girls,  who  heed  not  dress,  are  skill'd  m  gin : 
Snarers  and  smugglers  here  their  gains  divide ; 
Ensnaring^  females  here  their  victims  hide ; 
And  here  is  one,  the  sibyl  of  the  row. 
Who  kno^s  all  secrets,  or  affects  to  know. 
Seeking  their  fate,  to  her  the  simple  run. 
To  her  the  guilty,  theirs  awhile  to  shun ; 
Mistress  of  worthless  arts,  depraved  in  will. 
Her  care  unbless'd  and  unrepaid  her  skill, 
^lave  to  the  tribe,  to  whose  command  she  stoopSf 
^nd  poorer  than  the  poorest  maid  she  dupes. 

Between  the  road-way  and  the  walls,  offenoe 
Invades  all  eyes  and  strikes  on  every  sense : 
There  lie,  obscene,  at  every  open  door. 
Heaps  from  the  hearth  and  sweepings  from  the  floor; 
And  day  by  day  the  mingled  masses  grow. 
As  sinks  are  disembogued  and  kennels  flow. 

There  hungry  dogs  from  hungry  children  steal, 
There  pigs  and  chickens  quarrel  for  a  meal ; 
There  dropsied  infants  wail  without  redress, 
And  all  is  want  and  wo  and  wretchedness  : 
Yet  should  these  boys,  with  bodies  bronzed  and  bare, 
High-swoln  and  hard,  outlive  that  lack  of  care — 
Forced  on  some  farm,  the  unexerted  strength. 
Though  loth  to  action,  is  compell'd  at  length. 
When  warm'd  by  health,  as  serpents  in  the  spring 
Aside  their  slough  of  indolence  they  fling. 
Yet,  ere  they  go,  a  greater  evil  comes — 
e !  crowded  beds  in  those  contiguous  rooms ; 
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Beds  but  ill  parted,  by  a  paltry  Bcreen 

Of  paper'd  lath  or  curtain  dropped  between ; 

Daug^htera  and  sons  to  yon  compartments  creep, 

And  parents  here  beside  their  children  sleep : 

Ye  who  have  power,  these  thoughtless  people  part, 

Nor  let  the  ear  be  first  to  taint  the  heart. 

Come !  search  within,  nor  sight  nor  smell  regard ; 
The  true  physician  walks  the  foulest  ward. 
.  See !  on  the  6oor  what  frouzy  patches  rest ! 
■  What  nauseouslEragments  on  yon  fractured  chest ! 
What  downy  dust  beneath  yon  window-seat ! 
And  round  these  posts  that  serve  this  bed  for  feet ; 
This  bed  where  all  those  tatterM  garments  lie. 
Worn  by  each  sex,  and  now  perforce  thrown  by  1 

See  !  as  we  gaze,  an  infant  lifts  its  head, 
Left  by  neglect  and  burrow'd  in  that  bed ; 
The  mother-gossip  has  the  love  suppressM 
An  in&nt^s  cry  once  wakened  in  her  breast ; 
And  dally  prattles,  as  her  round  she  takes, 
(With  strong  resentment)  of  the  want  she  makes. 

Whence  all  these  woes  ? — From  want  of  virtu- 
ous will. 
Of  honest  shame,  of  time-improving  skill ; 
From  want  of  care  t'  employ  the  vacant  hour, 
And  want  of  ev*ry  kind  but  want  of  power. 

Here  are  no  wheels  for  either  wool  or  flax. 
But  packs  of  cards — made  up  of  sundry  packs ; 
Here  is  no  clock,  nor  will  they  turn  the  ghtss, 
And  see  how  swifl  th*  important  moments  pass ; 
Here  arc  no  books,  but  ballads  on  the  wall, 
Are  some  abusive,  and  indecent  all ; 
Pistols  are  here,  unpairM ;  with  nets  and  hooks, 
Of  every  kind,  for  rivers,  ponds,  and  brooks ; 
An  ample  flask,  that  nightly  rovers  fill 
With  recent  poison  from  the  Dutchman*a  still ; 
A  box  of  tools,  with  wires  of  various  size, 
Frocks,  wigs,  and  hats,  for  night  or  day  disguise, 
And  bludgeons  stout  to  gain  or  guard  a  prize. 

To  every  house  belongs  a  space  of  ground. 
Of  equal  size,  once  fenced  witli  paling  round  ; 
That  paling  now  by  slothful  waste  destroyM, 
Dead  gorae  and  stumps  of  elder  fill  the  void ; 
Save  in  the  centre-spot,  whose  walls  of  clay 
Hide  sots  and  striplings  at  their  drink  or  play : 
Within,  a  board,  beneath  a  tiled  retreat. 
Allures  the  bubble  and  maintains  the  cheat ; 
Where  heavy  ale  in  spots  like  varnish  shows. 
Where  chalky  tallies  yet  remain  in  rows ; 
Btkck  pipes  and  broken  jugs  the  seats  defile. 
The  walls  and  windows,  rhymes  and  reckonings  vile; 
Prints  of  the  meanest  kind  disgrace  the  door. 
And  cards,  in  curses  torn,  lie  fragments  on  the  floor. 

Here  his  poor  bird  th*  inhuman  ooclcer  brings, 
Arms  his  hard  heel,  and  clips  his  pfolden  wings ; 
With  spicy  food  th*  impatient  spirit  feeds, 
And  shoots  and  curses  as  the  battle  bleeds. 
Struck  through  the  brain,  deprived  of  both  his  eyes, 
llie  vanquished  bird  must  combat  till  he  dies ; 
Must  faintly  peck  at  his  victorious  foe. 
And  reel  and  stagger  at  each  feeble  blow : 
When  fairn,  the  savage  grasps  his  dabbled  plumes. 
His  blood-stain*d  arms,  for  other  deaths  assumes ; 
And  damns  the  craven-fowl,  that  lost  his  stake, 
And  only  bled  and  perish*d  for  his  sake. 

Such  are  our  peasants,  those  to  whom  we  yield 
Pnise  with  relief  the  fathers  of  the  field ; 


And  these  who  take  from  our  reluctant  hands 
What  Burn  advises  or  the  Bench  commands. 
Our  farmers  round,  well  pleased  with  cooBtant 
gain, 

Like  other  farmers,  flourish  and  complain^ — 
These  are  our  groups ;  our  portraits  next  appear, 
And  close  our  exhibition  for  the  year. 

WrrH  evil  omen  we  that  year  begin  : 
A  Child  of  Shame, — stem  Justice  adds,  of  Sin, 
Is  first  recorded  ; — I  would  hide  the  deed, 
But  vain  the  wish ;  I  sigh  and  I  proceed : 
And  could  I  well  th'  instructive  truth  convey, 
'T  would  warn  the  giddy  and  awake  the  gay. 

Of  all  the  nymphs  who  gave  our  village  grace,  V 
The  Miller's  daughter  had  the  fairest  face ;        J/ 
Proud  was  the  Miller ;  money  was  his  pride ; 
He  rode  to  market,  as  our  farmers  ride. 
And  ^was  his  boast,  inspired  by  spirits  there, 
Hjs  favourite  JLucy  should  be  rich  as  fiiir ; 
But  she  must  meek  and  stiU  obedient  prove. 
And  not  presume,  without  his  leave,  to  love. 

A  ^outhfiil  Saibr  heard  him  ;•— **  Ha  !'*  quoth  he 
**  This  Miller's  maiden  is  a  prize  for  me ; 
Her  charms  I  love,  his  richoi  I  desire. 
And  a]>  his  threats  but  fan  the  kindling  fire ; 
My  ebbing  purse  no  more  the  foe  shall  fill. 
But  Love's  kind  act  and  Lucy  at  the  milL"  ^ 

Thus  thought  the  vouth,  and  soon  the  chase  benn 
Stretch'd  all  his  sail,  nor  thought  of  pause  or  pUn 
His  trusty  staff  in  his  bold  hand  he  took. 
Like  him  and  like  his  frigate,  heart  of  oak ; 
Fresh  were  his  features,  his  attire  was  new  ; 
Clean  was  his  linen,  and  his  jacket  blue : 
Of  finest  jean,  his  trowsers,  tight  and  trim, 
Brush'd  the  large  buckle  at  the  silver  rim. 

He  soon  arrived,  he  traced  the  village-green. 
There  saw  the  maid,  and  was  with  pl^ure  seen : 
Then  talk'd  of  love,  till  Lucy's  yielding  heart 
Coniess'd  *t  was  painful,  though  't  was  right  to  part- 

**  For  ah  !  my  fiither  has  a  haughty  soul ; 
Whom  best  he  loves,  he  loves  but  to  control ; 
Me  to  some  churl  in  bargain  he  '11  consign. 
And  make  some  tyrant  of  the  parish  mine : 
Cold  is  his  heart,  and  he  with  looks  severe 
Has  often  forced  but  never  shed  the  tear ; 
Save,  when  my  raotlier  died,  some  drops  expreasM 
A  kind  of  sorrow  for  a  wife  at  rest : — 
To  me  a  master's  stern  regard  is  shown, 
I  'm  like  his  steed,  prized  highly  as  his  own ; 
Stroked  but  corrected,  threaten'd  when  supplied, 
His  slave  and  boast,  his  victim  and  his  pride." 

**  Cheer  up,  my  lass ;  I  *11  to  thy  father  go ; 
The  Miller  cannot  be  the  Sailor's  foe ; 
Both  live  by  Heaven's  free  gale,  that  plajrs  alond 
In  the  stretch'd  canvas  and  the  piping  shroud ; 
The  rush  of  winds,  the  flapping  saiU  above, 
And  rattling  planks  within,  are  sounds  toe  love ; 
Calms  are  our  dread ;  when  tempests  plough  the 

deep, 
We  take  a  reef,  and  to  the  ropking  sleep.*' 

*  Ha !"  quoth  tlie  Miller,  moved  at  speech  so  raah, 
"Art  thou  like  me  7  then  where  thy  notes  and  caah  Y 
Away  to  Wapping,  and  a  wife  command. 
With  aU  thy  wealth,  a  guinea,  in  thine  hand; 
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There  with  Ihy  messmates  quaff  the  muddy -cheer,  ' 
And  leave  my  Lucy  for  thy  betters  here/* 

•Revenge !  revenge!"  the  angry  lover  cried. 
Then  sooght  the  nymph,  and  **  Bo  thou  now  my 


bride.*' 


Bride  had  she  been,  but  they  no  priest  could  move 

•  To  bind  in  law,  the  couple  bound  by  love. 

*  What  sought  these  lovers  then  by  day,  by  night  ? 
But  stolen  moments  of  disturbM  delight ; 
Soft  trembling  tumults,  terrors  dearly  prized. 
Transports  tiuit  pain'd,  and  ioys  that  agonized 
TiU  the  fond  damsel,  pleased  with  lad  so  trim, 
Awed  by  her  parent,  and  enticed  by  him. 
Her  lovely  form  from  savage  power  to  save, 
Gave-Huit  her  hand — but  all  she  could,  she  gave. 

Then  came  the  day  of  shame,  the  grievous  night, 
I  The  varying  look,  the  wandering  appetite : 
The  joy  assumed,  while  sorrow  dimm'd  the  eyesy 
The  forced  sad  smiles  that  ibUowM  sudden  sighs ; 
And  every  art,  kmg  used,  but  used  in  vain. 
To  hide  thy  progress.  Nature,  and  thy  pain. 

Too  eager  cautioa  shows  some^  danger 's  near : 
The  bully's  bluster  proves  the  coward's  fear ; 
His  sober  step  the  drunkard  vainly  tries. 
And  nymphs  expose  the  fiulings  they  disguise. 

Rrrt,  whispering  gossips  were  in  parties  seen ; 
Then  louder  Scandal  walk'd  the  villagOi-green ; 
Next  babbling  Folly  told  the  growing  ill. 
And  busy  Malioe  dropp'd  it  at  the  milL 

**Go !  to  thy  curse  and  mine,"  the  Father  said, 
''Strife  and  confiision  stalk  around  thy  bed ; 
Want  and  a  wailing  brat  thy  portion  be, 
Plague  to  thy  fondness,  as  thy  feult  to  me  j^— 

Where  skulks  the  villain  7" 

— ^  On  the  ocean  wide 
f  MyWiOiamseeksaportionfbr  his  bride.*'— - 
^  Vain  be  his  search !  but,  till  the  traitor  come, 
The  higgler's  cottage  be  thy  future  home ; 
There  with  his  ancient  shrew  and  Care  abide, 
And  hide  thy  head, — thy  shame  thou  canst  nothid^" 

Day  after  day  was  pass'd  in  pains  and  grief; 
^  Week  foUow'd  week,-^and  still  was  no  r^f : 
I  Her  boy  was  bom — no  lads  nor  lasses  came 
I  To  grace  the  rite  or  give  the  child  a  name ; 
Nor  grave  conceited  nuiae,  of  office  proud. 
Bote  the  yonn^  Christian  roaring  through  the 

crowd: 
In  a  small  chamber  was  my  office  done. 
Where  blinks  through  paper'd  panes  the  setting  sun ; 
Where  noisy  sparrows,  perch'd  on  penthouse  near. 
Chirp  tundess  joy,  and  mock  the  frequent  tear ; 
Bats  on  their  webby  wings  in  darkness  move. 
And  teehty  shriek  their  melancholy  love. 

No  sailor  came ;  the  months  in  terror  fled ! 
Tlien  news  arrived-->He  fought,  and  he  was  diad  ! 

At  the  lone  cottage  Lucy  lives,  and  still 
Walks  for  her  weeU^  pittance  to  the  mill ; 
A  mean  seraglio  there  her  fetber  keeps. 
Whose  mirth  insults  her,  as  she  stands  and  weeps ; 
And  sees  the  plen^,  while  compeU'd  to  stay, 
Her  fether's  pride,  become  his  harlot's  prey. 

Throughout  the  lanes  she  glides,  at  evening's 

And  aofUy  lulls  her  infent  to  repose ; 

Then  sits  and  gazes,  but  with  viewless  look. 

As  gilds  the  moon  the  rippling  of  the  brook  ,* 


And  sings  her  vespers,  but  in  voice  so  low, 
She  hears  their  murmurs  as  the  waters  flow : 
And  she  too  murmurs,  and  begins  to  find 
The  solemn  wanderings  of  a  wounded  mind : 
Visions  of  terror,  views  of  woe  succeed, 
The  mind's  impatience  to  the  body's  need ; 
By  turns  to  that,  by  turns  to  this  a  prey. 
She  knows  what  reason  yields,  and  dreads  what 
madness  may. 

*   Next  with  their  boy,  a  decent  couple  came,        f 
And  call'd  him  Robert,  't  was  his  father's  name ; 
'  Three  girls  preceded,  all  bj  time  endear'd,  f 

And  future  births  were  neither  hoped  nor  fear'd : 
Bless'd  in  each  other,  bat  to  no  excess ;  / 

Health,  quiet,  comfort,  fbrm'd  their  happiness ; 
Love  ail  made  up  of  torture  and  delight,  .( 

Was  but  mere  madness  in  this  couple's  si^ht : 
Susan  could  tiiink,  though  not  without  a  sigh,        i 
If  she  were  gone,  who  £ould  her  place  supply; 
And  Robert,  half  in  earnest,  half  in  jest,  ^^ 

Talk  of  her  spouse  when  he  should  be  at  rest : 
Yet  strange  would  either  think  it  to  be  told, 
Their  love  was  cooling  or  their  hearts  were  cold. 
Few  were  their  acres,— but,  with  these  content. 
They  were,  each  pay-day,  ready  with  their  rent : 
And  few  their  wishes — what  their  farm  denied. 
The  neighbouring  town,  at  trifling  cost,  supplied. 
If  at  the  draper's  window  Susan  cast 
A  longing  look,  as  with  her  goods  she  pass'd. 
And  with  the  produce  of  her  wheel  and  chum. 
Bought  her  a  Sunday-robe  on  her  return ; 
True  to  her  maxim,  she  would  take  no  rest. 
Till  care  repaid  that  portion  to  the  chest : 
Or  if,  when  loitering  at  the  Whitsun-fair, 
Her  Robert  spent  some  idle  shillings  there ; 
Up  at  the  bani,  before  the  break  of  day, 
He  made  his  labour  fer  the  indulgence  pa^ : 
Thus  both — ^that  waste  itself  might  work  in  vain— .■ 
Wrought  double  tides,  and  all  was  well  again. 

Yet,  though  so  prudent,  there  were  times  of  loyi 
(The  day  they  wed,  the  christening  of  the  boy,) 
When  to  the  wealthier  farmers  there  was  shown* 
Welcome  unfeign'd,  and  plenty  like  their  own ; 
For  Susan  served  the  great,  and  had  some  pride 
Among  our  topmost  people  to  preside : 
Yet  in  that  plenty,  in  that  welcome  free,     | 
There  was  tlie  guiding  nice  frugality 
That  in  the  festal  as  the  frugal  day,  ( 

Has,  in  a  different  mode,  a  sovereign  sway ; 
As  tides  the  same  attractive  influence  know. 
In  the  least  ebb,  and  in  their  proudest  flow ; 
The  wise  frugality  that  does  not  give 
A  life  to  savin^r,  but  that  saves  to  live ;  ' 

Sparing,  not  pmching,  mindfhl  though  not  mean. 
O'er  ail  presiding,  jet  in  nothing  seen. 

f  Recorded  next  a  babe  of  love  I  trace ! 
;  Of  many  loves,  the  mother's  firesh  disgrace^— 
Agam,  thou  hark>t !  could  not  all  thy  pain. 
All  my  reproof,  thy  wanton  thoughts  restrain  7** 

"Alas !  your  reverence,  wanton  thoughts,  I  gran^ 
Wdre  once  my  motive,  now  the  thoughts  of  want; 
Women,  like  me,  as  ducks  in  a  decoy. 
Swim  down  a  stream,  and  seem  to  swim  in  joy , 
Your  sex  pursues  us,  and  our  own  disdain ; 
Return  is  dreadful,  and  escape  is  vain. 
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Would  men  forsake  ns,  and  would  women  strive 
To  help  the  fallen,  their  virti:^  might  revive." 

For  rite  of  churching  sooiiuBhe  made  l^er  way. 
In  dread  of  scandal,  sliould  she  miss  the  day  : — 
Two  matrons  came !  with  them  she  humbly  knelttj 
Their  action  copied  and  their  comforts  felt. 
From  that  c^reat  pain  and  peril  to  be  free, 
Though  stiU  in  peril  of  tljat  pain  to  be ; 
Alas !  what  numbers,  like  this  amorous  dame. 
Are  quick  to  censure,  but  are  dead  to  shame ! 

Twin-infants  then  appear ;  a  girl,  a  boy, 
The  overflowing  cup  of  Gerard  Ablett*s  joy : 
One  had  I  named  in  every  year  that  passM 
Since  Gerard  wed !  and  twina  behold  at  last ! 
Well  pleased,  the  bridegroom  smiled  to  hear—**  A 

vine 
FMtfiil  and  spreading  round  the  walls  be  thine, 
And  branch-like  be  thme  offspring!" — Gerard  then 
LookM  joyful  love,  and  softly  ^aid,  **  Amen." 
Now  of  that  vine  he'd  have  no  more  increase, 
Those  playfiil  branches  now  dirturb  his  peace 
Them  he  beholds  around  his  table  spread. 
But  finds,  the  more  the  branch,  the  less  the  bread ; 
And  while  they  run  his  humble  walls  about. 
They  keep  the  sunshine  of  good  humour  out 

Cease,  man,  to  grieve  !  thy  master's  lot  survey, 
Whom  wife  and  children,  thou  and  thine  obey ; 
A  farmer  proud,  beyond  a  farmer's  pride, 
Of  all  around  the  envy  or  the  gruide ; 
Who  trots  to  market  on  a  steed  so  fine. 
That  when  I  meet  him,  I'm  ashamed  of  mine; 
Whose  board  is  high  up-heap'd  with  generous  fare, 
Which  five  stout  sons  and  three  tall  daughters  share : 
Cease,  man,  to  grieve,  and  listen  to  his  care. 

A  few  years  fled,  and  all  thy  boys  shall  be 
Lords  of  a  cot,  and  labourers  like  thee : 
Thy  girls  unportion'd  neighbouring  youths  shall  lead 
Brides  from  my  church,  and  henceforth  thou  art 

freed: 
But  then  thy  master  shall  of  cares  complain. 
Care  afler  care,  a  long  connected  train ; 
His  sons  for  farms  shall  ask  a  large  supply, 
For  &nner'fl  sons  each  gentle  miss  shsJl  sigh ; 
Hiy  mistress,  reasoning  well  of  life's  decay. 
Shall  ask  a  chaise,  and  hardly  brook  delay ; 
The  smart  young  comet  who,  with  so  much  grace. 
Rode  in  the  ranlu  and  betted  at  the  race. 
While  the  vex'd  parent  rails  at  deed  so  rash, 
Shall  d — ^n  his  luck,  and  stretch  his  hand  for  cash. 
Sad  troubles,  Gerard !  now  pertain  to  thee. 
When  thy  rich  master  seems  from  trouble  finee ; 
But  t  is  one  fate  at  different  times  assign'd. 
And  thou  shalt  lose  the  cares  that  he  must  find. 

**  Ah !"  quoth  our  village  Grocer,  rich  and  dd, 
"Would  I  might  one  such  cause  fiir  care  behold  !'^ 
To  whom  his  Friend,  **  Mine  greater  bliss  would  be. 
Would  Heaven  take  those  my  spouse  assigns  to  roe." 

Aged  were  both,  that  Dawkins,  Ditchem  this, 
Who  much  of  marriage  thought,  and  much  amiss ; 
Both  would  delay,  the  one,  tiu — riches  gain'd, 
The  son  he  wish'd  might  be  to  honour  train'd ; 
His  Friend — ^lest  fierce  intruding  heirs  should  come. 
To  waste  his  hoard  and  vex  his  quiet  home. 

Dawkins,  a  dealer  once,  on  burthen'd  back 
Bore  his  whole  substance  in  a  pedlar*s  pack ; 


To  dames  discreet,  the  duties  yet  unpaid. 
His  stores  of  lace  and  hyson  he  convey'd : 
When  thus  enriched,  he  chose  at  home  to  stop, 
And  fleece  his  neighbours  in  a  new-built  shop ; 
Then  woo'd  a  spinster  blithe,  and  hoped,  when  wed, 
iFor  love's  fair  ftvours  and  a  fi'uitful  bed. 

Not  so  his  Friend :— on  widow  fair  and  staid 
He  fiz'd  his  eye,  but  he  was  much  afraid ; 
Yet  woo'd ;  while  she  his  hair  of  silver  has 
Demurely  noticed,  and  her  eye  withdrew : 
Doubtful*  he  paused — **  Ah !  were  I  sure,"  he  cried^ 
**  No  craving  children  would  my  gains  divide ; 
Fair  as  she  is,  I  would  my  widow  take. 
And  live  more  largely  tor  my  partner's  sake.** 
With  such  their  views  some  thoughtful  yeais 

they  pass'd. 
And  hoping,  dreading,  they  were  bo«nd  at  last 
And  what  their  fiite?    Observe  them  ss  they  go. 
Comparing  fear  with  fear,  and  woe  with  woe. 
**  Humphrey  !"  said  Dawkins,  **eiivy  in  my  breafll 
Sickens  to  see  thee  in  thy  children  bless'd  ; 
They  are  thy  joys,  whUe  I  go  griering  homa 
To  a  sad  spouse,  and  our  eternal  gloom : 
We  look  despondency ;  no  infimt  near. 
To  bless  the  eye  or  win  the  parentis  ear ; 
Our  sudden  heats  and  quarrels  to  allay, 
And  soothe  the  petty  sufiTerings  of  the  day  : 
Alike  our  want,  yet  both  the  want  reprove ; 
Where  are,  I  cry,  those  pledges  of  our  kwe  7 . 
When  she,  like  Jaoob's  wife,  makes  fierce  repiyv 
Yet  fond — Oh  I  give  me  children,  or  I  die : 
And  I  return — s&ll  childless  doom'd  to  live. 
Like  the  vex'd  patriarch — Are  they  mine  to  give  f 
Ah !  much  I  envy  thee  thy  boys  who  ride 
On  poplar  branch,  and  canter  at  thy  side ; 
And  girls,  whose  cheeks  thy  chin's  fierce  i 

know, 
And  with  fi^sh  beauty  at  the  contact  glow." 

Oh !  simple  friend,"  said  Ditchem,  **  wookbt 

thou  gain 
A  fiilher's  pleasure  by  a  husband's  pain  7 
^las !  what  pleasure— when  some  vig'roos  boy 
Should  swell  thy  pride,  some  rosy  girl  thy  joy« 
Is  it  to  doubt  who  grafted  this  sweet  flower. 
Or  whence  arose  that  spirit  and  that  power  7 

**  Four  years  I've  wed ;  not  one  Has  pass'd  in  vala  : 
Behold  the  fifth  !  behold  a  babe  again  ! 
My  wife's  gay  friends  th'  unwelcome  imp  admire^ 
And  fill  the  room  with  gratulation  dire  : 
While  I  in  silence  sate,  revolving  all 
That  influence  ancient  men,  or  that  befall ; 
A  gay  pert  guest — Heaven  knows  his  businoso    - 

came; 
A  glorious  boy,  he  cried,  and  what  the  name  7 
Angry  I  growl'd,— *  My  spirit  cease  to  tease. 
Name  it  yourselves, — Cain,  Judas,  if  you  please ; 
His  father's  give  him — should  you  that  explore. 
The  devil's  or  yours :' — I  said,  and  sought  the  door 
My  tender  partner  not  a  word  or  sigh 
Gives  to  my  wrath,  nor  to  my  speeoi  reply ; 
But  takes  her  oomfbrts,  triumphs  in  my  pain^ 
And  looks  undaunted  for  a  birth  again." 

Heirs  thus  denied  afflict  the  |Hning  heart. 
And  thus  afforded,  jealous  pangs  impart ; 
Let,  therefore,  none  avoid,  and  none  demand 
I  These  arrows  numberM  for  the  giant's  hand» 
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Then  with  their  infants  three,  the  puents  came, 
And  each  aasignM — >H  was  aU  they  had — a  name; 
Names  of  no  mark  or  price  ;  of  them  not  one 
Shall  eourt  oar  view  on  the  sepulchral  stone. 
Or  stop  the  clerk,  the  engraven  scrolls  to  spell. 
Or  keep  the  sexton  from  the  sermon  bell. 
I    An  orphan-^rl  succeeds :  ere  she  was  bom 
(  fBa  father  di^  her  mother  on  that  mom : 
^    TIk  piorn  mistress  of  the  school  sustains 
Her  parents'  part,  nor  their  affection  feigns, 
fiat  pitying  feels  :  with  doe  respect  and  joy, 
I  trace  the  matroD*&t  her  loved  employ ; 
.  Wkat  time  the  striplings,  wearied  e'en  with  play, 
Fart  at  the  closing  of  the  summer's  day. 
And  each  by  diffiroit  path  retoms  the  well-known 

way— 
llien  I  beheld  her  at  the  oottage-door, 
Rugil  of  Ught  $---her  Bible  led  before, 
When  on  her  doable  dot^  she  proceeds, 
Of  time  as  frngat — knitting  as  she  reads : 
Her  idle  neighbours,  who  approach  to  tell 
Some  trifling  tale,  her  serious  looks  compel 
To  bear  relactant, — ^while  the  lads  who  pass, 
In  pure  respect,  walk  silent  on  the  grass : 
Then  sinks  the  day,  bat  not  to  rest  she  goes 
Tffl  solenm  prayers  the  daily  duties  close. 

Bat  I  digress,  and  lo !  an  in&nt  train 
Appear,  and  call  me  to  my  task  again. 

*  Why  Lonicera  wilt  thou  nome  thy  child  ?** 
I  ask'd  the  Gardener's  wife,  in  accents  mild 


/ 


"  We  have  a  right,"  replied  the  sturdy  dame, — 
And  Lonicera  was  the  in&nt's  name. 
If  next  a  son  shall  yield  our  Gardener  joy, 
Then  Hyadnthus  shall  be  that  &ir  boy ; 
And  if  a  girl,  they  will  at  length  agree. 
That  Belladona  that  fair  maid  shall  be. 

High-soonding  words  our  worthy  Gardener  gets, 
And  at  his  dubs  to  wondering  swains  repeats ; 
He  then  of  Rhus  and  Rhododendron  speaks, 
And  Allium  calls  his  onions  and  his  leeks ; 
Nor  weeds  are  now,  for  whence  arose  the  weed, 
Scarce  plants,  fair  herbs,  and  carious  flowers  pro- 
ceed; 
Where  Cackoo^pints  and  Dandelions  sprung, 
(Gross  names  had  they  our  plainer  sires  among,) 
IVre  Arams,  there  Leontodons  we  view. 
And  Artemisia  grows,  where  Wormwood  grew. 

Bat  tbongh  no  weed  exists  his  garden  round, 
From  Rnmex  vtion^  our  Gardener  frees  his  ground. 
Takes  soft  Senicio  from  the  yielding  land, 
And  grasps  the  arm'd  Urtica  in  his  hand. 

Not  Darwin's  self  had  more  delight  to  sing 
Of  floral  coartship,  in  th'  awaken'd  Spring, 
Than  Peter  Pratt,  who  simpering  loves  to  tell 
flow  rise  the  Stamens,  as  the  Pistils  swell ; 
How  bend  and  curl  the  moist-top  to  the  spouse, 
And  give  and  take  the  vegetable  vows ; 
How  those  esteem'd  of  old  but  tips  and  chives. 
Are  tender  husbands  and  obedient  wives : 
Who  live  and  love  within  the  sacred  bower, — 
That  bridal  bed,  the  vulgar  term  a  flower. 

Hear  Peter  proudly,  to  some  humble  friend, 
A  wondrous  secret,  in  his  science,  lend : — 
"Woold  you  advance  the  nuptial  hour,  and  bring 
The  fruit  of  Autumn  with  the  flowers  of  Spring ;    j  Wasliext  debated— for  the  rogue  would  live ; 


View  that  light  frame  where  Cucumis  lies  spread* 
And  trace  the  husbands  in  their  golden  bed, 
Three  powder'd  Anthers ; — then  no  more  delay, 
But  to  the  Stigma's  tip  their  dust  convey  ; 
Then  by  thyself,  from  prying  glance  secure, 
Twirl  the  full  tip  and  moke  your  purpose  sure ; 
A  long-abiding  race  the  deed  shall  pay. 
Nor  one  unbless'd  abortion  pine  away.' 

T*  admire  their  fiend's  discourse  our  swains 
agree. 
And  call  it  science  and  philosophy. 

'Tie  good,  'tis  pleasant,  through  th*  advancing  ye^- 
To  see  unnumber'd  growing  forms  appear ; 
What  leafy-life  firom  Earth's  broad  bosom  rise  I 
What  insect  myriads  seek  the  summer  skies  I 
What  scaly  tribes  in  every  streamlet  move ! 
What  plumy  people  sing  in  every  gr^ve ! 
All  with  the  year  awaked  to  life,  delight,  and  lofSb 
Then  names  are  rood ;  for  how,  without  their  aid. 
Is  knowledge,  gsm'd  by  man,  to  man  convey'd  T 
But  from  timt  source  shall  all  our  pleasures  flow  7 
Shan  all  our  knowledge  be  those  names  to  know  ff 
Then  he,  with  memory  bless'd,  shall  bear  away* 
The  palm  fh>m  Grew,  and  Middleton,  and  Ray : 
No !  let  us  rather  seek,  in  grove  and  field. 
What  food  for  wonder,  what  for  use  they  yield ; 
Some  just  remark  from  Nature's  people  bring, 
And  some  new  source  of  homage  for  her  King. 
(:  Pride  lives  with  all:, strange  names  our  rustiei 

give 
To  helpless  infants,  that  their  own  may  live ; 
Pleased  to  be  known,  they'll  some  attention  claim, 
And  find  some  by-way  to  the  house  of  fame. 

The  straightest  furrow  lifU  the  ploughman's  art^ 
The  hat  he  gain'd  has  warmth  for  head  and  heart ; 
The  bowl  that  beats  the  greater  nuniber  down 
Of  tottering  nine-pins,  gives  to  fame  the  clown ; 
Or,  foil'd  in  these,  he  opes  his  ample  jaws, 
And  lets  a  frog  leap  down  to  gain  applause ; 
Or  grins  for  hours,  or  tipples  for  a  week, 
Or  challenges  a  well-pinch'd  pig  to  squeak : 
Some  idle  deed,  some  child's  preposterous  name, 
Shall  make  him  known,  and  give  his  folly  fame. 
/  To  name  oti  infant  meet  our  village-sires, 
^Assembled  all,  as  such  event  requires ; 
Frequent  and  full  the  rural  sages  sate. 
And  speakers  many  urged  the  long  debate, — 
Some  harden'd  knaves,  who  roved  the  country 

round. 
Had  left  a  babe  within  the  parish  bound, — 
First,  of  the  fact  they  quesfion'd— •*  Was  it  truet* 
The  child  was  brought-— '*  What  then  remain'd 

todo7 
Was't  dead  or  living  ?"  This  was  ftirly  proved^— 
'T  was  pinch'd,  it  roar'd,  and  every  doubt  removed* 
Then  by  what  name  th'  unwelcome  guest  to  call  ' 
Was  long  a  question,  and  it  posed  them  all ; 
For  he  who  lent  it  to  a  babe  unknown. 
Censorious  men  might  take  it  for  his  own : 
They  look'd  about,  they  gravely  spoke  to  all. 
And  not  one  Richard  answer'd  to  the  call. 
Next  they  inquired  the  day,  when,  passing  by, 
Th'  unlucky  peasant  heard  the  stranger's  cry : 
This  known, — how  food 'and  raiment  they  might, 
give. 
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At  last,  with  all  their  words  and  work  content, 

Back  to  their  homes  the  prudent  vestry  went, 

And  Richard  Monday  to  the  workhouse  sent 

There  was  he  pinch*d  and  pitied,  thump'd  and  fed, 

And  duly  took  his  beating  and  his  bread ; 

Patient  in  all  control,  in  all  abuse, 

He  found  contempt  and  kicking«haye  their  use : 

Sad,  silent,  supple ;  bending  to  the  blow, 

A  slave  of  slaves,  the  lowest  of  the  low ; 

His  pliant  soul  gave  way  to  all  things  base. 

He  knew  no  shame,  he  dreaded  no  disgrace. 

It  seem'd,  so  well  his  passions  he  suppress'd, 

No  feeling  stirr'd  his  ever  torpid  breast ; 

Him  might  the  meanest  pauper  bruise  and  cheat, 

He  was  a  footstool  for  the  beggar's  feet ; 

His  were  the  legs  that  ran  at  all  commands ; 

They  used  on  ail  occasions  Richard's  hands : 

His  very  soul  was  not  his  own ;  he  stole 

As  others  orderM,  and  without  a  dole ; 

In  all  disputes,  on  either  part  he  lied. 

And  freely  pledged  his  oath  on  either  side; 

In  all  rebellions  Richard  joinM  the  rest. 

In  all  detections  Richard  first  confees'd : 

Yet,  though  disgraced,  he  watch*d  his  time  so  well, 

He  rose  in  favour,  when  in  fame  he  fell ;' 

Base  was  his  usage,  vile  his  whole  employ, 

And  all  despised  and  fed  the  pliant  bov. 

At  length,  **  *t  is  time  he  should  abroad  be  sent,** 

Was  whisper*d  near  him, — and  abroad  he  went; 

One  morn  they  callM  him,  Richard  answer'd  not 

They  deem'd  him  hanging,  and  in  time  forgot, — 

Yet  mis8*d  him  long,  as  each  throughout  the  dan, 

Found  he  "  had  better  spared  a  better  man." 

Now  Richard's  talents' for  the  world  were  fit. 
He'd  no  small  cunning,  and  had  some  small  wit; 
Had  that  calm  look  which  seem'd  to  all  assent. 
And  that  complacent  speech  which  nothing  meant; 
He'd  but  one  care,  and  that  he  strove  to  hide. 
How  best  for  Richard  Monday  to  provide. 
Steel,  through  <)ppoeing  plates,  the  magnet  draws. 
And  steely  atoms  culls  nom  dust  and  straws ; 
And  thus  our  hero,  to  his  interest  true, 
Gold  through  all  bars  and  from  each  trifle  drew ; 
But  still  more  surely  round  the  world  to  go. 
This  fortune's  child  had  neither  friend  nor  fee. 
Long  lost  to  us,  at  last  our  man  we  trace,*^ 
Sir  Richard  Monday  died  at  Monday-place : 
His  lady's  worth,  his  daughter's  we  peruse. 
And  find  his  grandsons  afi  as  rich  as  Jews: . 
He  gave  referming  charities  a  sum. 
And  bought  the  blessings  of  the  blind  and  dumb; 
Bequeatlied  to  missions  money  from  the  stocks, 
And  Bibles  issued  from  his  private  box ; 
But  to  his  native  place  severely  just. 
He  left  a  pittance  bound  in  rigid  trust; — 
Two  paltry  pounds,  on  eveiy  quarter's-day, 
(At  church  produced)  fer  ferty  loaves  should  pay ; 

.  A  stinted  gifl  that  to  the  parish  shows 

'.  He  kept  in  mind  their  bounty  and  their  blows ! 
To  farmers  three,  the  year  has  given  a  son, 

'Fmch  on  the  Moor,  and  French,  and  Middleton. 

'Twice  in  this  year  a  female  Giles  I  see, 

.A  Spalding  once,  and  once  a  Barnaby : — 
A  humble  man  is  he,  and  when  tiiey  meet, 

*  Our  farmers  find  him  on  a  distant  seat ; 

'There  for  their  wit  he  serves  a  constant  theme,-— 


**  They  praise  his  dairy,  they  extol  his  team. 
They  ask  the  price  of  each  unrivail'd  steed. 
And  whence  bis  sheep,  that  admirable  breed  7 
His  thriving  arts  they  beg  he  would  explain. 
And  where  he  puts  the  money  he  must  gain. 
They  have  their  daughters,  but  they  fear  their  friend 
Would  think  his  sons  too  much  would  condescend; 
They  have  their  sons  who  would  their  fortunes  try. 
But  fear  his  daughters  will  their  suit  deny." 
So  runs  the  joke,  while  James,  with  sigh  profeond* 
And  face  of  care,  looks  moveless  on  the  ground  * 
His  cares,  his  sighs,  provoke  the  insult  more. 
And  point  the  jest — Ibr  Barnaby  is  poor. 

Last  in  my  list,  five  untaught  lads  appear; 
Their  fether  dead,  compassion  sent  them  here«— • 
For  still  that  rustic  infidel  denied 
To  have  their  names  with  solemn  rite  applied ; 
His,  a  lone  house,  by  Deadman's  Dyke-way  •tood 
And  his,  a  nirhtly  haunt,  in  Lonely-wood : 
E!ach  village  wn  has  heard  the  rufloan  boost. 
That  he  believed  **  in  neither  God  nor  ghost ; 
That,  when  the  sod  upon  the  sinner  press'd. 
He,  like  the  saint,  had  everlastipg  rest ; 
That  never  priest  believed  his  doctrines  true. 
But  would,  fer  profit,  own  himself  a  Jew, 
Or  worship  wood  and  stone,  as  honest  h^then  do ; 
That  foob  alone  on  future  worlds  rely, 
And  all  who  die  for  faith,  deserve  to  die." 

These  maxims, — ^part  th'  attomey*&  clerk  pro* 
fess'd, 

His  own  transcendent  genius  fennd  the  rest 
Our  pious  matrons  heard,  and  much  amazed, 
Gazed  on  the  man,  and  trembled  as  they  ffaaed; 
And  now  his  fece  explored,  and  now  his  feet, 
Man's  dreaded  foe  in  this  bad  man  to  meet : 
But  him  our  drunkards  os  their  champion  raised. 
Their  bishop  coll'd,  and  as  their  hero  praised ; 
Though  most,  when  sober,  and  the  rest,  when  sick, 
Had  little  question  whence  his  bishopric. 

But  he,  triumphant  spirit!  all  things  dared. 
He  poach'd  the  wood,  and  on  the  warren  snared; 
'Twas  his,  at  cards,  each  novice  to  trepan. 
And  coll  the  wants  of  rogues  the  rights  of  man ; 
Wild  as  the  winds,  he  let  his  o£bpring  rove. 
And  deem'd  the  mariiage-bond  the  bane  of  love. 

What  age  and  sickness,  for  a  man  so  bold. 
Hod  done,  we  know  not , — ^none  beheld  him  old : 
By  ni^ht,  as  business  urged,  he  sought  the  wood^— 
The  ditch  was  deep, — ^the  rain  had  caused  a  flood,— « 
The  foot-bridge  fail'd,^he  plunged  beneath  the 

deep, 
And  slept,  if  truth  were  his,  th*  eternal  sleepw 

These  have  we  named ;  on  life's  rough  sea  thej 
sail, 

With  many  a  prosperous,  many  an  adverse  gale  ! 
Where  passion  soon,  likp  powerful  winds,  will  ra^^ 
And  prudence  wearied,  with  their  strength  enga^; 
Then  each,  in  aid,  shall  some  companion  ask. 
For  help  or  oomfert  in  the  tedious  task ; 
And  what  that  help— wha^oys  from  union  flo^ 
What  good  or  ill,  we  neztprepare  to  show ; 
And  row,  meantime,  our  weary  bark  ashore. 
As  Spenser  his — ^but  not  with  Spenser's  oar.* 

*  AHuiiioiw  of  thif  kind  are  to  be  found  in  Ibo  TnJXf  Qnocu, 
See  the  end  of  iIm  firal  book,  and  other  plaeee. 


THE  PARISH  REGISTER. 


25 


PART  II. 


MARRIAGES. 

IVabete  li  qua  vole*.  qiumTii  propecabitis  ambo, 
DiAr ;  babeat  parrs  eonuaoda  ma«aa  more. 

Ovid.  Fast.  Bb.  iii. 


PrerioDs  ooDstderation  neceBsary :  yet  Dot  too  long^ 
Delay — Imprudent  Marria^  of  old  Kirk  and  bu' 
Secvant — Compariaon  between  an  ancient  and 
yonthfiil  Partner  to  a  youngf  man — Prudence  of 
IXxiaU  the  Gardener  —  Parish  Wedding:  the 
eompetted  Bridegroom  :  Day  of  Marriage,  how 
spent — Relation  of  the  accompliahinente  of 
Phcebe  Dawaon,  a  rustic  Beauty:  her  Lover: 
his  Courtship :  their  Marriage  —  Misery  of  Pre- 
cipitation— ^Tbe  wealthy  Couple :  Rehiotance  in 
the  Huflbuid ;  why  7 — ^Unusually  fair  Signjutures 
m  the  Roister :  the  common  kind  —  Seduction 
of  Lucy  Collins  by  Footman  Daniel :  her  rustic 
Lover :  her  Return  to  Him — ^An  ancient  .Couple : 
Comparisons  on  the  Occasion  —  More  pleasant 
Tiew  of  Village  Matrimony:  Farmers  cele- 
bnting^  the  Day  of  Marriage :  their  Wires  — 
Reobea  and  Rachel,  a  happy  Pair :  an  Exanvle 
of  ptiident  delay — Reflections  oa  their  Sate 
who  were  not  so  prudent,  and  its  ImprovenAent 
towards  the  Termination  of  Life :  an  old  Man 
80  arcamstanced — Attempt  to  s6duce  a  Village 
Beauty  :  Persuasion  and  Reply ;  the  Event 


DatoseD  to  wed,  e*en  while  you  hasten,  stay ; 
^liere*s  great  advantage  in  a  small  delay : 
IFliaB  Ovid  sang,  and  much  the  wise  approve 
This  prudent  maxim  of  the  priest  of  Love : 
If  poor,  delay  for  future  want  prepares,* 
Aiiid  eases  humble  life  of  half  its  cares; 
ff  rieh,  delay  shall  brace  the  tbougfatfui  mind, 
T  endure  the  ills  that  e*en  the  happiest  find : 
Ddaj  shall  knowledge  yield  on  either  part. 
And  show  the  vahie  of  the  vanquishM  heart; 
The  humours,  passions,  merits,  failings  prove, 
And  gently  raise  the  veil  thafs  worn  by  Love ;      j 
Love,  that  impatient  guide  \ — too  proud  to  think    I 
Of  vulgar  vrants,  of  clothing,  meat,  and  drink. 
Urges  our  amorous  swains  their  joys  to  seize, 
And  then,  at  rags  and  hunger  f^ghten^l,  flees : — 
Yet  not  too  long  in  cold  debate  remain ; 
Till  age  refrain  not — but  if  old,  refrain.  ^ 

By  no  sueh  rule  would  Gafier  Kirk  be  tried ; /i 
First  in  the  year  he  led  a  blooming  bride,  \J 
And  stood  a  wither'd  elder  at  her  side.  ' 

Oh !  Nathan !  Nathan !  at  thy  years  trepannM, 
To  take  a  wanton  harlot  by  the  hand  ! 
^aoo,  who  wert  used  so  tartly  to  express 
Til  J  sense  of  matrimonial  happiness. 
Tin  every  youth,  whose  bariffl  at  church  were  read. 
Strove  Dot'to  meet,  or  meeting,  hung  his  head ; 
And  every  lass  forbore  at  thee  to  look, 

I  A  sly  old  fish,  too  cunning  for  the  hook ; —  _ 
And  now  at  sixty,  that  pert  dame  to  see,       ^ 
Of  aO  thy  savings  mistress,  and  of  thee ; 
3  D 


Now  will  the  lads,  rememb*ring  insults  past. 
Cry,  "  What,  the  wise  pne  in  the  trap  at  last !" 

Fie  I  Nathan !  fie !  to  let  an  artful  jade 
The  close  recesses  of  thine  heart  invade; 
What  grievous  pan^rs !  what  suffering  she^ll  impart, 
And  fill  with  anguish  that  rebellious  heart ; 
For  thou  wilt  strive  incessantly,  in  vain, 
By  threatening  speech,  thy  freedom  to  regain : 
But  she  for  conquest  married,  nor  will  prove 
A  dupe  to  thee,  thine  anger,  or  thy  love; 
Clamorous  her  tongue  will  be; — of  either  sex 
She'll  gather  friends  around  thee,  and  perplex        i 
Thy  doubtful  soul : — thy  money  she  will  waste,     I 
In  tlie  vain  ran>bling  of  a  vulgar  taste ; 
And  will  be  happy  to  exert  her  power, 
In  every  eye,  in  thine,  at  every  hour. 

Then  wilt  thou  bluster—'*  No !  I  will  not  rest, 
And  See  consumed  each  shilling  of  {ny  chest :"  «> 
Thou  wilt  be  vaUant,— **  When  thy  coosins  calif  ^ 
I  will  abuse  and  shut  my  door  on  all  :** 
Thou  wilt  be  cruel !— **  What  the  law  allows, 
That  be  thy  portion,  my  ungrateful  spouse ! 
Nor  other  shillings  shalt  thou  then  receive, 
And  when  I  die"—"  What !  may  I  this  believe  ? 
Are  these  true  tender  tears  7  and  does  my  Kitty 

grieve? 
Ah !  crafly  vixen,  thine  old  man  has  fears/ 
But  weep  no  more !  I  'm  melted  by  thy  tears, 
Spare  but  my  money ;  thou  shalt  rule  mje  still. 
And  see  thy  coosins— there !  I  burn  the  will."— 

Thus,  witli  example  sad,  our  year  began, 
A  wanton  vixen  and  a  weary  man ; 
"  But  had  this  tale  in  other  guise  been  told,'* 
Young  let  the  lover  be,  the  lady  old, 
And  that  disparity  of  years  shall  prove 
No  bane  of  peace,  although  some  bar  to  love : 
'T  is  not  the  worst,  our  nuptial  ties  agiong, 
That   joins  the  ancient  bride    and    bridegroom 

\     young ; — 
Youn^  wives,  like  changing  winds,  their  power 

display, 
By  shifting  points  and  varying  day  by  day ; 
No^  zephyrs  mild,  now  whirlwinds  in  their  force, 
They  sometimes  speed,  but  often  thwart  our  course ; 
And  much  experienced  should  that  pilot  be. 
Who  sails  with  them  on  life's  tempestuous  sea. 
But  like  a  trade.win4  is  the  ancient  dame, 
Mild  to  your  wish,  and  every  day  the  same ; 
Steady  as  time,  no  sudden  squalls  you  fear. 
But  set  full  sail,  and  with  assurance  steer ; 
Till  every  danger  in  ypur  way  be  passM, 
And  tlien  she  gently,  mildly  breathes  her  last ' 
Rich  you  arrive,  in  port  awhile  remain, 
And  for  a  second  venture  sail  again. 

For  this,  blithe  Donald  southward  made  his  way. 
And  left  the  lasses  on  the  banks  of  Tay ; 
Him  to  a  neighbouring  garden  fortune  sent. 
Whom  we  beheld,  aspiringly  content : 
Patient  and  mild,  he  sought  the  dame  to  please 
Who  ruled  the  kitchen  and  who  bore  the  keys. 
Fair  Lucy  first,  the  laundrv^s  grace  and  pride. 
With  smiles  and  gracious  looks,  her  fortune  tried; 
But  all  in  vain  she  praised  his  "  pawky  eyne,** 
Where  never  fondness  was  for  Lucy  seen  : 
Him  the  mild  Susan,  boast  of  dairies,  loved, 
And  found  him  civil,  cautious,  and  unmoved : 
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From  many  a  iVagraot  sunplo,  Catharine's  skill 
Drew  oil  and  essence  irom  the  boiling  still ; 
But  not  her  warmth,  nof  all  her  winnbg  ways, 
From  bis  cool  phlegm  could  Donald's  spirit  raise ; 
Of  beauty  heedless,  with  the  merry  mute, 
To  Mistress  Dobson  be  preferred  his  suit ; 
There  proved  his  service,  there  addressed  his  tows. 
And  saw  her  mistress, — friend,  —  protectress, — 
spouse; 
,  A  butler  now,  Jie  thanks  his  powerfiil  bride, 
•  And,  like  her  keys,  keeps  constant  at  her  side. 

(Next  at  our  altar  stood  a  luckless  pair, 
Brought  by  strong  passions  and  a  warrant  there ; 
By  long  rent  cloak,  hung  loosely,  strove  the  bride. 
From  evVy  eye,  what  afl  perceived  to  hide. 
While  the  boy-bridegroom,  shuffling  in  his  pace, 
Now  hid  awhile  and  then  exposed  his  faco ; 
As  shame  alternately  with  anger  strove, 
The  brain  confused  with  muddy  ale  to  move : 
In  haste  and  stammering  he  perfbrm'd  his  part, 
And  lookM  the  rage  that  rankled  in  his  heart ; 
(So  will  earh  lover  inly  curse  his  fiite. 
Too  soon  made  happy,  and  made  wise  too  late :) 
I  saw  his  restores  take  a  savage  gloom, 
And  deeply  tlireaten  for  the  days  to  come.    ■ 
Low  spake  the  lass,  and  Usp'd  and  minced  the  while, 
Look*d  on  the  lad,  and  -fiuntly  tried  to  smile ; 
With  softenM  speech  and  humbled  tone  she  strove 
To  stir  the  embers  of  departed  love : 
While  he,  a  tyrant,  frowning  walk'd  before, 
Felt  the  poor  parse,  and  sought  the  pabUc  door, 
She  sadly  following  in  submission  went. 
And  saw  the  final  shilling  fbuUv  spent ; 
Then  to  her  father's  hut  the  pair  withdrew, 
And  bade  to  love  and  comfort  long  adieu ! 
Ah !  fly  temptation,  youth,  refrain !  refrain ! 
I  preach  for  ever ;  but  I  preach  in  vain  I 

Two  summers  since,  I  saw,  at  Lammas  Fair, 
The  sweetest  flower  that  ever  blossom'd  there, 
When  Ph<Bbe  Dawson  gaily  croesM  the  green. 
In  haste  to  see  and  happy  to  be  seen : 
Her  air,  her  manners,  all  who  sow,  admired ; 
Courteous  though  coy,  and*  gentle  though  retired ; 
The  joy  of  youth  and  health  her  eyes  display'd. 
And  case  of  heart  her  every  look  convey'd ; 
A  native  skill  her  simple  robes  express'd, 
As  with  untutorM  ele^nce  she  dressM : 
Tlie  lads  around  admired  so  fair  a  sight. 
And  Phoebe  felt,  and  felt  she  gave,  delight 
Admirers  soon  of  every  age  she  gain*d. 
Her  beauty  won  them  and  her  worth  retained ; 
Envy  itself  could  no  contempt  display, 
They  wish'd  her  well,  whom  yet  they  wish*d  away. 
Correct  in  thought,  she  judged  a  servant's  place 
Preserved  a  rustic  beauty  from  disgrace ; 
But  yet  on  Sanday.eve,  in  freedom's  hour. 
With  secret  joy  she  felt  that  beauty's  power. 
When  some  proud  bliss  upon  the  heart  would  steal. 
That,  poor  or  rich,  a  beauty  still  must  feel. — 

At  length,  the  yoiith,  ordain'd  to  move  her  breast, 
Hefore  the  swains  with  bolder  spirit  press'd ; 
With  looks  less  timid  made  his  passion  known. 
And  pleased  by  manners  most  unlike  her  own  ; 
Loud  though  in  love,  and  confident  though  young ; 
Fierufj  in  &b  air,  and  voluble  of  tongue ; 


) 


By  trade  a  tailor,  though,  in  scorn  of  trade. 
He  served  the  *Squire,  knd  brush'd  the  coat  he  made: , 
Yet  now,  would  Phoebe  her  consent  afford. 
Her  slave  alone,  again  he'd  mount  the  board ; 
With  her  should  years  of  growing  love  be  spent, 
And  growing  wealth  :^-6he  sigb'd  and  look'd  ooDi 

sent 
Now,  through  the  lane,  up  hill,  and  'croai  the 

green, 
(Seen  by  but  few,  and  blushing  to  be  seen — 
Dejected,  thoughtful,  anxious,  and  afraid,) 
Led  by  the  lover,  walk'd  the  silent  maid : 
Slow  through  the  meadows  roved  they,  many  a  mik 
Toy'd  by  each  bank  and  trifled  at  each  stUe ; 
Where,  as  he  painted  every  blissful  view. 
And  highly  colour'd  what  he  strongly  di«w, 
The  pensive  damsel,  prone  to  tender  fears, 
Dimm'd  the  fiJse  prospect  with  prophetic  ten 
Thus  paas'd  th*  allotted  hours,  till  lingering  latc^ 
The  lover  loiter'd  at  the  master's  gate ; 
There  he  pronounced  adieu ! — and  yet  would  itty 
Till  chiddenr-^soothed^-entreated — forced  ftway ; 
He  would  of  coldness,  though  indulged,  riwnplinii 
And  od  retire,  and  oft  return  again ; 
When,  if  his  teasing  vex'd  her  gentle  mind. 
The  grief  assumed,  oompeH'd  her  to-be  kind ! 
For  he  would  proof  of  luighted  kindness  crvfe. 
That  she  resented  fint,  and  then  forgave. 
And  to  his  grief  and  penance  yielded  moie 
Than  hb  presumption  had  required  before*^ 
Ah !  fly  teroptetion,  youth ;  refrain !  refirain ! 
Each  yielding  maid  and  each  presuming  swmin  I 

Lo!  now  with  red  rent  cloak  and  bonnet  black, 
And  torn  green  gown  loose  hanging  at  her  back, 
One  who  an  in^t  in  her  arms  sustolns. 
And  seems  in  patience  striving  with  her  pains ; 
Pinch'd  are  her  looks,  as  one  who  pines  for  bread, 
Whose  cares  are  growing,  and  whose  hopes  aro  flad ; 
Pole  her  parch'd  lips,  her  heavy  eyes  sunk  low. 
And  tears  unnoticed  from  their  channels  flow ; 
Serene  her  manner,  till  some  sudden  pain 
Frete  the  meek  soul,  and  then  she's  calm  again  ^-* 
Her  broken  piteher  to  the  pool  she  takes. 
And  every  step  with  cautious  terror  makes ; 
For  not  uone  that  infant  in  her  arms, 
But  nearer  cause,  her  anxious  soul  alarms. 
With  water  burthen'd,  then  she  picks  her  way, 
Slowly  and  cautious,  in  the  clinging  clay ; 
THIl,  in  mid-green,  she  truste  a  ^ace  unsound. 
And  deeply  plunges  in  th'  adhesive  ground : 
Thence,  but  with  pain,  her  slender  toot  she  take^ 
While  hope  the  mind  as  strength  the  frame  fbraakes; 
For  when  so  full  the  cup  of  sorrow  grows. 
Add  biit  a  drop,  it  instantly  o'erflows. 
And  now  her  path  but  not  her  peace  she  gains. 
Safe  from  her  task,  but  shivering  with  her  pains ; 
Her  home  she  reaches,  open  leaves  the  door. 
And  placing  first  her  infant  on  the  floor, 
She  bares  her  bosom  to  the  wind,  and  sits, 
And  sobbing  struggles  with  the  rising  fito : 
In  vain,  they  come,  she  feels  th'  inflating  grie^ 
That  shute  the  swelling  bosom  from  relief; 
That  speaks  in  feeble  cries  a  soul  distress'd. 
Or  the  sad  laugh  that  cannot  be  repress'd. 
The  neighbour.matron  leaves  her  wheel,  and  flies 
With  all  the  aid  her  poverty  supplies ; 
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IhifeeM,  the  calls  of  nature' she  obeys, 
Not  led  by  profit,  nor  aliored  by  pmiec ; 
And  waiting  long,  till  these  oonientions  cease, 
Sbe  speaks  of  comfort,  and  depax ts  in  peace. 

Friend  of  distress !  the  mourner  feels  thy  aid, 
8he  cannot  pay  thee,  but  thou  wilt  be  paid. 

fiat  who  this  child  of  weakness,  want,  and  care  ? 

I  Tii  Phoebe  I^wson.  pride  of  Lammas  Fair^ 
Who  took  her  lorer  for  his  sparkling  eyes, 
£x{radane  warm,  and  love-inspiring  lies : 
Coopiasion  first  assaiPd  her  gentle  heart. 
For  all  his  snfiering,  all  his  bosom's  smart : 
"And  then  his  fwayers !  Uiey  would  a  savage  move, 
Aod  win  the  coldest  of  the  sex  to  love :" — 
Ikrt  ah !  too  soon  his  looks  success  declared, 

woo  kte  her  loss  the  marriage-rite  repairM ; 

■he  &ithleas  flatterer  then  his  vows  forgot, 

P^  eaptious  tyrant  or  a  noisy  sot : 

Klf  present,  railing,  (ill  he  saw  her  painM ; 

I  If  ahient,  qwnding  what  their  labours  gained  ; 

I  Tin  that  &]r  form  in  want  and  sickness  pined, 
Aad  hope  and  comfort  fied  that  gentle  mind, 
^hen  fly  temptation,  youth ;  resist,  refrain  ! . 
Nor  let  me  preach  Sat  ever  and  in  vain ! 

Next  cams  a  weH-dress^d  pair,  who4efl  their  coach, 
Aad  made,  in  long  procession,  slow  approach : 
Fcr  this  gay  bride  had  many  a  female  iriend. 
And  youths  were  there,  tliis  &vour*d  youth  t*attend : 
fist,  nor  wanting  due  respect,  the  crowd 
ftood  hombly  round,  and  gratulstion  bow'd ; 
M  not  that  silent  crowd,  In  wonder  fiz'd, 
«t  BomeroDs 'friends,  who  praise  and  envy  mix*d, 
Mr  nymphs  attending  near  to  swell  the  pride 
Of  oae  more  fiur,  the  ever-smiling  bride ; 
«r  that  gay  bride,  adom*d  with  every  grace, 
Ifcrlofe  nor  joy  triumphant  in  her  fiice, 
^bU  fiom  the  youth's,  sad  signs  of  sorrow  chase . 
why  didst  thoa  grieve  ?  wealth,  pleasure,  freedom, 
thine; 
Jtfd  it  thy  soul,  that  freedom  to  resign  ? 
Ue  Scandal  truth?  **  Thou  didst  not  then  intend 
lb  toon  to  bring*  thy  wooing  to  an  end  ?" 
^vas it,  as  oar  prating  rustics  say, 
»«id  as  soon,  but  in  a  different  way? 
^faiU  thy  Phyllis  is  a  skilful  dame, 
2»  play'd  oninjared  with  the  dangerous  flame : 
jH  while,  like  Lovelace,  thou  thy  coat  displayed. 
Am  hid  the  snare  for  her  affection  laid, 
w,  with  her  net,  she  found  the  means  to  catch, 
^  at  the  amorous  see-saw,  won  the  matoh  :* 
KCt  others  tell,  the  Captain  fix'd  thy  doubt, 
n  edl  thee  brother,  or  he'd  call  thee  out  :— 

'  lert  the  motive—all  retreat  too  late, 
like  thy  bride's  should  on  thy  brow  have  sate ; 
deed  had  then  appear'd  thine  own  intent, 

glorious  day,  by  gracious  fortune  sent, 

«idi  revolving  year  to  be  in  triumph  spent 

^    m  few  weeks  that  cloudy  brow  had  been 

rtbont  a  wonder  or  a  whisper  seen ; 

id  none  had  been  so  weak  as  to  inquire, 

whv  pouts   my  Lady  r  or  "why  frowns  tJie 

•Ckrisn.  ToLrii  Lovalaoe**  Lsttar. 


How 'fair  these  names,  how  much  unlike  they 
look 
To  all  the  blurr'd  subscriptions  in  my  book : 
The  bridegroom's  letters  stand  in  row  above. 
Tapering  yet  stout,  like  pine-trees  in  his  grove ; 
While  free  and  fine  the  bride's  appear  below. 
As  light  and  slender  as  her  jasmines  grow. 
Matk  now  in  what  confusion,  stoop  or  stand, 
The  crooked  scrawls  of  many  a  clownish  hand ; 
Now -out,  now  in,  they  droop,  they  fall,  they  rise. 
Like  raw  recruits  drawn  forth  for  exercise ; 
Ere  yet  reform'd  and  modell'd  by  the  drill. 
The  free-bom  legs  stand  striding  as  they  will. 

Much  have  I  tried  to  guide  the  fist  along. 
But  still  the  blunderers  placed  their  blottings  wrong: 
Behold  these  marks  uncouth !  how  strange  that  men 
Who  guide  the  plough,  should  fail  to  guide  the  pen ! 
For  half  a  mile,  the  furrows  even  lie ; 
For.  half  an  inch  the  letters  stand  awry ; — 
Our  peasants,  strong  and  sturdy  in  the  field. 
Cannot  these  arms  of  idle  students  wield : 
Like  tbem,  in  feudal  days,  their  valiant  lords 
Resign'd  the  pen  and  grasp'd  their  conqu'ring 

swords ; 
They  to  robed  clerks  and  poor  dependent  men 
Left  the  light  duties  of  the  peaceful  pen ; 
Nor  to  their  ladies  wrote,  but  sought  to  prove. 
By  deeds  of  death,  their  hearts  were  fill'd  with  love. 

But  yet,  small  arts  have  charms  foV  female  eyes ; 
Our  rustic  nymphs  the  beau  and  scholar  prize ; 
Uhletter'd  swains  and  ploughmen  coarse  they  slight. 
For  those  who  dress,  and  amorous  scroHs  indite. 

For  Lucy  Collins  happier  days  had  been. 
Had  Footman  Daniel  scorn'd  his  native  green ; 
Or  when  he  came  an  idle  coxcomb  down, 
Had  he  his  love  reserved  for  lass  in  town ; 
To  Stephen  Hill  she  then  had  pledged  her  truth,— 
A  sturdy,  sober,  kind,  unpolish'd  youth ; 
But  from  the  day,  that  fiital  day  she  spied 
The  pride  of  Daniel,  Daniel  was  her  pride."" 
In  all  concerns  was  Stephen  just  and  true ; 
But  coarse  his  doublet  was  and  patch'd  in  view, 
And  fblt  his  stockings  were,  and  blacker  than  his 

shoe; 
While  Daniel's  linen  all  was  fine  and  fair,— • 
His  master  wore  it,  and  he  deign'd  to  wear : 
(To  wear  his  livery,  some  respeet  might  prove ; 
To  wear  his  linen,  must  be  sign  of  love :) 
Blue  was  his  coat,  unsoil'd  by  spot  or  stain ; 
His  hose  were  silk,  his  shoes  of  Spanish-grain ; 
A  silver  knot  his  breadth  of  shoulder  bore ; 
A  diamond  buckle  blazed  his  breast  before- 
Diamond  he  swore  it  was !  and  show'd  it  as  he 

swore ; 

Rings  on  his  fingen  shone ;  his  milk-white  hand 
Could  pick-tooth  case  and  box  fer  snuff  command' 
And  thus,  with  clouded  cane,  a  fop  complete. 
He  stalk'd{  the  jest  and  glory  of  the  street 
Joitt'd  with  these  powers,  he  could  so  sweetly  sing. 
Talk  with  such  toss,  and  saunter  with  such  swing ; 
Laugh  with  such  glee,  and  trifie  with  such  art. 
That  Lucy's  promise  fail'd  to  shield  her  heart 

Stephen,  meantime,  to  ease  his  amorous  cares, 
Fix'd  his  fbll  mind  upon  his  farm's  afiairs; 
Tjvo  pigs,  a  cow,  and  wethers  half  a  score. 
Increased  his  stock,  and  still  he  look'd  for  more 
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He,  for  his  acres  few,  eo  duly  paid, 
That  yet  more  acres  to  his  lot  were  laid  ; 
Till  our  chaste  nymphs  no  longer  felt  disdain. 
And  prudent  matrons  praised  the  frugal  swain ; 
Who  thriving  well,  through  many  a  fruitftil  year, 
Now  clothed  himself  anew,  and  acted  overseer. 


Just  then  poor  Lucy,  from  her  friend  in  town, 
Fled  in  pure  fbar,  and  came  a  heggar  down ; 
Trembling,  at  Stephen's  door  she  knock*d    for 

breads — 
Was  chiflden  first,  next  pitied,  and  then  fed ; 
Then  sat  at  Stephen's  board,  then  shared  in  Ste- 

[  phen's  bed : 

•  AH  hope  of  marriage  lost  in  her  disgrace, 
He  mourns  a  flame  revived,  and  she  a  love  of  lace. 
Now  to  be  wed  a  well-match'd  couple  came  ; 

I  Twice  had  old  Lodge  been  tied,  and  twice  the  dame ; 
Tottering  they  came  and  toying,  (odious  scene  I) 
And  fond  and  simple,  as  they  'd  always  been. 
Children  from  wedlock  we  by  laws  restrain ; 
Why  not  prevent  them,  when  they  're  such  agaUi  7 
Why  not  forbid  the  doting  souls,  to  prove 
Th'  indecent  fondling  of  preposterous  love  f 
In  spite  of  prudence,  uncontroll'd  by  shame, 
The  amorous  .senior  woos  the  toothless  dame, 
Relating  idly,  at  the  closing  eve, 
The  youthfril  follies  he  disdains  to  leave ; 
Till  youthful  follies  wake  a  transient  fire, 
When  arm  in  arm  they  totter  and  retire.  i 

So  a  fond  pair  of  solemn  birds,  all  day,  | 

Blink  in  their  seat,  and  doze  ti>e  hours  away ; 
Then  by  the  moon  awaken'd,  forth  they  move. 
And  fright  the  songsters  with  their  cheerless  love. 

So  two  sear  trees,  dry,  stunted,  and  unsound, 
Each  other  catch,  when  dropping  to  the  ground ; 
E2ntwine  their  wither'd  arms  'gamst  wind  and  wea- 
ther, 
And  shake  their  leafless  heads  and  drop  together. 

So  two  cold  limbs,  touch'd  by  Galvani's  wire. 
Move  with  new  life,  and  feel  awaken'd  fire ; 
Quivering  ^while,  their  flaccid  forms  remain. 
Then  turn  to  cold  torpidity  again. 

**  But  ever  firowns  your  Hymen  7  man  and  maid. 
Are  all  repenting,  sujflfering,  or  betray'd  7" 
Forbid  it,  Love !  we  have  our  couples  here 
Who  hail  the  day  in  each  revolving  year  : 
These  are  with  us,  as  in  the  world  around ; 
They  are  not  frequent,  but  they  may  be  found. 

Our  farmers  too,  what  though  they  fail  to  prove. 
In  Hymen's  bonds,  the  tenderest  slaves  of  love, 
(Nor,  like  those  pairs  whom  sentiment  unites. 
Feel  they  the  fervour  of  the  mind's  delights ;) 
Yet  coarsely  kind  and  comfortably  gay. 
They  heap  the  board  and  hail  the  happy  day : 
And  though  the  bride,  now  freed  from  school,  admits. 
Of  pride  implanted  there,  some  transient  fits ; 
Yet  soon  she  casts  her  girlish  flights  aside. 
And  in  substantial  blessings  rests  her  pride. 
No  more  she  moves  in  measured  steps,  no  more 
Runs,  with  bewilder^  ear,  her  music  o*er ; 
No  more  recites  her  French  the  hinds  among. 
But  chides  her  maidens  in  her  mother-tongue ; 
Her  tambour-frame  she  leaves  and  diet  spare, 
PUtia  work  and  plenty  with  her  hoose  to  share; 


Till,  all  her  varnish  lost,  in  fbw  short  years, 
In  all  her  vrortht  the  farmer's  wife  appears. 

Yet  not  the  ancient  kind  ;  nor  she  who  gave 
Her  soul  to  gain — a  mistress  and  a  stave : 
Who  not  to  sleep  allow'd  the  needful  time ; 
To  whom  repose  was  loss,  and  sport  a  crime ; 
Who,  in  her  mfeanest  room  (and  all  were  mean), 
A  noisy  drudge,  from  morn  till  night  was  seen  h- 
But  she,  the  daughter,  boasU  a  decent  room, 
Adom'd  with  Wpet,  form'd  in  Wilton's  loom; 
Fair  prints  along  the  paper'd  wall  are  spread ; 
There,  Werter  sees  tlie  sportive  children  fed. 
And  Charlotte,  here,  bewails  her  lover  dead. 


*T  is  here,  assembled;  while  in  space  apart 
Their  husbands,  drinking,  warm  the  opening  heart. 
Our  neighbouring  dames,  on  festal  days,  unite 
With  tongues  more  fluent  and  with  hearts  as  ligbt ) 
Theirs  is  that  art,  which  English  wives  alone 
Profess — a  boast  and  privilege  their  own ; 
An  art  it  is,  where  each  at  once  attends 
To  all,  and  claims  attention  from  her  friends, 
When  they  engage  the  tongue,  the  eye,  the  ear. 
Reply  when  list'ning,  and  when  speaking  bear  ? 
The  ready  converse  knows  no  dull  delays, 
"■  But  double  are  the  pains,  and  double  be  the 
praise."* 

Yet  not  to  those  alone  who  bear  command 
Heaven  gives  a  heart  to  hail  the  marriage  band ; 
Among  their  servants,  we  the  pairs  can  show, 
Who  much  to  love  and  more  to  prudence  owe  : 
Reuben  and  Rachel,  though  as  fond  as  doves, 
Were  yet  discreet  and  cautious  in  their  loves ; 
Nor  would  attend  to  Cupid's  wild  commands. 
Till  cool  reflection  bade  them  join  their  hande  : 
When  both  were  poor,  they  thought  it  argued  ill 
Of  hasty  love  to  make  tliem  poorer  still ; 
Year  after  year,  with  savings  long  laid  by. 
They  bought  the  future  dwelling's  full  sapfHy  ; 
Her  frugal  fancy  cuU'd  the  smaUer  ware. 
The  weightier  purchase  ask'd  her  Reuben's  care  j 
Together  then  their  last  year*s  gain  they  threw. 
And  lo !  an  auction'd  bed,  with  curtains  neat  wan 

new. 
Thus  both,  as  prudence  counsell'd,  wisely,  stayed. 
And  cheerful  then  the  calls  of  Love  obey'd  : 
What  if^  when  Rachel  gave  her  hand,  't  was  one 
Embrown'd  by  Winter's  ice  and  Summer^s  sun  t 
What  if,  in  Reuben's  hair,  the  fomale  eye 
Usurping  grey  among  the  black  could  spy  7 
What  if,'in  both,  life's  bloomy  flush  was  lost. 
And  their  full  autumn  felt  the  mellowing  froat  ? 
Yet  time,  who  blow'd  the  rose  of  youth  away. 
Had  left  the  vigorous  stem  without  decay ; 
Like  those  tall  elms,  in  Farmer  Frankford's  gromM 
They'll  grow  no  more, — but  all  their  grrowth  i 

sound; 
By  time  confirm'd  and  rooted  in  the  land, 
llie  storms  they  've  stood  still  promise  they  aha 

stand. 

These  are  the  happier  pairs,  their  life  has  reat, 
Their  hopes  are  strong,  their  humble  portion  bleaa*! 
While  those  more  rash  to  hasty  marriage  led. 
Lament  th'  impatience  which  now  stints  tiicir  breai 
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When  Eucli  their  unloo,  years  their  ctires  increase,  |  While,  through  eacli  year,  as  healUi  and  Btrengtli 


Tlieir  hn  grows  colder,  and  their  pleasures  cease 
h  health  just  fed,  in  sickness  just  relieved  ; 
Bj  baidslups  barassM  and  by  children  grieved  ; 
In  petty  quarrels  and  in  peevish  strife, 
The  oBoe  fond  couple  waste  the  spring  of  life : 
But  when  to  age  mature  those  children  grown, 
Fiul  hopes  and  homes  and  hardships  of  their  own, 
The  hanssM  couple  feel  their  lingering  woes 
Kweding  dowly,  till  they  find  repose. 
Complaints  and  murmurs  then  are  laid  aside, 
(Bj  reasoo  these  subdued,  and  those  by  pride ;) 
Aod,  taogfat  by  care,  the  patient  man  and  wife 
AfTK  to  share  the  bitter-sweet  of  life ; 
(Life  that  has  sorrow  much  and  sorrow's  cure, 
Where  they  who  most  enjoy  shall  much  endure :) 
^  Their  rest,  their  labours,  duties,  sufieriugs,  prayers, 
Compote  the  soul,  and  fit  it  for  its  cares ; 
Their  graves  before  them  and  their  grieft  behind, 
Bstt  each  a  med'dne  for  tlie  rustic  mind ; 
Kor  has  be  eare  to  whom  his  wealth  shall  go, 
(^vbo  shall  labour  with  his  spade  and  hoe ; 
kt  aa  he  lends  the  strength  that  yet  remains, 
^  tome  dead  neighbour  on  bis  bier  sustains, 
^  with  whom  oft  he  whirl'd  the  bounding  flail, 
Tom'd  the  broad  qadt,  or  took  th*  inspiring  ale,) 
"For  Die,"  (he  meditates,)  **  shall  soon  be  <n>ne 
This  fiioidly  duty,  when  my  race  be  run ; 
Twai  6rst  in  trouble  as  in  error  pass'd, 
Birk  doods  and  atormy  cares  whole  years  overcast, 
ht  eahn  my  setthig  day,  and  sunshine  smiles  at 

hst: 
Xy  vices  ponish'd  and  my  follies  spent, 
Sot  loth  to  die,  but  yet  to  live  content, 
,lR8t:"— 4hen  casting  on  the  grave  hb  eye, 
&i  Bend  compels  a  tear,  aoid  hb  own  griefs  a  sigh. 


Ld 


Lut  on  my  list  appears  a  match  of  love, 
ad  one  of  virtue  r--happy  may  it  prove ! — 
Sr  Edward  Archer  is/an  amorous  knight, 
iad  maidens  chaste  and  lovely  shun  his  sight ; 
:Bp  bailiff's  daughter  suited  much  his  taste, 
I  Jw  Fasay  Price  was  lovely  and  was  chaste ; 
To  her  the  Knight  with  gentle  looks  drew  neat, 
Aid  timid  voice  assumed,  to  banish  fear : — 

*  Hope  of  my  Hfe,  dear  sovereign  of  my  breast, 
Which, 


^!^  V^u ^'  ^aTI^^ ^""^ """'  '^  1  That  will  not  perish,  and  that  cannot  Ly  :- 
£17,  Uwu  art  aU;tliat  my  delighted  eyes,    ^  A  livinir  iov.  that  shall  its  spirit  keen. 


abate. 

You  Ml  weep  your  woes  and  wonder  at  your  fate ; 
And  cry,  *  Behold*,*  as  life*s  last  cares  come  on, 

*  My  burthens  growing  when  my  strength  is  gone.* 

"  Now  turn  with  me,  and  all  the  young  desire, 
That  taste  can  form,  that  fancy  can  require ; 
All  that  excites  enjoyment,  or  procures 
Wealth,  health,  respect,  delight,  and  love,  arc  yours.  , 
Sparkling,  ih  cups  of  gold,  your  wi(ies  shall  flow, 
Grrace  that  fair  hand,  in  that  dear  bosom  glow ; 
Fruits  of  each  clime,  and  flowers,  through  all  the 

year 
Shall  on  your  walls  and  in  your  walks  appear ; 
Where  all  beholding,  shall  your  praise  repeat. 
No  fruit  so  temptin|r  and  no  flower  so  sweet : 
The  softest  carpets  m  your  rooms  shall  lie. 
Pictures  of  happiest  loves  shall  meet  your  eye. 
And  tallest  mirrors,  reaching  to  the  floor. 
Shall  show  you  all  the  object  I  adore ; 
Who^  by  the  hands  of  wealth  and  fiishion  dress'd, 
By  slaves  attended  and  by  friends  caressM, 
Shall  move,  a  wonder,  through  the  public  ways. 
And  hear  the  whispers  of  adoring  praise. 
Your  female  friends,  though  ffayest  of  the  gay, 
Shall  see  you  happy,  and  shaU,  sighing,  say. 
While  smothered  envy  rises  in  the  breaat, — 

*  Oh !  that  we  lived  so  beauteous  and  so  bless'd  !* 

*  "Gome  then,  my  mistress,  and  my  wife ;  for  she 
Who  trusts  my  honour  is  the  wife  for  me ; 

Your  slave,  your  husband,  and  your  friend  employ. 
In  search  of  pleasures  we  may  both  enjoy.** 

To  this  the  damsel,  meekly  firm,  replied : 
"  My  mother  loved,  was  married,  toil*d,  and  died ; 
With  joys,  she  *d  griefis,  had  troubles  in  her  course, 
But  not  one  grief  was  pointed  by  remorse ; 
My  mind  is  nx*d,  to  Heaven  I  resign, 
And  be  her  love,  her  life,  her  comforts  mine.** 

Tyrants  have  wept ;  and  those  with  hearts  of  steel. 
Unused  the  anguish  of  the  heart  to  heal. 
Have  yet  the  transient  power  of  virtue  known. 
And  felt  th*  imparted  joy  promote  their  own. 

Our  Knight,  relenting,  now  befriends  a  youth 
Who  to  the  yielding  maid  had  vow*d  his  truth ; 
And  finds  in  that  fair  doed  a  sacred  joy 


"J  mndest  thoughts,  my  proudest  wishes  prize ; 
^  ia  that  boBom~(whst  on  earth  so  fiiir !) 
Tocradfe  some  coarse  peasants  sprawling  heir  7 
ghe  that  piSow  which  some  surly  swain 
MKf  treat  with  seom  and  agonixe  with  pain  ? 
'iMlhoD,  sweet  maid,  a  p]oughman*s  wants  to  share, 
3^  dread  his  insult,  to  support  his  care ; 
7e  hear  his  fbUiea,  his  contempt  to  prove, 
1^  (oh !  the  tmrment !)  to  endure  his  love ; 
n  want  and  deep  regret  those  charms  destroy, 
giat  time  would  spare,  if  time  were  pa8s*d  in  joy  ? 
I'lth  hhn,  in  varied  pains,  from  mom  till  night, 
Pnr  boors  shall  pass ;  yourself  a  ruffian*s  right ; 
fair  softest  bed  shall  be  the  knotted  wool; 
Tnr  purest  drink  the  waters  of  the  pool ; 
|>«f  sweetest  food  will  but  your.life  sustain, 
^  TOOT  best  pleasore  be  a  rest  fi*om  pain ; 


A  living  joy,  that  shall  its  spirit  keep, 

When  every  beauty  fades,  and  all  the  passions  sleep. 


PART  III. 


BURIALa 
Qoi  ▼alth  Adieroiitii  atii. 
dm  Stjf is  triatam,  000  triatiB,  videt,~ 

Par  illo  Reffi,  par  Sapsrit  erit 
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True  Christian  Resignation  not  frequently  to  be 
seen-^The  Register  a  melancholy  Record — A 
dying  man,  who  at  length  sends  for  a  Priest :  fo 
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what  purpose?  answered — Old  Cnllctt  of  the 
Inn,  an  instance  lof  Dr.  Young's  slow-sudden 
Death:. his  Character  and  Conduct — The  Man- 
Tiers  and  Management  of  the  widow  Goe  :  her 
successful  Attention  to  Business  7  her  Decease 
unexpected  —  The  Infant-boy  of  Gerard  Ablett 
dies :  Reflections  on  his  death,  and  the  Survivor 
his  Sister-Twin— The  funeral  of  the  deceased 
Lady  of  the  Manor  described :  her  neglected 
Mansion  :  Undertaker  and  Train :  the  Character 
which  her  monument  will  hereafter  display  — 
Burial  of  an  ancient  Maiden  :  some  former  draw 
back  on  her  Virgin-fame :  •  Description  of  her 
House  and  Household :  Her  Manners,  Appre- 
hensions, Death — Isaac  Ashford,  a  virtuous  Pea* 
sant,  dies :  his  manly  Character  :  Reluctance  to 
enter  the  Poor-House  ;  and  why  —  Misfortune 
and  Derangement  of  Intellect  in  Kobin  Dingley 
whence  they  proceeded :  he  is  not  restrained  by 
Misery  from  a  wandering'  life :  his  Tarious  re- 
turns  to  his  Parish :  his  6nal  Return — Wife  of 
Farmer  Frankford  dies  in  Prime  of  Life :  Afflic- 
tion in  Consequence  of  such  Death :  melancholy 
view  of  her  House,  etc.  on  her  Family*s  Return 
from  her  funeral:  Address  to  Sorrow  —  Leah 
Cousins,  a  noidwife :  her  Character ;  and  buc- 
cesstiil  Practice :  at  length  opposed  by  Doctor 
Ghbb  :  Opposition  in  the  Parish :  Argument  of 
the  Doctor ;  of  Leah :  her  Failure  and  Decease — 
Burial  of  Roffer  CufT,  a  Sailor :  his  Enmity  to 
bis  Family ;  how  it  originated :  his  Experiment 
and  its  Consequence — The  Register  terminates'^ 
A  Bell  heard :  Inquiry  for  whom  7  The  Sexton — 
Character  of  old  Dibble,  and  the  five  Rectors 
whom  he  served — ^Reflections — Conclusion. 


There  was,  h  is  said,  and  I  believe,  a  time, 
When  humble  Christians  died  with  views  sublime; 
When  all  were  ready  for  their  faith  to  bleed, 
But  few  to  write  or  wrangle  for  their  creed  ; 
When  lively  faith  upheld  the  sinking  heart. 
And  friends,  assured  to  meet,  prepared  to  part; 
When  Love  felt  hope,  when  sorrow  grew  serene, 
And  all  was  comfort  in  the  death-bed  scene. 

Alas !  when  now  the  gloomy  king  fhey  wait, 
n"  is  weakness  yielding  to  resistless  fate ; 
Like  wretched  men  upon  the  ocean  cast. 
They  labour  hard  and  struggle  to  the  last ; 
**■  Hope  against  hope,"  and  wildly  gaze  around. 
In  search  of  help  that  never  shall  be  found : 
Nor,  till  the  last  strong  billow  stops  the  breath, 
Will  they  believe  them  in  the  jaws  of  Death  ! 

When  these  my  records  I  reflecting  read. 
And  find  what  ills  these  numerous  births  sueceed ; 
What  powerful  griefs  these  nuptial  ties  aUend, 
With  what  regret  these  painful  journeys  end  : 
When  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave  I  look, 
Mii»e  I  conceive  a  melancholy  book. 

'^       Where  now  is  perfect  resignation  seen  ?  . 
Alas !  it  is  nut  on  the  village  green  : — 
I*ve  seldom  known,  though  I  have  oflen  read 
Of  happy  peasants  on  their  dying-bed; 
Whose  looks  proclaim'd  that  sunshine  of  the  breast. 
That  more  than  hope,  that  Heaven  itself  expressed. 


What  I  behold  are  feverish  fits  of  striie, 
*T  wixt  fears  of  dying  and  desire  of  life : 
Those  earthly  hopes,  that  to  the  last  endure ; 
7'bose  fears,  that  hopes  superior  fail  to  cure ; 
At  best  a  sad  submission  to  the  doom. 
Which,  turning  from  the  danger,  lets  it  1 


Sick  lies  the  man,  bewi]der*d,  lost,  afraid. 
His  spirits  vanquieh'd,  and  his  strength  decayed; 
No  hope  the  friend,  the  nurse,  the  doctor  len$^ 
'^Call  thea  a  priest,  and  fit  him  for  his  end." 
A  priest  is  call'd ;  't  is  now,  alas !  too  late. 
Death  enters  with  him  at  the  cottage-gate ; 
Or  time  allowM, — he  goes,  assured  to  find 
The  self-commanding,  all-confiding  mind  ; 
And  sighs  to  hear,  what  we  may  justly  call 
Death's  common-place,  the  train  of  thought  in  ill 

**True,  I'm  a  sinner,"  feebly  lie  begins. 

But  trust  in  Mercy  to  forgive  my  sins :" 
(Such  cool  confession  no  past  crimes  excite  I 
Such  claim  on  Mercy  seems  the  sinner^s  right !) 
"  I  know,  mankind  are  /^ail,  that  God  is  just, 
And  pardons  those  who  in  his  mercy  trust; 
We're  sorely  tempted  in  a  World  like  this, 
All  men  have  done,  and  I  like  all,  amiss ; 
But  now,  if  spared,  it  is  my  full  intent 
On  all  the  past  to  ponder  and  repent : 
Wrongs  against  me  I  pardon  great  and  mimII, 
And  if  I  die  I  die  in  peace  with  all." 
His  merits  thus  and  not  his  sins  confte'd. 
He  speaks  his  hopes,  and  leaves  to  Heaven  the  iwl 
Alas !  are  these  the  prospects,  dull  and  cold. 
That  dying  Christians  to  their  priests  unfold  ? 
Or  mend  the  prospect  when  th*  enthusiast  crioi, 
"  I  die  assured  !"  and  in  a  rapture  dies  7 

Ah,  where  that  humble,  self-abssing  minds' 
With  that  confiding  spirit,  shall  we  find ; 
The  mind  that,  feeling  what  repentance  brings, 
Dejection's  terror  and  Contrition's  stings. 
Feels  then  the  hope,  that  mounts  all  care  above. 
And  the  pure  joy  that  flows  from  pardoning  lovel 

Such  have  I  seen  in  death,  and  much  deplete^ 
So  many  dying — that  I  see  no  more ; 
Lo  now  ray  records,  where  I  grieve  to  trace. 
How  Death  has  triumph'd  in  so  short  a  space : 
Who  are  the  dead,  how  died  they,  I  relate. 
And  snatch  some  portion  of  their  acts  from  fete." 

With  Andrew  Collett  we  the  year  begin. 
The  blind,  fat  landlord  of  the  Old  Crown  ]im<— 
Big  as  his  butt,  aiid,  for  the  selfsame  use. 
To  take  in  stores  of  strong  fermenting  juice. 
On  his  huge  chair  beside  the  fire  he  sate, 
In  revel  chiefj  and  umpire  in  debate ; 
Each  night  his  string  of  vulgar  tales  he  told ; 
When  ale  was  cheap  and  bachelors  were  bdd : 
His  heroes  all  were  famous  in  their  days,         • 
Cheats  were  his  boast  and  drunkards  had  his  praisi 
"  One,  in  three  draughts,  three  mugs  of  ale  too 

down. 
As  mu^s  were  then,  the  champion  of  the  Crown: 
For  thrice  three  days  another  lived  on  ale. 
And  knew  no  change  but  that  of  mild  and  stale; 
Two  thirsty  soakers  watch'd  a  vessel's  side. 
When  he  the  Up,  with  dexterous  hand,  applied  • 
Nor  from  their  seats  departed,  till  they  found     ' 
The  butt  was  out,  and  heard  the  moumfol  sound 
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He  praised  a  poacher,  precious  cbild  of  fim ! 
Wko  shot  the  keeper  with  his  own  spntig.|run ; 
Nor  kw  the  smogfgler  who  the  ezciseinau  tied, 
And  left  him  hanging  at  the  birch-wood  sido, 
There  to  expire  ; — bat  one  who  saw  him  hang 
Cot  the  good  cord — a  traitor  of  the  gang. 

His  own  exploits  with  boastful  glee  he  told, 
Vbat  poods  bci  emptied  and  what  pikes  he  sold ; 
Aad  how,  when  blessM  with  sight  alert  and  gay, 
Tbenighfs  amuaements  kept  him  through  the  day. 

fle  sang  the  praises  of  those  timect,  when  all 
'  For  cards  and  dice,  as  for  their  drinks,  might  call ; 
When  justice  winked  on  every  jovial  crew, 
Aad  ten-pins  tumbled  in  the  parson^s  view.** 

He  told,  when  angry  wives,  provoked  to  rail. 
Or  drive  a  third-day  drunkard  from  his  ale, 
Wkit  were  his  triumphs,  and  how  great  the  skill 
Tbat  won  the  vezM  virago  to  his  will ;    ' 
Who  raving  came ;  then  talkM  in  milder  strain, — 
Thm  wept,  then  drank,  and  pledged  her  spouse 
agiin. 

Soch  were  his  themes:  how  knaves  o*er  laws 
prevail, 
Or,  wfien  made  captives,  bow  they  fly  fhom  jail ; 
He  jooqg  how  brave,  how  subtle  were  the  old : 
And  ostha  attested  all  that  Folly  told. 

On  death  like  his  what  name  shall  we  bestow, 
80  very  sodden  !  yet  so  very  slow  7 
*rwu  sbw  I — Disease,  aogmentinfif  year  by  yeas, 
Showed  the  grim  king  by  gradual  steps  brought 

near: 
Twig  not  less  sadden ;  in  the  night  he  died. 
Be  diank,  he  swore,  he  icsted,  and  he  lied ; 
IW  aidinj  folly  with  departing  breath : 
"iewire,  Lorenzo,  the  slow-sudden  death."    * 

Next  died  the  Widow  Goe,  an  active  dame. 
Famed  ten  miles  round,  and  worthy  all  her  fame ; 
fte  lost  her  husband  when  their  loves  were  young, 
Bat  kept  her  (arm,  her  credit,  and  her  tongue  : 
FqH  thirty  years  she  ruled,  with  matchless  skill. 
With  guiding  judgment  and  resistless  will ; 
Adiice  she  soom*d,  rebellions  she  suppressed, 
iad  SOBS  and  servants  bow*d  at  her  behest. 
iJkethKt  great  man*s,  who  to  his  Saviour  came, 
Wene  the  strong  words  of  this  commanding  dame : — 
^Coatt,**  if  she  said,  they  came ;  if**  go,**  were  gone; 
^  if'do  this,** — ^tfaat  instant  it  was  done : 
Ber  makfens  told  she  was  all  eye  and  ear, 
Ib  dtfkness  saw  and  oonld  at  distance  hear ;— 
Ko  ptriah-business  ui  the  place  could  stir, 
jHthoot  direction  or  assent  from  her : 
u  tnra  she  took  each  office  as  it  feU, 
.b^  all  their  duties,  and  discharged  them  well ; 
Tk  hxy  vagrants  in  her  presence  shook, 
And  pregnant  damsels  fear*d  her  stem  rebuke ; 
Se  look*d  on  want  with  judgment  clear  and  cool, 
^.iad  &lt  with  reason  and  bestow*d  by  rule ; 
She  iiialcfa*d  both  sons  and  daughters  to  her  mind, 
Aad  leotthem  eyc:s,fbr  Love,  she  heard,  was  blind ; 
Yet  ceaseless  still  she  throve,  alert,  alive, 
^  vorkbg  bee,  in  full  or  empty  hive ; 
ftuy  and  careful,  like  that  working  bee, 
Kotime  fiv  love  nor  tender  cares  lud  she ; 


Bat  when  our  farmers  made  their  amorous  vows. 
She  talk'd  of  murket-stceds  and  patent  ploughs. 
Nor  uncmploy*d  her  evenings  pass'd  away, 
Amusement  closed  as  business  ¥vaked  the  day  ; 
When  to  her  toilet's  brief  concerns  she  ran, 
And  conversation  with  her  friends  began, 
Who  all  were  welcome,  what  they  saw,  to  share ; 
And  joyous  neighbours  praised  her  Christmas  far' 
That  none  around  might,  in  tlicir  scorn,  complaii 
That  Gossip  Goe  was  greedy  in  her  gain. 

Thus  long  she  reign'd,  admired,  if  not  approved 
Praised,  if  not  lionour*d;  fear*d,  il'not  beloved  :— 
When,  as  the  busy  days  of  Spring  drew  near, 
That  call*d  for  all  the  forecast  of  the  year ; 
When  lively  hope  tiie  rising  crop  survey*d. 
And  April  promised  what  ^ptember  paid ; 
When  strayM  her  Iambs  where  gorse  and  green* 

weed  grow ; 
When  rose  her  grass  in  richer  vales  below ; 
When  pleased  she  look'd  on  all  the  smihng  land, 
And  Yiew*d  the  hinds  who  wrought  at  her  command; 
(Poultry  in  groups  still  fbllowM  where  she  went ;) 
Then  dread  o'ercame  her, — that  her  days  were  spent* 

**  Bless  me !  I  die,  and  not  a  warning  giv*n, — 
With  much  to  do  on  Earth,  and  all  for  Heaven ! 
No  reparation  for  my  souFs  aiTdirs, 
No  leave  petition*d  for  the  barh*s  repairs ; 
Accounts  perplexed,  my  interest  yet  unpaid, 
My  mind  unsettled,  and  my  will  unmade ; — 
A  lawyer  haste,  and  in  your  way  a  priest ; 
And  let  me  die  in  one  good  worx  at  least** 
She  spake,  ai^  trembling,  dropp*d  upon  her  knees, 
Heaven  in  her  eye  and  in  her  hand  her  keys ; 
And  still  the  more  she  found  her  life  decay. 
With  greater  force  she  grasp'd  those  signs  of  sway 
Then  fell  and  died ! — In  haste  her  sons  drew  near 
And  dropp*d,  in  haste,  the  tributarv  tear ; 
Then  from  th*  adhering  clasp  the  keys  unbound. 
And  consolation  for  their  sorrows  found. 

Death  has  his  infant  train ;  his  bony  arm 
Strikes  from  the  baby-cheek  the  roey  charm : 
The  brightest  eye  his  glazing  film  makes  dim, 
And  his  cold  touch  sets  fiist  the  lithest  limb : 
He  seized  the  sick*ning  boy  to  Gerard  lent,* 
When  three  days*  life,  in  feeble  cries,  were  spent; 
In  pain  brought  forth,  those  painful  hours  to  stay. 
To  breathe  in  pain,  ancl  sigh  its  soul  away ! 

**  But  why  thus  lent,  if  thus  recall'd  again. 
To  cause  and  feel,  to  live  and  die  in,  pain  7** 
Or  rather  say,  Why  grievous  these  appear. 
If  all  it  pays  of  Heaven *s  eternal  year ; 
If  these  sad  sobs  and  piteous  sighs  secure 
Delights  that  live,  when  worlds  no  more  endure  f 

The  sister-spirit  long  may  lodge  below, 
And  pains  ffom  nature,  pains  from  reason,  know 
Through  all  the  common  ills  of  life  may  run. 
By  hope  perverted  and  by  love  undone ; 
A  wife*s  distress,  a  mother's  pangs  may  dread. 
And  widow-tears,  in  bitter  anguish,  shed ; 
May  at  old  age  arrive  through  numerous  harms. 
With  children's  children  in  those  feeble  arms : 
Nor  till  by  years  of  want  and  grief  oppress*d, 
Shall  the  sad  spirit  flee  and  be  at  rest! 


See  pane  SB. 
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Yet  happier  therefore  sliall  we  deem  the  boy, 
Secured  from  anxious  care  and  dangerous  joy  I 

Not  BO  I  for  then  would  Love  Divine  in  vain 
Send  all  the  burthens  weary  men  sustain  ; 
All  that  now  curb  the  passions  when  they  rage, 
^'he  checks  of  ^outb  and  the  regrets  of  age; 
AH  that  now  bids  us  hope,  believe,  endure. 
Our  Borrow*s  comfort  and  our  vice's  cure ; 
All  that  for  IJeaven^s  high  joys  the  spirits  train. 
And  charity,  the  crown  of  all,  were  vain. 

Say,  will  you  call  the  breathless  infant  bless'd 
Because  no  cares  the  silent  grave  molest  7 
So  would  you  deem  the  nursling  from  the  wing 
Untimely  thrust,  and  never  train'd  to  sing; 
But  &r  more  blessM  the  iHrd  whose  grrateful  voice 
Sings  its  own  joy,  and  makes  the  woods  rejoice, 
'Hiongh,  while  untaught,  ere  yet  he  charmM  the  ear. 
Hard  were  his  trials  and  bis  pains  severe ! 

Next  died  the  Lady  who  yon  Hall  poasessM ; 
And  here  they  brought  her  noble  bones  to  rest 
In  Town  she  dwelt  ;~forsaken  stood  the  Hail : 
Worms  ate  the  floors,  the  tap'stry  fled  the  wall : 
No  Are  the  kitchen's  cheerless  grate  display'd  j 
No  cheerful  light  the  long-closed  sash  convey'd ; 
The  crawlin|r  worm,  that  turns  a  summer-fly, 
Here  spun  his  shroud  and  laid  him  up  to  die 
The  winter-death : — ^upon  the  bed  of  state, 
The  bat  shrill-shrieking  woo*d  his  flickering  mate; 
To  empty  rooms  the  curious  came  no  more, 
From  empty  cellars  tum'd  the  angry  poor. 
And  surly  beggars  cursed  the  ever-bolted  door. 
To  one  small  room  the  steward  found  his  way. 
Where  tenants  foUowM  to  complain  and  pay; 
Yet  no  complaint  before  the  Lady  came. 
The  feeling  servant  spared  the  feeble  dame ; 
Who  saw  her  farms  with  his  observing  eyes^ 
And  answerM  all  requests  with  bis  replies; — 
She  came  not  down,  her  falling  groves  to  view ; 
Why  should  she  know  what  one  so  faithful  knew  ? 
Why  come,  from  many  clamorous  tongpies  to  hear 
What  one  so  just  might  whisper  in  her  ear  ? 
Her  oaks  or  acres,  why  with  care  explore ; 
Why  learn  the  wants,  the  sufierings  of  the  poor; 
When  (me  so  knowing  all  their  worth  could  trace. 
And  one  so  piteous  govemM  in  her  place  7 

Lo !  now  what  dismal  sons  of  Darkness  come, 
To  bear  this  daughter  of  Indulgence  home; 
Tragedians  all,  and  well  arranged  in  black ! 
Who  nature,  filing,  force,  expressi<m  lack ; 
Who  cause  no  tear,  but  gloomily  {Miss  by. 
And  shake  their  sables  in  the  wearied  eye, 
That  turns  disgusted  from  the  pompous  scene, 
Proud  without  grandeur,  with  profusion,  mean ! 
The  tear  for  kindness  past  aflTection  owes ; 
For  worth  deceased  the  sigh  from  reason  flows ; 
E'en  well  feign'd  passion  for  oar  sorrows  call, 
And  real  tears  for  mimic  miseries  fall : 
But  this  poor  farce  has  neither  truth  nor  art 
To  please  the  fancy  or  to  touch  the  heart ; 
Unlike  the  darkness  of  the  sky,  that  pours 
On  the  dry  ground  its  fertilizing  sliowers; 
Unlike  to  that  which  strikes  the  soul  with  dread. 
When  thunders  roar,  and  forky  fires  are  shed ; 
Dark  but  not  awful,  dismal  but  yet  mean. 
With  anxious  bustle  moves  the  cumbrous  scene ; 


Presents  no  objects  tender  or  profound. 
But  spreads  its.  cold  unmeaning  gloom  aroond. 
When  woes  are  feign*d,  how  ill  such  fbroM  ap* 
pear; 
And  oh !  how  needless,  when  the  wo 's  sinoercL 

Slow  to  the  vault  they  come,  with  heavy*  tread. 
Bending  beneath  the  Lady  and  her  lead ; 
A  case  of  elm  surrounds  that  ponderous  chest. 
Close  on  that  ease  the  crimson  velvet's  preasM; 
Ungenerous  this,  that  to  the  worm  denies. 
With  niggard  caution,  his  appointed  prize ; 
For  now,  ere  yet  he  works  his  tedious  way, 
Througii  cloth  and  wood  and  metal  to  his  prey, 
That  prey  dissolving  shall  a  mass  remain, 
That  fancy  loathes  and  worms  themselves  disdain. 

But  see  I  the  master-mourner  makes  his  way. 
To  end  his  office  for  the  coffin'd  clay ; 
Pleased  that  our  rustic  men  and  maids  behold 
His  plate  hke  silver,  and  his  studs  like  gcdd. 
As  they  approach  to  spell  the  age,  the  name. 
And  all  the  titles  of  th'  illustrious  dame. — 
This  as  (my  duty  done)  some  scholar  read, 
A  village>father  look'd  disdaiu  and  said : 
**  Away,  my  friends  I  why  take  such  pains  to  knov 
What  some  brave  marble  soon  in  church  shall 

show! 
Where  not  alone  her  rracious  name  shall  stand. 
But  how  she  lived— ^the  blessing  of  the  land ; 
How  mueh  we  all  deplored  tlie  noble  dead. 
What  groans  we  utter'd  and  what  tears  we  shed; 
Tears  true  as  those,  which  in  the  sleepy  eyes 
Of  weepipg  cherubs  on  the  stone  shall  rise ; 
Tears,  true  as  those,  which,  ere  she  found  her  grafiB, 
The  noble  Lady  to  our  sorrows  gave." 

Down  by  the  church-way  walk  and  where  thi 

brook 
Winds  round  the  chancel  like  a  shepherd's  crook ; 
In  that  small  house,  with  those  green  pales  befixci 
Where  jasmine  trails  on  either  side  the  door  ; 
Where  those  dark  shmbe  that  now  grow  wild  aj 

will. 
Were  dipp'd  in  form  and  tantalized  with  skill ; 
Where  cockles  blanch'd  and  pebbles  neatly  spread 
Form'd  shining  borders  for  the  larkspur's  bed  ;— 
There  Gved  a  lady,  wise,  austere,  and  nice. 
Who  show'd  her  virtue  by  her  scorn  of  vice  ; 
In  the  dear  fashions  of  her  youth  she  dreaa'd, 
A  pea-green  Joseph  was  her  favourite  vest ; 
Erect  she  stood,  she  walk'd  with  stately  mien. 
Tight  was  her  length  of  stays,  and  she  w«a  la] 

and  lean. 

There  long  she  lived  in  maiden-state  immuied. 
From  looks  of  love  and  treacherous  man  secured; 
Though  evil  fome — (but  that  was  long  before) 
Had  bfown  her  dubious  blast  at  Catherine's  door: 
A  Captain  thither,  rich  from  India  came. 
And  though  a  cousin  call'd,  it  touch'd  her  fkiQe  : 
Her  annual  stipend  rose  from  his  behest. 
And  all  the  long-prized  treasures  she  posseasM  :— 
If  aught  like  joy  awhile  appear'd  to  stay 
In  that  stem  face,  and  chase  those  frowns  awmy, 
'T  was  when  her  treasures  she  disposed  for  view. 
And  beard  the  praises  to  their  splendour  due  ; 
Silks  beyond  price,  so  rich  they'd  stand  alone. 
And  diamonds  blazing  on  the  buckled  zone; 
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RovB  of  rare  pearls  by  curious  workmen  net, 
Afid  bracelets  tuir  in  box  of  glossy  jet ; 
Briglit  polisii'd  amber,  precious  irom  its  size. 
Or  tbrms  the  iairest  lancy  could  deviaie: 
Her  drawers  of  cedar,  sJml  with  secret  spriiigs, 
ConcealM  the  watch  of  gold  and  rubied  rings; 
Letters,  long  proofs  of  love,  sod  verses  fine 
Round  the  pinked  rims  of  criispcd  Valentine. 
Her  china-closet,  cause  of  daily  care. 
For  woman^s  wonder  held  her  pcncillM  ware ; 
That  jMctured  wealth  of  China  and  Japan, 
Like  Its  Gold  mistress,  shunnM  the  eyv  of  man. 

Her  neat  small  room,  adom*d  with  maiden-taste, 
A  cUpp*d  French  poppy,  first  of  ftvoarites  graced : 
A  parrot  next,  but  dead  and  stafTd  with  art; 
(For  Poll,  when  living,  lost  the  lady^s  heart. 
And  then  his  life;  for  he  was  heard  to  speak 
Soefa  frightful  words  as  tinged  his  Lady's  cheek :) 
Unhappy  bird  !  who  had  no  power  to  pnwe, 
Save  by  such  speech  his  gratitude  and  love. 
A  grey  old  cat  his  whiskers  lick'd  beside ; 
A  tjrpe  of  sadness  in  the  house  of  pride. 
The  polished  sor&ce  of  an  India  chest, 
A  glassy  gh>be,  in  fVame  of  ivory  i^ressM ; 
Where  swam  two  finny  creatures ;  one  of  gold. 
Of  silver  <»ie ;  both  beauteous  to  behold : — 
AH  these  were  formed  the  guiding  tiste  to  suit ; 
The  beasts  well-manner'd  and  the  fishes  mute. 
A  widowM  Aunt  was.  there,  compcird  by  need 
The  nymph  to  flatter  and  her  tribe  to  feed ; 
Whok  veling  well  her  scorn,  endured  the  dog, 
Mute  as  tlie  fish,  and  fawning  as  the  dog. 

As  years  increased,  these  treasures,  her  delight, 
Artse  in  value  in  their  owner's  sight : 
A  miser  knows  that,  view  it  as  he  will, 
A  ^nea  kept  is  but  a  guinea  still ; 
And  so  he  pats  it  to  its  proper  use. 
That  something  more  this  guinea  may  produce : 
Ait  silks  and  rings,  in  the  possessor's  eyes, 
■  The  ofCner  seen,  the  more  in  value  rise. 
And  thos  are  wisely  hoarded  to  bestow 
The  kbid  of  pleasure  that  with  years  will  grow. 

But  what  avail'd  their  worth,— if  worth  had 
they,— 
In  the  nd  aummer  of  her  slow  decay  t 

Hien  we  beheld  her  turn  an  anxious  look 
From  trunks  and  chests,  and  fix  it  on  her  book, — 
A  ricb-hoond  Book  of  Prayer  the  Captain  gave, 
(^ome  Princess  had  it,  or  was  said  to  have;) 
And  then  oooe  more,  on  all  her  stores  look  round. 
And  draw  a  si^fa  so  piteous  and  profound. 
Thai  told,  **  AUa!  how  hard  from  these  to  part, 
And  fiir  new  hopes  and  habits  form  the  heart  t 
What  shaU  I  do,  (she  cried,)  my  peace  of  mind 
To  gain  in  dying,  and  to  die  resigned  ?" 

"Hear,'*  we  retum'd^— **  these  baubles  cast  aside. 
Nor  give  thy  God  a  rival  in  thy  pride ; 
Thy  closets  shut,  and  ope  thy  kitchen's  door ; 
There  own  thy  failings,  here  invite  the  poor ; 
A  friend  of  Mamnfon  let  thy  bounty  make ; 
For  widows'  prayers,  thy  vanities  forsake ; 
And  let  the  hun^,  of  thy  pride,  partake : 
Then  shall  thy  mward  eye  with  joy  survey 
The  angel  Mercy  tempering  Deatli's  delay !" 
E 


Alas  I  'twas  hard ;  the  treasures  stiU  had  charms, 
Hope  still  its  flattery,  sickness  its  alarms ; 
Still  was  tlie  same  unsettled,  clouded  view. 
And  the  same  plaintive  cry,  "  What  shall  1  do  ?" 

Nor  change  appeared :  for  when  her  race  was  run, 
Poubtful  we  all  exclaim'd, ''  What  has  been  done 7" 
Apart  she  lived,  and  still  sht-lies  alone ; 
Yon  earthy  heap  awaits  the  flattering  stone, 
Un  which  invention  shall  be  long  employ'd. 
To  show  the  various  worth  of  Catharine  Lloyd. 

Next  to  these  ladies,  but  in  nought  allied, 
A  noble  peasant,  Isaac  Ashfbrd,  died. 
Noble  he  was,  contemning  all  things  mean, 
His  truth  unquestion'd  ami  his  sow  serene : 
Of  no  man's  presence  Isaac  felt  afraid ; 
At  no  man's  question  Isaac  look'd  dismay'd : 
Shame  knew  him  not,  he  dreaded  no  disgrace ; 
Truth,  simple  truth,  was  written  in  his  face ; 
Yet  while  the  serious  thought  his  soul  approved. 
Cheerful  he  seem'd,  and  gentleness  be  loved : 
To  bliss  domestic  he  his  heart  resign'd, 
And,  with  the  firmest,  had  the  fondest  mind  : 
Were  others  joyful,  he  look'd  smiling  on. 
And  gave  allowance  where  he  needed  none ; 
Good  lie  refused  with  future  ill  to  buy, 
Nor  knew  a  joy  that  caused  refleotion's  sigh ; 
A  friend  to  virtue,  his  unclouded  breast 
No  envy  stung,  no  jealousy  distress'd ; 
(Bane  of  the  jpoor !  it  wounds  their  weaker  mind, 
To  miss  one  favour  which  their  neighbours  find) ; 
Yet  far  was  he  from  stoic  pride  removed ; 
He  fell  huraanelv,  and  he  warmly  loved :         V 
I  mark'd  "his  action,  when  his  infant  died. 
And  his  old  neighbour  for  ofifence  was  tried ; 
The  still  tears,  stealing  down  that  fiirrow'd  cheek,, 
Spoke  pity,  plainer  than  the  tongue  can  speak. 
If  pride  were  his,  't  was  not  their  vulgar  pride. 
Who,  in  their  base  contempt,  the  great  deride ; 
Nor  pride  in  learning, — though  my  clerk  agreed,. 
If  fiite  should  call  him,  Ashford  mi^ht  sucked  i^ 
Nor  pride  in  rustic  skill,  although  we  knew 
None  his  superior,  and  his  equals  iew : — 
But  if  that  spirit  in  his  soul  had  place. 
It  was  the  jealous  pride  that  shuns  disgrace ; 
A  pride  in  honest  fame,  by  virtue  gain'd. 
In  sturdy  boys  to  virtuous  labours  train'd ; 
Pride,  in  the  power  that  guards  his  country's  ooailip 
And  all  that  Englishmen  enjoy  and  boast ; 
Pride,  in  a  Hfe  that  slander's  tongue  defied,^- 
In  fiict,  a  noble  passion,  misnamed  pride. 

He  had  no  party's  rage,  no  scct'ry's  whim  ; 
Christian  and  countryman  was  all  with  him : 
True  to  his  church  he  came ;  no  Sunday-showerr 
Kept  him  at  home  in  that  important  hour ; 
Nor  his  firm  feet  could  one  persuading  sect, 
By  the  strong  glare  of  their  new  light,  direct ;— »- 
**  On  hope,  in  mine  own  sober  light,  I  gaze, 
But' should  be  blind  and  lose  it,  in  your  blaze." 

In  times  severe,  when  many  a  sturdy  swain 
Felt  it  his  pride,  his  comfort,  to  complain  ; 
Isaac  tlieir  wants  would  soothe,  lijs  own  would  hide^ 
And  feel  in  that  his  comfort  and  his  pride. 

At  length  he  found,  when  seventy  years  were  mo^ 
His  strength  departed,  and  his  labour  done ; 
When  hci  save  honest  fiime,  rctain'd  no  more. 
But  lost  his  wife  and  saw  his  children  poor : 
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*T  was  then,  a  spark  of— say  not  discontent^ 
Struck  on  his  mind,  and  thus  he  guve  it  vent : 

^  Kind  are  your  laws,  (U  is  not  to  be  denied,) 
That  in  yon  house,  for  ruinM  age,  proyide, 
And  they  are  just ; — when  young,  we  give  yoa  all, 
And  for  assistance  in  our  weakness  call — 
Why  then  this  proud  reluctance  to  be  fed^ 
To  join  your  poor,  and  eat  the  parish-bread ! 
But  yet  I  linger,  loth  with  him  to  feed 
Who  gains  his  plenty  by  the  sons  of  need ; 
He  who,  by  contract,  all  your  paupers  took. 
And  gauges  stomachs  with  an  anxious  look : 
On  some  old  master  I  could  well  depend. 
See  him  with  joy,  and  thank  him  as  a  friend ; 
But  ill  on  him,  who  doles  the  day^s  supply, 
And  counts  our  chances  who  at  night  may  die : 
Yet  help  me.  Heaven !  and  let  me  not  complain 
Of  what  I  suffer,  but  my  fate  sustain.** 

Such  were  his  thoughts,  and  so  resigned  be  grew; 
Daily  he  placed  the  workhouse  in  his  view ! 
But  came  not  there,  for  sudden  was  his  fate, 
.He  dropped,  expiring  at  his  cottage-gate. 

I  feel  his  absence  in  the  hours  of  prayer, 
.And  view  his  seat  and  sigh  for  Isaac  there : 
'    I  see  no  more  those  white  locks  thinly  spread 
Round  the  bald  polish  of  that  honoured  head ; 
No  more  that  awful  glance  on  playful  wight^ 
OompeiPd  to  kneel  and  tremble  at  the  sight, 
'To  fold  his  fingers,  all  in  dread  the  while, 
Till  Mister  Ashford  softenM  to  a  smile ; 
Ni  more  tliat  meek  and  suppliant  look  in  prayer, 
Nor  the  pure  faith  (to  give  it  force)  are  there : — 
But  he  is  blessM,  and  I  lament  no  more 
.A  wise  good  man  contented  to  be  poor. 

Then  died  a  Rambler ;  not  the  one  who  sails 
.And  trucks,  for  fbmale  favours,  beads  and  nails ; 
.Not  one,  who  posts  from  place  to  place — of  men 
And  manners  treating  with  a  flying  pen ; 
.Not he,  who  cKmbs,  for  prospects, Snowden*8  height, 
.And  chides  the  clouds  that  intercept  the  sight; 
.No  curious  shell,  rare  plant,  or  brilliant  spar, 
Enticed  our  traveller  fVom  his  home  so  fkr ; 
.But  all  the  reason,  by  himself  assigned 
Tor  so  much  rambling,  was,  a  restless  mind ; 
As  on,  from  place  to  place,  without  intent, 
'Without  reflection,  Robin  Dingley  went 

Not  thus  by  nature :  never  man  was  found 
Lees  prone  to  wonder  flrom  his  parish-bound  : 
'Qaudian*s  old  Man,  to  whom  all  scenes  were  new. 
Save  those  where  be  and  wjiere  his  apples  grew. 
Resembled  Robin,  who  around  would  look. 
And  his  horizon,  fbr  the  earth's,  mistook. 

To  this  poor  swain  a  keen  Attorney  came ; — 
'  **  I  give  thee  joy,  good  -fellow !  on  thy  name ; 
'  The  rich  old  Dmgley's  dead ; — no  chUd  has  he, 
Nor  wife,  nor  will ;  his  all  is  left  fbr  thee : 
'  To  be  his  fortune's  heir  thy  claim  is  good ; 
'  Thou  hast  the  name,  and  we  will  prove  the  bkxxl." 

The  claim  was  made ;  *t  was  tried, — it  would  not 
stand; 
'They  proved  the  blood,  but  were  refused  the  land. 

Assured  of  wealth,  this  man  of  simple  heart, 
'To  every  friend  had  predisposed  a  part : 
IHls  wife  had  hopes  indulged  of  various  kind ; 
'The  three  Miss  Dingley s  had  their  school  assignM, 


Masters  were  sought  for  what  they  each  required. 
And  books  were  bought  and  harpsichords  were 

hired: 
So  high  was  hope  i — ^the  failure  touch*d  his  brain. 
And  Robin  never  was  himself  again ; 
Yet  he  no  wrath,  no  angry  wish  eipress*d. 
But  tried,  in  vain,  to  labour  or  to  rest; 
Then  cast  his  bundle  on  his  back,  and  went 
He  knew  not  whither,  nor  for  what  intent. 

Years  flod  ;•— of  Robin  all  remembrance  past. 
When  home  he  wandered  in  his  rags  at  last : 
A  sailor's  jacket  on  his  limbs  was  thrown, 
A  sailor's  story  he  had  made  his  own ; 
Had  sufler'd  battles,  prisons,  tempests,  storms. 
Encountering  death  in  all  his  ugliest  fbrms : 
His  cheeks  wer^  haggard,  hollow  was  his  eye. 
Where  madness  lurk'd,.  conceai'd  in  misery ; 
Want  and  th'  ungentle  world,  had  taught  a  pajt« 
And  prompted  cunning  to  that  simple  heart : 
^  He  now  bethought  him,  he  would  roam  no  moie^ 
But  live  at  home,  and  labour  as  before.'* 

Here  clothed  and  fed,  no  sooner  he  began 
To  round  and  redden,  than  away  he  ran : 
His  wifo  was  dead,  their  children  past  his  aid : 
So,  unmolested,  flrom  his  home  he  stray'd : 
Six  years  eUpsed,  when,  worn  with  want  and  pain 
Came  Robin,  wrapt  in  all  his  rags,'  again : — 
We  chide,  we  pitv ; — placed  among  our  poor. 
He  fed  again,  ana  was  a  man  once  more. 

As  when  a  gaunt  and  hungry  fox  is  found, 
Entrapp'd  alive  in  some  rich  hunter's  ground ; 
Fed  for  the  field,  although  each  day  *s  a  feast. 
Fatten  you  may,  but  never  tame  the  beast ; 
A  house  protects  him,  savoury  viands  sustain ! 
But  loose  his  neck  and  off  he  goes  again : 
So  stole  our  vagrant  from  his  warm  retreat, 
To  rove  a  prowler  and  be  decm'd  a  cheat 

Hard  was  his  fare ;  for,  him  at  length  we  saw. 
In  cart  conyey'd,  and  laid  supine  on  straw. 
His  feeble  voice  now  spoke  a  sinking  heart ; 
His  groans  now  told  the  motions  of  the  cart; 
And  when  it  stopp'd,  he  tried  in  vain  to  stand ; 
Closed  was  his  eye,  and  clench'd  his  clammy  hand : 
Life  ebb'd  apace,  and  our  best  aid  no  more 
Could  his  weak  sense  or  dying  heart  restore : 
But  now  he  fell,  a  victim  to  the  snare 
That  vile  attorneys  for  the  weak  prepare  $-^ 
They  who,  when  pn^t  or  resentment  call. 
Heed  not  the  groaning  victim  they  enthraL 

Then  died  lamented,  in  the  strength  of  life, 
A  valued  Mother  and  a  fiiithfu]  Wife, 
Call'd  not  away,  when  time  had  loosed  each  hold 
On  the  fond  heart,  and  each  desire  grew  cold ; 
But  when,  to  all  that  knit  us  to  our  kind. 
She  felt  fast4x)und,  as  charity  can  buid  i — 
Not  when  the  ills  of  age,  its  pain,  its  care. 
The  drooping  spirit  for  its  fiite  prepare ; 
And,  each  affection  failing,  leaves  the  heart 
Loosed  from  life's  charm  and  willing  to  depart^— 
But  all  her  ties  the  strong  invader  broke, 
In  all  tlicir  strength,  by  one  tremendous  stroke  ! 
Sudden  and  swifl  the  eager  pest  came  on. 
And  terror  grew,  till  every  hope  was  gone : 
Still  those  around  appear'd  for  hope  to  seek ! 
But  view'd  the  sick  and  were  afiraid  to  speak^^ 
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Slowlj  tbey  bote,  with  aoleiiui  etep,  the  dead. 
When  grief  grew  loud  and  bitter  tears  were  ebod : 
Mj  part  began ;  a  crowd  drew  near  the  pUoe, 
Aare  in  each  eye,  alarm  in  every  &ce : 
So  swift  the  iU,  and  of  so  fierce  a  kind. 
That  fear  with  pity  ntungled  in  each  mind ; 
Friends  with  the  husband  came  their  grieiv  to  blend ; 
For  good-man  FraniLibrd  was  to  ail  a  fiiend. 
Thelast-borB  boy  they  held  above  the  bier. 
He  knew  not  griei^  but  cries  exprossM  his  fear ; 
Each  diSerent  age  and  sex  revealM  its  pain. 
In  now  a  louder,  now  a  lower  strain ; 
While  the  meek  father,  listening  to  their  tones, 
Sveird  the  full  cadence  of  the  grief  by  groans. 

The  elder  sister  strove  her  pangs  to  hide, 
Aod  soothing  words  to  yoanger  minds  applied : 
**  Be  still,  be  patient,**  oft  she  strove  to  say  ; 
But  fiiil*d  as  oft,  and  weeping  tam*d  away. 

Curious  and  sad,  opon  the  fiesh-duf  hiH, 
The  village-lads  stood  melancholy  still; 
And  idle  children,  wandering  to  and  froi 
As  Nature  guided,  took  the  tone  of  wo. 

Arrived  at  home,  how  then  they  gaied  around, 
lo  every  place, — where  she— no  more  was  found  ^— 
The  seat  at  taUe  she  was  wont  to  fill ; 
The  fire-side  chair,  still  set,  but  vacant  still ; 
The  garden-walks,  a  labour  all  her  own ; 
The  latticed  bower,  with  trailing  shrubs  o*ergrown ; 
The  Sunday ^w  she  filPd  with  all  her  race,— 
£ach  place  of  hers,  was  now  a  sacred  place, 
Tliat,  while  it  called  op  sorrows  in  the  eyes. 
Pierced  the  full  heart,  and  forced  them  still  to  rise. 

Oh  sacred  sorrow !  by  whom  souls  are  tried* 
Seat  not  to  punish  mortals,  but  to  guide  ; 
If  thou  art  mine,  (and  who  shall  proudly  dare 
To  tell  his  Makei^  he  has  had  his  share  7> 
Still  let  me  feel  for  what  thy  pangs  are  sent, 
And  be  my  guide  and  not  my  punishment ! 

Of  Leah  Cousins  next  the  name  appears. 
With  hotMHUs  crowB*d,  and  biess'd  with  length  of 

years,  * 

Save  thai  she  lived  ts  feel,  in  life*s  decay. 
The  riensnre  die,  the  honouis  drop  away ; 
A  matron  she,  whom  every  villag&>wife 
View*d  as  the  help  and  guardian  of  her  life  $ 
Fathers  and  sons,  indebted  to  her  aid, 
Kespect  to  her  and  her  profession  paid ; 
Who  in  the  house  of  plenty  largely  fed. 
Yet  took  her  station  at  the  pauper's  bed ; 
Nor  from  that  duty  ooold  be  bribed  again. 
While  fear  or  danger  urged  her  to  remain  : 
In  her  ezperienoe  all  her  friends  relied, 
Heaven  was  her  help  and  nature  was  her  guide. 

Thus  Leah  lived ;  loug  trusted,  muoh  caress*d. 
Tin  a  Town-Dame  a  youthful  Farmer  bless*d ; 
A  gay  vain  bride,  who  would  example  give 
To  that  poor  village  where  she  deiga'd  to  live ; 
Some  few  months  past,  she  sent,  in  hour  of  need. 
For  Doctor  Glibb,  who  came  with  wondrous  speed : 
Two  days  he  waited,  all  his  art  applied. 
To  save  the  mother  when  her  infant  died : — 
"Twas  well  I  came,**  at  last  he  deign*d  to  say ; 
"  *T  was  w(mdrous  well  ;** — and  proudly  rode  away. 


The  news  ran  round ;— **  How  vast  the  Doctor's 

pow'r! 

He  saved  the  Lady  in  the  trying  hour ; 
Saved  her  fix>m  death,  when  she  was  dead  to  hope^ 
And  her  fend  husband  had  resign'd  her  up : 
So  all,  like  her,  may  evil  fete  defy. 
If  Doctor  Glibb^  with  saving  hand,  be  nigh." 

Fame  (now  his  friend),  fear,  novelty  and  whim* 
And  fashion,  sent  the  varying  sex  to  him : 
From  this,  contention  in  the  village  rose ; 
And  thtMC  the  Dame  espoused ;  the  Doctor  those  : 
The  wealthier  part,  to  him  and  science  went ; 
With  luck  and  her  the  poor  remained  content 

The  matron  sigh*d ;  fer  she  was  vex'd  at  heart, 
With  so  much  profit,  so  much  feme  to  part : 
So  long  Aeoessful  in  my  art,**  she  cried. 
And  this  proud  man  so  young  and  so  untried  1** 

**Na^,**  said  the  Doctor,  **dare  you  trust  your 
wives. 
The  joy,  the  pride,  the  solaoe  of  jour  lives, 
To  one  who  acte  and  knows  no  reason  why,' 
But  trusts,  poor  hag !  to  luck  fer  an  ally  7-*- 
Who,  on  experience,  can  her  claims  advance, 
And  own  the  powers  of  accident  and  chance  7 
A  whining  dame^  who  prays  in  danger*s  view, 
(A  proof  she  knows  not  what  beside  to  do !) 
What's  her  experience  7  In  the  time  that's  gone. 
Blundering  she  wrought,  and  still  she  blunders 

on: — 
And  what  is  Nature  7  One  who  acte  in  aid 
Of  gossips  half  asleep,  and  half  afraid : 
With  such  allies  I  scorn  my  fkme  to  blend. 
Skill  is  my  luck  and  courage  is  my  friend : 
No  slave  to  Nature,  *t  is  my  chief  delight 
To  win  my  way  and  act  in  her  despite : — 
Trust  then  my  art,  that,  in  itself  complete. 
Needs  no  assistance  and  fears  no  defeat** 

Warm*d  by  her  weU-spiced  ale  and  aiding  pips» 
The  angry  matron  grew  for  contest  ripe. 

**Can  you,**  she  said,  ^  ungrateful  and  unjust, 
Befere  experience,  ostentation  trust ! 
What  is  your  hazard,  foolish  daughters,  tell  7 
If  safe,  you^re  certain ;  if  secure,  you're  well : 
That  I  have  luck  my  friend  and  fee  confess. 
And  what's  good  judgment  but  a  lucky  guess  7 
Hb  boasts  but  what  he  emn  do: — will  you  run 
From  me,  your  friend !  wbo,  all  he  boosts,  h&ve  done  T 
By  proud  and  learned  words  his  powers  are  known ; 
By  healthy  boys  and  handsome  girls  ray  own : 
Wives  *  fathers  I  children  \  by  my  help  you  live; 
Has  this  pale  doctor  more  than  life  to  give  7 
No  stunted  cripple  hops  the  village  round ; 
Your  hands  are  active  and  your  heads  are  sound : 
My  lads  are  all  your  fields  and  flocks  requh^ ; 
My  lasses  all  those  sturdy  lads  admire. 
Can  this  proud  leech,  with  all  his  boasted  skill. 
Amend  the  soul  or  body,  wit  or  will  7 
Does  he  fer  courte  the  sons  of  farmers  frame, 
Or  make  the  dangljiter  differ  from  the  dame  7 
Or,  whom  he  brings  into  this  world  of  wo. 
Prepares  he  them  their  part  to  undergo  7 
If  not,  this  stranger  from  your  doors  repel. 
And  be  content  to  he  and  to  be  tceU.** 

She  spake ;  but,  ah  I  with  words  too  strong  and 
plain; 
Her  warmth  offended  and  her  truth  was  vain : 
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The  many  left  her,  and  the  friendly /no. 
If  never  colder,  yet  they  older  grew  ; 
Till,  unemployM,  she  felt  her  spirits  droop, 
And  took,  insidious  aid !  tli'  inspiring  cup ; 
Grew  poor  and  peevish  as  her  powers  decayM, 
And  proppM  the  tottering  frame  with  stronger  a(d^— 
Then  died ! — I  «iw  our  careful  swains  convey. 
From  this  our  changeful  world  the  matron*!  clay, 
Who  to  thb  world,  at  least,  with  equal  care. 
Brought  them  its  changes  good  and  ill  to  shiiure. 

Now  to  Uiis  grave  was  Roger  Cuff  convey'd. 
And  strong  resentment^s  lingering  spirit  laid. 
Shipwreck*d  in  youth,  he  h(Mne  retnrn*d  and  found 
His  brethren  three— and  thrice  they  wishM  him 

drownM. 
**  Is  this  a  landman**  love  7    Be  certain  then, 
We  part  ibr  ever  !"*-Hind  they  cried,  **  Amen  !** 

His  words  were  truth's : — Some  forty  summers 
fled, 
His  brethren  died,  his  kin  supposed  him  dead : 
Three  nephews  these,  one  sprightly  niece,  and  one. 
Less  near  in  blood — they  CallM  him  suWy  John  ; 
He  work*d  in  woods  apart  from  all  his  kmd. 
Fierce  were  his  looks  and  moody  was  his  mind. 

For  home  the  Sailor  now  began  to  sigh : 
**  The  dogs  are  dead,  and  1 11  return  and  die ; 
When  alfl  have,  my  gains,  in  years  of  care. 
The  younger  Cuffs  with  kinder  souls  shall  share : — 
Yet  hold !  Vm  rich ; — with  one  consent  they'll  say, 
*  You're  welcome.  Uncle,  as  the  flowers  in  May.* 
No ;  I  '11  disguise  me,  be  in  tatters  dreas'd. 
And  best  befriend  the  lads  who  treat  me  best** 

Now  all  hui  kindred, — ^neither  rich  nor  poor, — 
K^t  the  wolf  want  some  distance  from  the  door. 

In  piteous  plight  he  knock'd  at  George's  gate, 
And  begg'd  for  aid,  as  he  described  his  state : — 
But  stern  was  George ; — **  Let  them  who  had  thee 

strong. 
Help  thee  to  drag  thy  weaken'd  flrame  along ; 
To  us  a  stranger,  while  your  limbs  would  move, 
From  as  depart  and  try  a  stranger's  love : — 
Ha !  dost  thou  murmur  ?" — ^for,  in  Roger's  throat, 
Was  •'  Rascal !"  rising  with  disdainful  note. 

To  pious  James  he  then  his  prayer  address'd ; — 
**  Good  lack,"  quoth  James,  **thy  sorrows  pierce  my 

breast ; 
And,  had  I  wealth,  as  have  my  brethren  twain. 
One  board  should  feed  us  and  one  roof  contain : 
But  plead  I  will  thy  cause  and  I  will  pray : 
And  so  fiurewell !  Heaven  help  thee  on  thy  way ! 
*"  Scoundrel !"  said  Roger,  (but  apart ;)  and  tdfd 
His  case  to  Peter; — Peter  too  was  cold :— i- 
**  The  rates  are  high ;  we  have  a-many  poor ; 
But  I  wiU  think,"  he  said,  and  shut  the  door. 

Then   the    gay   Niece   the   seeming    pauper 
press'd; — 
**  Turn,  Nancy,  turn,  and  view  this  form  dlstress'd 
Akin  to  thine  is  this  decKning  frame. 
And  this  poor  beggar  claims  an  Uncle's  name.** 

**  Avaunt !  begone  !**  the  courteous  maiden  said, 
'*  Thou  vile  impostor !  Uncle  Roger's  dead ; 
I  hate  thee,  beast ;  thy  look  my  spirit  shocks ! 
Oh !  that  I  saw  thee  starting  in  the  stocks!" 


entle  niece !"  be  said^-and  soqglit  tfa0 


"  I  hunger,  fbUow ;  prithee,  give  me  food !" 

**  Give !  am  I  rich  ?     This  hatchet  take,  and  try 
Thy  pro)>er  strength,  nor  give  those  limbs  the  He ; 
Work,  feed  thyself,  to  thine  own  powers  appeal. 
Nor  whine  out  woes,  thine  own  right-hand  can  heal: 
And  while  that  hand  is  thine  and  thine  a  leg. 
Scorn  of  the  proud  or  of  the  base  to  beg." 

**  Come,  surly  John,  thy  wealthy  kinsman  view,** 
Old  Ro^r  said : — **'  thy  words  are  brave  and  true  ; 
Come,  live  with  me ;  we'll  vex  those  sooundreLboja, 
And  that  prim  shrew  shall,  envying,  hear  our 

joys-— 
Tobacco's  glorious  fiime  all  day  well  share, 
With  beef  and  brandy  kill  all  kinds  of  care ; 
We'll  beer  and  biscuit  on  our  table  heap, 
And  rail  at  rascals  till  we  fall  asleep." 

Such  was  their  life :  but  when  the  woodman  died^ 
His  grieving  kin  for  Roger's  smiles  applied — 
In  vain ;  he  shut,  with  stem  rebuke,  the  door. 
And  dying,  built  a  refuge  for  the  poor ; 
With  this  restriction,  That  no  Cuff  should  share 
One  meal,  or  shelter  fi>r  one  moment  there. 

My  record  ends : — ^But  hark !  e'en  now  I  bear 
The  bell  of  death,  and  know  not  whose  to  fear : 
Our  burners  all,  and  all  our  hinds  were  well ; 
In  no  man's  cottage  dan^r  seem'd  to  dwell : 
Yet  death  of  man  proclaim  these  heavy  chimes. 
For  thrice  they  sound,  with  pausing  space,  thne 
times. 

**Go;  of  my  sexton    seek.  Whose  days    are 
sped?— 
What!  he,  himself  !->and  is  old  Dibble  dead  ?*' 
His  eightieth  year  he  reach'd,  still  undecay'd. 
And  rectors  five  to  one  close  vault  convey'd : 
But  he  is  gone ;  his  care  and  skill  I  lose. 
And  gain  a  mournful  subject  for  my  Muse : 
His  masters  lost,  he'd  oft  in  turn  deplore. 
And  kindly  add, — **  Heaven  grant,  I  lose  no  more ." 
Yet,  while  he  spake,  a  sly  and  pleasant  glance 
Appear'd  at  variance  with  his  complaisance : 
For,  as  he  told  their  fate  and  varying  worth. 
He  archly  look'd^— *"  I  yet  may  bear  thee  forth.** 
*"  When  first"--(he  so  beffan)---*'  my  trade  I  pliod» 
Good  master  Addle  was  Uie  parish-guide ; 
His  clerk  and  sexton,  I  beheld  with  fear 
His  stride  majestic,  and  his  firown  severe; 
A  noble  pillar  of  the  church  he  stood, 
Adorn'd  with  oollefe-gown  and  parish-hood : 
Then  as  he  paced  Uie  hallow'd  aisles  about. 
He  fiU'd  the  sevenfold  surplice  fairly  out! 
But  in  his  pulpit,  wearied  down  with  prayer, 
He  sat  and  seem'd  as  in  his  study's  chair ; 
For  while  the  anthem  eweU'd,  and  when  it  ceased, 
Th'  expecting  people  view'd  their  slumbering  prioei  : 
Who,  dosing,  died. — Our  Parson  Peele  was  next^ 
*  I  will  not  spare  you,'  was  his  favourite  text ; 
Nor  did  he  spare,  but  raised  them  many  a  pound  ; 
Ev'n  me  he  mulct  for  my  poor  rood  of  ground ; 
Yet  cared  he  nought,  but  with  a  gibing  speech, 
'  What  should  I  do,'  quoth  he,  *  but  what  I  preach  T 
His  piercing  jokes  (and  he  'd  a  plenteous  store) 
Were  daily  offer'd  both  to  rich  and  poor ; 
His  scorn,  his  love,  in  playful  words  he  spoke ; 
His  pity,  praise,  and  promise,  were  a  joke : 
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Bat  thoQ^h  BO  jonng  and  blessM  with  epirito  high, 
He  died  as  grave  aa  any  jod^  ooald  die : 
The  strong  attack  aabdued  his  livelj  powers, — 
Bis  was  the  grave,  and  Doctor  Grandspear  oars. 
"Then  were  there  golden  times  the  village  roand ; 
In  his  abundance  all  appeared  t*  abound ; 
Liberal  and  rich,  a  plenteous  board  he  spread, 
E*eo  cool  Dissenters  at  his  table  fed ; 
ffho  wished,  and  h<^ied,— and  thought  a  man  so 

kind 

A  waj  to  Heaven,  though  not  their  own,  might'find ; 
To  them,  to  all,  he  was  polite  and  free,    ' 
Kbd  to  the  poor,  and,  ah !  most  kind  to  me. 
*Ralph,*  woold  he  say, '  Ralph  Dibble,  thou  art  old ; 
■That  doublet  fit,  *t  will  keep  thee  from  the  cold : 
*H<nr  does  mj  sexton  7-^ What !  the  times  are 

hard; 
'Drive  that  stout  pig,  and  pen  him  in  thj  yard.* 
But  most  his  reverence  loved  a  mirthful  jest : — 
'  Thy  coat  is  thin ;  why,  man,  thou  *rt  barely  dress'd ; 
*It*B  worn  to  th*  thread:  but  I  have  nappy  beer; 
•C3ap  that  within,  and  see  how  they  will  wear  !* 
"Gay  days  were  these;  but  they  were  quickly 

put: 
When  first  he  came,  we  fiinnd  he  oouldn*t  last : 
A  vhoresoa  cough  (and  at  the  fall  of  leaf) 
Upset  him  quite : — ^but  what's  the  gain  of  grief  7 

"Then  came  the  Author-Rector :  his  delight 
Wts  all  in  books ;  to  read  them,  or  to  write : 
Women  and  men  he  strove  alike  to  shun. 
And  hurried  homeward  when  his  tasks  were  done : 
Goorteous  enough,  but  careless  what  he  said. 
For  points  of  learning  he  reserved  his  head ; 
And  when  addressing  either  poor  or  rich. 
He  knew  no  better  than  his  cassock  which : 
He,  like  an  osier,  was  of  pliant  kind, 
Ekect  1^  nature,  but  to  bend  inclined ; 
Not  like  a  creeper  &lling  to  the  ground. 
Or  meanly  catching  on  the  neighbours  round  >• 
Ckrdess  was  he  of  surplice,  h<x>d,  and  band, — 
And  kindly  took  them  as  they  came  to  hand : 
Nor  fike  the  doctor,  wore  a  world  of  hat, 
As  if  he  sought  for  dignity  in  that : 
He  tilk*d,  he  gave,  but  not  with  cautious  rules  :^- 
Nor  tomM  from  gipsies,  vagabonds,  or  foob ; 
It  was  his  nature,  but  they  thought  it  whim. 
And  so  oar  beaux  and  beauties  turned  from  him 
Of  questions,  much  he  wrote,  profound  and  dark,«- 
Row  spake  the  serpent,  and  where  etoppM  the  ark ; 
Vmn  what  far  Und  the  Queen  of  Sheba  came ; 
Who  Salem's  priest,  and  what  his  father's  name ; 
He  made  the  Song  of  Songs  ito  mysteries  yield. 
And  Revelations,  to  the  world,  reveal'd. 
He  deeps  i'  the  aiale, — but  not  a  stone  records 
His  name  or  fiune,  bis  actions  or  his  words': 
And  truth,  your  reverence,  when  I  look  around, 
And  mark  the  tombs  in  our  sepulchral  ground, 
{ThoQ|^h  dare  I  not  of  one  man's  hope  to  doubt), 
I  'd  join  the  party  who  repose  without 
'VNext  came  a  youth  flom  Cambridge,  and,  in 

truth, 
He  was  a  sober  and  a  comely  youth ; 
He  blush'd  in  meekness  as  a  modest  man. 
And  gain'd  attention  ere  his  task  began ; 
When  preaching,  seldom  ventured  on  reproof 
Bot  toQcb'd  his  neighbours  tenderly  enough. 


]Him,  in  his  youth,  a  clamorous  sect  assail'd, 
Advised  and  censured,  flatter'd, — and  prevail'd^— 
Then  did  he  much  his  sober  hearers  vex, 
Confound  the  simple,  and  the  sad  perplex ; 
To  a  new  style  his  reverence  rashly  took ; 
Loud  grew  his  voice,  to  threat'ning  swelled  his  look 
Above,  below,  on  either  side,  he  gaxed. 
Amazing  all,  and  most  himself  amazed : 
No  more  he  read  his  preachmente  pure  and  plain. 
But  lanch'd  outright,  and  rose  and  sank  again : 
At  times  he  smiled  in  scorn,  at  times  he  wept. 
And  such  sad  coil  with  words  of  vengeance  kept, 
That  our  best  sleepers  started  as  they  slept 

''^  Conviction  comes  like  lightning,'  he  would  cry, 
*  In  vain  you  seek  it,  and  in  vain  you  fl^ ; 
'T  is  like  the  rushing  of  the  mighty  wmd, 
Unseen  ite  progress,  but  ite  power  you  find ; 
It  strikes  the  child  ere  yet  ite  reason  wakes ; 
His  reason  fled,  the  ancient  sire  it  shakes ; 
The  proud,  learn'd  man,  and  him  who  loves  to  know 
How  and  from  whence  these  guste  of  grace  will 

blow, 
It  shuns, — ^but  sinners  in  their  way  impedes, 
And  sote  and  harlote  visite  in  their  deeds : 
Of  faith  and  penance  it  supplies  the  place ; 
Assures  the  vilest  that  they  live  by  grace. 
And,  without  running,  makes  them  win  the  race.' 

**Such  was  the  doctrine  our  youn^  prophet  taught; 
And  here  conviction,  there  confusion  wrought ; 
When  his  thin  cheek  assumed  a^  deadly  hue. 
And  all  the  rose  to  one  small  spot  withdrew : 
They  call'd  it  hectic ;  'twas  a  fier^r  flush. 
More  fix'd  and  deeper  than  the  maiden  blush ; 
Hb  paler  lips  the  pearly  teeth  disclosed. 
And  lab'ring  lungs  the  lengthening  speech  opposed. 
No  more  his  span-girth  shanks  and  quiv'ring  thighs 
Upheld  a  body  of  the  smaller  size ; 
But  down  he  sank  upon  his  d^ing  bed. 
And  gloomy  crotchete  fill'd  his  wandering  head^— 

**  *  Spite  of  my  faith,  all-saving  ftith,'  he  cried, 
'  I  fear  of  worldly  wdrks  the  wicked  pride ; 
Poor  as  I  am,  degraded,  abject,  blind, 
llie  good  I  've  wrought  still  rankles  in  my  mind ; 
My  ums-deeds  all,  and  every  deed  I  've  done. 
My  moral-rags  defile  me  every  <me ; 
It  should  not  be:  —  what  say'st  thou 7  tell  me. 

Ralph.' 
Qooth  I,  *  Your  reverence,  I  believe,  yon  'ire  safe ; 
Your  faith 's  your  prop,  nor  have  you  pess'd  such 

time 
In  life's  good-works  as  swell  them  to  a  crime. 
If  I  of  pardon  for  my  sins  were  sure, 
About  my  goodness  I  would  rest  secure.' 

**  Such  was  his  end ;  and  mine  approaches  ftst ; 
I  've  seen  my  best  of  preachers, — and  my  last"— 

He  bow'd,  and  archly  smiled  at  what  he  said, 
CivU  but  sly  :^««  And  is  old  Dibble  dead  7" 

Yes !  he  is  gone :  and  we  are  going  all ; 
Like  flowers  we  wither,  and  like  leaves  we  fall  ;«• 
Here,  with  an  infant  joyful  sponsors  come. 
Then  bear  the  new-made  Christian  to  ite  home ; 
A  few  short  years,  and  we  behold  him  stand. 
To  ask  a  blessing,  with  his  bride  in  hand : 
A  few,  still  seeming  shorter,  and  we  hear 
His  widow  weeping  at  her  husband's  bier :— 
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ThuB,  as  the  months  succeed,  shall  infants  take 
Their  names ;  thus  parents  shall  the  child  forsake ; 
Thus  brides  again  and  bridegrooms  blithe  shall 

kneel, 
By  love  or  law  eompellM  tilei^  vows  to  seal, 
"Eae  I  a^in,  or  one  like  me,  explore 
These  simple  annals  of  the  Vixxaox  Pooe. 


THE   LIBRARY. 


Books  afford  Consolation  to  the  troubled  Mind,  by 
substituting^  a  lighter  Kind  of  Distress  for  its  own 
-*^They  are  pr<ductive  of  other  Advantages : — 
An  Author's  Hope  of  being  known  in  distant 
Times — Arrangement  of  the  Libra^ — Size  and 
Form  of  the  Volomes— The  ancient  Folio,  clasped 
and  chained  —  Fashion  prevalent  even  in  this 
Place  —  The  Mode  of  publishing  in  Numbers, 
Pamphlets,  etc. — Subjects  of  the  difierent  Classes 
—■Divinity — Controversy — ^The  Friends  of  Reli- 
gion ofWn  more  dangerous  than  her  Foes — Seep- 
Seal  Authors — ^Reason  too  much  rejected  by  the 
ibrmer  Converts ;  exclusively  relied  upon  by  the 
latter — Philosophy  ascending  through  the  Scale 
c^  Being  to  moral  Subjects — Books  of  Medicine : 
their  Variety,  Variance,  and  Proneness  to  Sys- 
tem :  the  Evil  of  this,  and  the  Difficulty  it  causes 
— Farewell  to  tliis  Study — ^Law :  the  increasing 
Number  of  its  Volumes — Supposed  happy  State 
of  Man  without  Laws — ^Progress  of  Society — 
Historians:  their  Subjects — Dramatic  Authors, 
Tragic  and  Comio — Ancient  Romances — The 
Captive  Heroine — ^Happiness.  in  the  perusal  of 
such  Books:  why — Criticism  —  Apprehensions 
of  the  Author :  removed  by  the  Appearance  of 
the  Genius  of  the  Place ;  whose  Reasoning  and 
Admonition  conclude  the  Subject 


Warn  the  sad  soul,  by  care  and  grief  oppressed. 
Looks  round  the  world,  but  looks  in  vain  for  rest  | 
When  every  object  that  appears  in. view, 
Partakes  her  gloom  and  seems  dejected  too; 
Where  shall  eviction  firom  itself  retire  7 
Where  ftde  away  and  placidly  expire  ? 
AJas !  we  fly  to  silent  scenes  m  vain ; 
Care  blasts  the  honours  of  the  fiow'ry  plain : 
Care  veils' in  clouds  the  sun's  meridian  beam. 
Sighs  through  the  grove  and  murmurs  in  the 

stream; 
For  when  the  soul  is  labouring  in  despair, 
In  vain  the  body  breathes  a  purer  air : 
No  siorm-toss'd  sailor  sighs  for  slumbering  seas, — 
He  dreads  the  tempest,  but  invokes  the  breeze ; 
On  the  smooth  mirror  of  the  deep  resides 
Reflected  wo,  and  o*er  unruffled  tides 
The  ghost  of  every  former  danger  glidet. 
Thus,  in  the  calms  of  life,  we  only  see 
A  steadier  imago  of  our  misery ; 
But  lively  gales  and  gently-clouded  skies 
Disperse  the  sod  reflections  as  they  rise ; 
And  busy  thoughts  and  little  cares  f  vail 
To  ease  the  mind,  when  rest  and  reason  fail 


When  the  dull  thought,  by  no  designs  empby'd^ 
Dwells  on  the  past,  or  suffer'd  or  enjoy'd, 
We  bleed  anew  in  every  former  grief. 
And  joys  departed  furnish  no  reUefl 

Not  Hope  herself,  with  all  her  flatterkifg  art,    ' 
Can  cure  this  stubborn  sickness  of  the  heart : 
The  soul  disdains  each  comfort  she  prepares. 
And  anxious  searches  for  congenial  cares ; 
Those  lenient  cares,  which,  with  our  own  combined, 
By  mixM  sensations  ease  tb*  afllicted  mind, 
Aod  steal  our  grief  away,  and  leave  their  own  be- 
hind; 
A  lighter  grief!  which  feeling  hearts  endure 
Without  regret,  ndr  e*en  demand  a  cure. 

But  what  stranffe  art,  what  magic  can  dispose 
The  troubled  mind  to  change  its  native  woes  7 
Or  lead  us  willing  from  ourselves  to  see 
Others  more  wretched,  more  undone  than  we  T 
This,  books  can  do ;— nor  this  alone ;  they  give 
New  views  to  life,  and  teach  us  how  to  live ; 
Tliey  soothe  the  grieved,  the  stubborn  they  chastiart 
Fools  they  admonish,  and  confirm  the  wise : 
Their  aid  they  yield  to  all :  they  never  shun 
The  man  of  sorrow,  nor  the  wretch  undone  : 
Unlike  the  hard,  the  selfish,  and  th^  proud, 
They  fly  not  sullen  from  the  suppliant  crowd ;         • 
Nor  tell  to  various  people  Yarious  things. 
But  show  to  subjects,  what  they  show  to  kings. 

Come,  Child  of  C^re !  to  make  thy  soul  serene. 
Approach  the  treasures  of  this  tranquil  scene ; 
Survey  the  dome,  and,  as  the  doors  unfi>ld, 
The  BouFs  best  cure,  in  all  her  carea,  behold ! 
Where  mental  wealth  the  poor  in  thought  may  find^ 
And  mental  physic  the  diseased  in  mmd ; 
$ee  here  the  balms  that  passion^s  wounds  assuage; 
See  coolers  here,  that  damp  the  fire  of  rage ; 
Here  alt'ratives,  by  slow  degrees  contrcJ 
The  chronic  habitis  of  the  sickly  soul ; 
And  round  the  heart  and  o*er  the  aching  head. 
Mild  opiates  here  their  sober  influence  shed. 
Now  bid  thy  soul  man's  busy  scenes  exclude. 
And  view  composed  this  silent  multitude : — 
Silent  they  are,  but,  though  deprived  of  sound. 
Here  all  the  living  languages  abound ; 
Here  all  that  live  no  more ;  preserved  they  lie. 
In  tombs  that  open  to  the  curious  eye. 

Bless'd  be  the  gracious  Power,  who  taught  maii» 
kind 
To  stamp  a  lasting  image  of  the  mind  I 
Beasts  may  convey,  and  tuneful  birds  may  singr. 
Their  mutual  feelings,  in  the  opening  spring ; 
But  man  alone  has  skill  and  power  to  send 
The  heart's  warm  dictates  to  the  distant  friend  : 
'T  is  his  alone  to  please,  instruct,  advise 
Ages  remote,  and  nations  yet  to  rise. 

In  sweet  repose,  when  labour's  chiklren  deep^ 
When  joy  forgets  to  smile  and  care  to  weep. 
When  passiofi  slumbers  in  the  lover's  breast. 
And  fear  and  ^uiH  partake  the  balm  of  rest. 
Why  then  denies  the  studious  man  to  share 
Man's  common  good,  who  feels  his  common  oaxo  T 

Because  the  hope  is  his,  that  bids  him  fly 
Night^s  soft  repose,  and  sleep's  mild  power  defy  $ 
That  afler-aces  may  repeat  his  praise. 
And  fiune's  fidr  meed  be  his,  for  length  of  dsy^ 
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Ddightful  prospect !  when  we  leave  behind  . 

A  worthy  offirpring  of  the  fhiitiul  mind  ! 

Whicb,  born  and  nursed  throa^h  many  an  aiudona 

Shall  all  our  labour,  all  our  care  repay.       ^ 
Yet  all  are  not  these  hiithe  of  noble  kind, 
liflt  all  the  children  of  a  vieorous  mind ; 
fiat  where  the  wisest  should  alone  preside, 
Hk  weak  would  rule  us,  and  the  blind  would  guide ; 
Nay,  man's  best  e0brts  taste  of  man,  and  show 
Tile  poor  and  troubled  source  from  which  they  flow : 
Wheie  most  he  triumphs,  we  bis  wanta  perceive, 
And  fiv  his  weakness  in  his  wisdom  grieve, 
fitt  thoQf  h  imperfect  all ;  yet  wisdom  loves 
Thii  seat  serene,  and  virtue^s  self  approves : — 
Here  come  the  grieved,  a  change  of  thought  to  find ; 
The  corioos  here,  to  feed  a  craving  mind ; 
Here  the  devout  their  peaoeffal  temple  choose ; 
And  here  the  poet  meets  his  fevouring  muse. 

With  awe,  around  these  silent  walks  I  ^read ; 
itiese  are  the  lasting  mansions  of  the  dead  : — 
*The  dead,**  methinks  a  thousand  tongues  reply ; 
"These  are  the  tombs  of  such  as  cannot  die ! 
(^wn*d  with  eternal  fame,  they  sit  sublime, 
Aad  laogh  at  all  the  little  strife  of  time.** 

Hai],  then,  immortals !  ye  who  shine  above, 
Each,  m  his  sphere,  the  literary  Jove ; 
And  ye  the  common  people  of  these  skies, 
A  faomUer  crowd  of  nameless  deities ; 
Whether  *t  u  yours  to  lead  the  willing  mind 
Tliroiigh  history's  maaes,  and  the  turnings  find ;  ^ 
Or  whether,  led  by  science,  ye  retire, 
Loat  and  bewUder'd  in  the  vast  desire ; 
Whether  the  Muse  invites  you  to  her  bowers. 
And  crowns  your  placid  brows  with  living  flowers ; 
Or  godlike  wisdom  teaches  you  to  show 
Tlie  noblest  road  to  happiness  below ; 
Or  men  and  manners  prompt  the  easy  page 
To  mark  the  flvlng  follies  of  the  a^ : 
Whatever  good  ve  boast,  that  good  impart ; 
hdbnn  die  bead  and  rectify  the  heart 

Lo!  on  in  silence,  all  in  order  stand. 
And  mighty  folios  first,  a  lordly  band ; 
Tlien  quartos  their  weU-order*d  ranks  iwtnfaln^ 
And  light  octavos  fill  a  spacious  plain : 
See  yonder,  ranged  m  more  frequented  raws, 
A  humbler  band  of  duodecimos ; 
While  undistinguish*d  trifles  swell  the  scene, 
TIk  last  new  play  and  fiitter'd  magaiine. 
Tbos  *t  is  in  life,  where  first  the  proud,  the  great. 
In  leagued  assembly  keep  their  cumbrous  state ; 
Heavy  and  huge,  they  fill  the  world  with  dread. 
Are  much  admired,  and  are  but  little  read : 
Hie  commons  next,  a  middle  rank,  are  feund ; 
Ptafeasions  fruitful  pour  their  offspring  round ; 
Keasoners  and  wits  are  next  their  place  al]ow*d. 
And  last,  of  vulgar  tribes  a  countless  crowds 

First,  let  us  view  the  form,  the  size,  the  dress ; 
For  these  the  manners,  nav  the  mind  express ; 
That  weight  of  wood,  witn  leathern  coat  o*erlaid ; 
TVise  ample  clasps,  of  solid  metal  made ; 
The  cloae-presa*d  leaves,  unclosed  for  many  an  age ; 
The  dull  red  edging  of  the  well-fiird  page ; 
Ob  the  broad  back  the  stubborn  ridges  roll*d. 
Where  yet  the  title  stands  in  tarnishM  gold ; 


These  all  a  sage  and  laboured  work  proclaim, 
A  painful  candidate  f<x  lasting  fame : 
No  idle  wit,  no  trifling  verse  can  lork 
Id  the  deep  bosom  of  that  weighty  work ; 
No  playful  thoughts  degrade  the  solemn-  style. 
Nor  one  light  sentence  claims  a  transient  smile. 
Hence,  in  these  times,  untouch*d  the  pages  lie, 
And  slumber  out  their  immortality : 
They  had  their  day,  when,  after  all  his  toil. 
His  morning  study,  and  his  midnight  oil, 
At  len^h  an  author's  one  great  work  appearM, 
By  patient  hope,  and  length  of  days,  endea^'d  : 
Elxpecting  nations  baiPd  it  fi'om  the  press ; 
Poetic  friends  prefixed  each  kind  address ; 
Princte  and  kings  received  the  pond'rous  gift. 
And  ladies  read  the  work  they  could  not  lift 
Fashion,  though  Folly's  child,  and  guide  of  fools, 
Rules  e*en  the  wisest,  and  in  learning  rules ; 
From  crowds  and  courts  to  Wisdom's  seat  she  goei^ 
And  reigns  triumphant  o'er  her  mother's  foes. 
For  lo !  these  fav'rites  of  the  ancient  mode 
Lie  all  neglected  like  the  Birth-day  Ode ; 
Ah !  needless  now  this  weight  of  massy  chain;* 
Safe  in  themselves,  the  once-loved  works  remain ; ' 
No  readers  now  invade  their  still  retreat. 
None  try  to  steal  them  from  their  parent-seat ; 
Like  ancient  beauties,  they  may  now  discard 
Chains,  bolts,  and  locks,  and  lie  without  a  guard. 
Our  patient  fethers  trifling  themes  laid  by, 
And  roU'd  o'er  labour'd  works  th*  attentive  eye ; 
Page  after  page,  th'  much-enduring  men 
Explored,  the  deeps  and  shallows  of  the  pen ; 
Till,  every  former  note  and  comment  known, 
They  mark'd  the  spacious  margin  with  their  own : 
Minute  corrections  proved  their  studious  care ; 
The  little  index,  pointing,  told  us  where ; 
And  many  an  emendation  show'd  the  age 
Look'd  far  beyond  the  rubric  tiUe^page. 

Our  nicer  palates  lighter  labours  seek, 
Clov'd  with  a  folio-iVttm6er  once  a  week ; 
BiUes,  with  cuts  and  comments,  thus  go  down : 
ETen  light  Voltaire  is  mitnher^d  through  the  town  i 
Thus  physic  flies  abroad ;  and  thus  the  law, 
From  men  of  study,  and  iVom  men  of  straw ; 
Abstracts,  abridgments,  please  the  fickle  times, 
Pamphlets  and  plays,  and  politics  and  rhymes  : 
But  though  to  write  be  now  a  task  of  ease, 
The  task  is  hard  by  manly  arts  to  please, . 
When  all  our  weakness  is  exposed  to  view. 
And  half  our  judges  are  our  rivals  too* 

Amid  these  works,  on  which  the  eager  eye 
Delights  to  fix,  or  glides  reluctant  by. 
When  all  combined,  their  decent  pomp  display. 
Where  shall  we  first  our  early  offering  pay  ? — 

To  thee,  Dtvinftv  \  to  thee,  the  light 
And  guide  of  mortals,  through  their  mental  night ; 
By  whom  we  Icarn  our  hopes  and  fears  to  guide ; 
To  bear  with  pain,  and  to  contend  with  pride ; 
When  grieved,  to  pray  ;  when  injured,  to  forgive ;, 
And  with  the  world  in  charity  to  live. 
Not  truths  like  these  inspired  that  numerous  race*. 
Whose  pious  labours  fill  this  ample  space; 


*In  the  more  ancient  librarin.  works  or  value  and  impwV 
anoe  were  fastened  (o  thoir  places  by  a  leiif  th  of  cbaio  ;  aod^ 
might  M)  be  penued.  bat  oot  laken  awoj. 
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Bnt  questions  nice,  where  doubt  on  doubt  arose. 
Awaked  to  war  the  long.contending  foes. 
For  dubious  meanings,  learnt  polemics  strove, 
And  wars  on  faith  prevented  works  of  love ; 
The  brands  of  discord  far  around  were  hurPd, 
And  holy  wrath  inflamed  .a  sinful  world  : — 
Dull  though  impatient,  peevish  though  devout, 
With  wit  disgusting  and  despised  without ; 
Saints  in  design,  in  execution  men. 
Peace  in  their  looks,  and  vengeance  in  tbeir  pen. 

Mctbinks  I  see,  and  sicken  at  the  sight. 
Spirits  of  spleen  from  yonder  pile  alight ; 
Spirits  who  prompted  every  damning  page, 
With  pontiff  pride,  and  still-iucreasin^  rage.. 
Lq  !  how  they  stretch  their  gloomy  wmgs  aroimd. 
And  lash  with  furious  strokes  the  trembling  ground ! 
They  pray,  they  fight,  they  murder,  and  they 

weep, — 
Wolves  in  their  vengeance,  in  their  manners  sheep ; 
Too  well  they  act  the  prophets  fatal  part, 
Denooncincf  evil  with  a  zealous  heart ; 
And  each,  like  Jonas,  is  displeased  if  God 
Repent  his  anger,  or  withhold  his  rod. 

But  here  the  dormant  fbry  rests  unsought, 
And  Zfstl  sleeps  soundly  by  the  foes  she  ftnight ; 
Here  all  the  rage  of  controversy  ends. 
And  rival  zealots  rest  like  bosom-friends : 
An  Athanasian  here,  in  deep  repose. 
Sleeps  with  the  fiercest  of  his  Arian  foes ; 
Socinians  here  with  Calvinists  abide. 
And  thin  partitions  angry  chiefs  divide ; 
Here  wily  Jesuits  simple  Quakers  meet. 
And  Bellarmine  has  rest  at  Luther*s  fhet 
Groat  authors,  for  the  church*s  glory  fired. 
Are,  for  the  cimrch*s  peace,  to  rest  retired ; 
And  close  beside,  a  mystic,  maudlin  race, 
Lie,  **  Crums  of  Comfort  for  the  Babes  of  Grace.'* 

Against  her  foes  Religion  well  defends 
Her  sacred  truths,  but  often  fears  her  friends ; 
If  Ieam*d,  their  pride,  if  weak,  their  zeal  she  dreads. 
And  their  hearts*  weakness,  who  have  soundest 

heads : 
But  most  she  fears  the  controversial  pen. 
The  holy  strife  of  disputatious  men ; 
Who  the  blessM  GospePs  peaceful  page  explcfre, 
Only  to  fight  against  its  precepts  more.    • 

Near  to  these  seats,  behold  yon  slender  frames, 
All  closely  fill*d  and  markM  with  modem  names ; 
Where  no  fair  science  ever  shows  her  face. 
Few  sparkB  of  genius,  and  no  spark  of  grace : 
There  sceptics  rest,  a  still-increasing  throng, 
And  stretch  their  widening  wings  ten  thousand 

strong: 
Some  in  close  fight  their  dubious  claims  maintain ; 
Some  skirmish  lightly,  fly  and  fight  again; 
Coldly  profane,  and  impiously  gay, 
Their  end  the  same,  though  various  in  their  way. 

When  first  Religion  came  to  bless  the  land^ 
^Her  friends  were  men  a  firm  believing  band ; 
'To  doubt  was,  then,  to  plunge  in  guilt  ejctreme. 
And  all  was  gospel  that  a  monk  could  dream; 
.  Insulted  Reason  fled  the  groveling-  soul, 
.For  Fear  to  guide,  and  visions  to  control ; 
.But  now,  when  Reason  has  assumed  her  throne, 
^She,  in  her  torn,  demands  to  reign  alone ; 


Rejecting  all  that  li^s  beyond  her  view, 
And,  being  judge,  will  be  a  witness  too : 
Insulted  Faith  then  leaves  the  doubtfol  mmd. 
To  seek  for  truth,  without  a  potver  to  find : 
Ah !  when  will  both  in  friendly  beams  unite. 
And  pour  on  erring  man  resistless  light  ? 

Next  to  the  seats,  well  stored  with  works  diymo^ 
An  ample  space,  Philoooprt  !  is  thine ; 
Our  reason's  guide,  by  whose  assisting  light 
We  trace  the  moral  bounds  of  wrong  and  rig-ht ; 
Our  guide  through  nature,  fixim  the  sterile  cUy, 
To  the  bright  orbs  of  yon  celestial  way ! 
'T  is  thine,  the  great,  the  golden  chain  to  tmoe. 
Which  runs  through  all,  connecting  race  with  race  ; 
Save  where  those  puzzling,  stubborn  links  remain^ 
Which  thy  inferior  li|[ht  pursues  in  vain : — 
How  vice  and  virtue  m  the  soul  contend ; 
How  widely  diffisr,  yet  how  nearly  Uend ! 
What  various  passions  war  on  eiUier  part. 
And  now  confirm,  now  melt  the  yielding  heaft : 
How  Fancy  loves  around  the  world  to  stray, 
While  Judgment  sbwly  picks  his  sober  way  ; 
The  stores  of  memory,  and  the  flights  subUme 
Of  genius,  bound  by  neither  space  nor  time;-^ 
All  these  divine  Philosophy  explores. 
Till,  lost  in  awe,  she  wonders  and  adores. 
From  these,  descending  to  the  earth,  she  torns. 
And  matter,  in  its  various  fi>rm,  discerns ; 
She  p&rts  the  beamy  light  with  skill  profound. 
Metes  the  thin  air,  and  weighs  the  flying  socmd ; 
*Tis  hers,  the  lightning  from  the  clouds  to  call. 
And  teach  the  fiery  mischief  where  to  fall. 

Yet  more  her  volumes  teach, — on  these  we  look 
As  abstracts  drawn  from  Nature's  larger  book  : 
Here,  first  described,  the  torpid  earth  appeera. 
And  next,  the  vegetable  robe  it  wears ; 
Where  flow*ry  tribes,  in  valleys,  fields,  and  groTea, 
Nurse  the  stiU  flame,  and  feed  the  silent  loves  ; 
Loves,  where  no  grief,  nor  joy,  nor  bliss,  nor  pain. 
Warm  the  glad  heart  or  vex  the  labouring  brain ; 
But  as  the  green  blood  moves  along  the  blade. 
The  bed  of  Flora  on  the  branch  is  made; 
Where,  without  passion,  love  instinctive  lives. 
And  gives  new  life,  unconscious  that  it  gives. 
Advancing  still  in  Nature's  maze,  we  trace. 
In  dens  and  burninpr  plains,  her  savage  race ; 
With  those  same  tnbes  who  on  their  lord  attend. 
And  find,  in  man,  a  master  and  a  friend : 
Man  crowns  the  scene,  a  world  of  wonders  new, 
A  moral  world,  that  well  demands  our  view. 

This  world  is  here ;  for,  of  more  lofly  kind. 
These  neighbouring  volumes  r^eason  on  the  mind  ; 
Thev  paint  the  state  of  man  ere  yet  endued 
With  knowledge ; — man,  poor,  ignorant,  anA  rude ; 
Then,  as  his  state  improves,  thsir  pages  swelL 
And  all  its  cares,  and  all  its  comforts,  tcU : 
Here  we  behold  how  inexperience  buys. 
At  little  price,  the  wiedom  of  the  wise : 
Without  the  troubles  of  an  active  state, 
Without  tJie  cares  and  dangers  of  the  great. 
Without  the  miseries  of  the  poor,  we  know 
What  wisdom,  wealth,  and  poverty  bestow  ; 
We  see  how  rea^n  calms  the  raging  mind. 
And  how  conte<idiag  passions  urge  mankind 
Some,  won  by  virtue,  glow  with  sacred  fire; 
Some,  lui-ed  by  vice,  indulge  the  low  desire , 
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Whilit  othen,  won  by  either,  now  pursue 
The  guilty  chase,  now  keep  the  good  in  view ; 
Forever  wrctdied,  with  themselves  at  strife, 
Tbey  lead  a  puzziud,  ?ex'd,  Nmcertain  life  ; 
For  IransieQt  vice  bequeaths  a  lingering  pain. 
Which  transient  virtue  seeks  to  cure  in  vain. 

Whilst  thus  engaged,  high  views  enlarge  the  soul, 
New  interests  draw,  new  principles  control ; 
Kor  thot  the  soul  alone  resigns  her  grief, 
But  here  tiie  tortured  body  finds  relief; 
For  lee  where  yonder  fierce  Arachnd  shapes 
Her  sobtile  gin,  that  not  a  fly  escapes ! 
There  Pbtsic  fills  tlie  space,  and  far  around. 
File  abore  pile,  her  learned  works  abound : 
GbrioQi  their  aim — to  ease  the  labouring  heart; 
To  war  with  death,  and  stop  his  flying  dart ; 
To  trace  the  source  whence  the  fierce  contest  grew, 
And  life*!  short  lease  on  easier  terms  renew  ; 
Toeahn  the  fi-enzy  of  the  burning  brain ; 
To  heal  the  tortures  of  impkuing  pain ; 
Or,  when  more  powrainl  ills  all  efforts  brave. 
To  ease  the  victim  no  device  can  sav^ 
And  nnooth  the  stormy  passage  to  the  grave. 

Bot  man,  who  knows  no  good  unmixed  and  pure, 
Oft  finds  a  poison  where  he  sought  a  cure ; 
For  grave  deceivers  lodge  their  labours  here. 
And  cloud  the  science  &ej  pretend  to  clear : 
Seonnres  fi>r  sin,  the  solemn  tribe  are  sent ; 
Like  ire  and  storms,  they  call  us  to  repent ; 
Bat  storms  subside,  and  fires  forget  to  rage, 
Tlese  are  eternal  scourges  of  the  age : 
Tiinot  enough  thai  each  terrific  hand 
Spreads  desolation  )«nnd  a  guilty  land ; 
Kit,  tram^d  to  ill,  and  hardened  by  its  crimes, 
Thdr  pen  relentless  kills  through  future  times. 
Say  ye,  who  search  those  records  of  the  dead. 
Who  read  huge  works,  to  boast  whai  ye  have  read ; 
Can  all  the  rnd  knowledge  ye  possess. 
Or  those  (if  such  there  are)  who  more  than  guess. 
Atone  for  each  impostor's  wild  mistakes, 
And  mend  the  blunders  pride  and  felly  makes  ? 

What  thought  so  wild,  what  airy  dream  so  Ught, 
Hat  win  not  prompt  a  theorist  to  write  7 
What  art  so  prevalent,  what  proof  so  strong, 
^t  will  convince  him  his  attempt  is  wrong  7 
One  in  the  solids  finds  each  lurking  ill, 
Kor  grants  the  passive  fluids  power  to  kill : 
A  leuned  fi-iend  some  subtler  reason  brings 
Abaolves  the  channels,  but  condemiis  tiieir  springs 
Hie  fobtile  nerves,  that  shun  the  doctor's  ^e, 
Bieape  no  more  his  subtler  theory ; 
ThtB  vital  heat,  that  warms  the  labouring  heart, 
lAds  a  fair  system  to  these  sons  of  art; 
The  vital  air,  a  pore  and  subtile  stream,, 
fiems  a  foundation  for  an  airy  scheme, 
Aansts  the  doctor,  and  supports  his  dream. 
Some  have  their  favourite  ills,  and  each  disease 
li  bat  a  younger  branch  that  kills  ftom  these : 
One  to  the  gout  contracts  all  human  pain. 
He  views  it  raging  in  the  firantic  brain ; 
Tnids  it  m  levers  all  his  efforts  mar. 
And  »» it  lurking  in  the  cold  catarrh : 
Klioos  by  some,  by  others  nervous  seen, 
S^e  the  fantastic  demons  of  the  spleen ; 
Aad  every  symptom  of  the  strange  disease 
With  every  system  of  the  sags  agrees. 


Ye  frigid  tribe,  on  whom  I  wasted  km^ 

The  t^ous  hours,  and  ne*er  indulged  m  song ; 

Ye  first  seducers  of  my  easy  heart, 

Who  promised  knowledge  ye  could  not  impart; 

Ye  dull  deluders,  truth's  destructive  foes ; 

Ye  sons  of  fiction,  clad  in  stupid  prose; 

Ye  treacherous  leaders,  who,  yourselves  in  doubt. 

Light  up  false  fires,  and  send  us  far  about } — 

Still  may  yon  spider  round  your  padres  spm, 

Sulptile  and  slow,  her  emblematic  gm  f 

Buried  in  dust  and  lost  in  silence,  dwell. 

Most  potent^  grave,  and  reverend  friends— ferewelli 

Near  these,-  and  where  the  setting  sun  displays. 
Through  the  dim  window,  bis  departing  rays. 
And  gilds  yon  columns,  there,  on  either  side, 
The  huge  abridgements  of  the  law  abide ; 
Fruitful  as  vice  the  dread  correctors  stand, 
And  spread  tlieir  guardian  terrors  round  the  land ; 
Yet,  as  the  best  that  human  care  can  do, 
Is  miz'd  with  error,  oft  with  evil  too, 
Skiird  in  deceit,  and  practised  to  evade. 
Knaves  stand  secure,  for  whom  these  laws  were 

made; 
And  justice  vainly  each  expedient  tries. 
While  art  eludes  it,  or  while  power  defies. 
**  Ah !  happy  age,"  the  youthful  poet  sings, 
**  When  the  free  nations  knew  not  laws  nor  kings ; 
When  all  were  bless'd  to  share  a  common  store. 
And  none  were  proud  of  wealth,  for  none  were  poor  ; 
No  wars  nor  tumults  vez*d  each  still  domain. 
No  thu-st  of  empire,  no  desire  of  gaui ; 
No  proud  great  man,  nor  one  who  would  be  great. 
Drove  modest  merit  from  its  proper  state ; 
Nor  into  distant  climes  would  avarice  roam. 
To  fetch  delights  for  luxury  at  home : 
Bound  by  no  ties  which  kept  the  soul  in  awe, 
They  dwelt  at  liberty,  and  love  was  law  !" 

'*  Mistaken  youth !  each  nation  first  was  rude. 
Each  man  a  cheerless  son  of  solitude. 
To  whom  no  joys  of  social  life  were  known. 
None  felt  a  care  that  was  not  aU  his  own ; 
Or  in  some  languid  clime  his  abject  soul 
BoW'd  to  a  little  tyrant's  stern  control ; 
A  slave,  with  slaves  his  monarch's  throne  he  raised. 
And  in  rude  song  his  ruder  idol  praised  t 
The  meaner  cares  of  life  were  all  he  knew; 
Bounded  his  pleasures,  and  his  wishes  few : 
But  when  by  slow  degrees  the  Arts  arose. 
And  Science  waken'd  from  her  long  repose ; 
When  Commerce,  rising  from  the  bed  of  ease. 
Ran  round  the  land,  and  pointed  to  the  seas ; 
When  Emulation,  bom  with  jealous  eye ; 
Andv Avarice,  lent  their  spurs  to  industry ; 
Then  one  by  one  the  numerous  laws  were  made. 
Those  to  control,  and  these  to  succour  trade ; 
To  curb  the  insolence  of  rude  command. 
To  snatch  the  victim  from  the  usurer's  hand; 
To  awe  the  bokl,  to  yield  the  wrong'd  redress, 
And  feed  the  poor  with  Luxury's  excess." 

Like  some  yast  flood,  unbpunded,  fierce,  and 
strong. 
His  nature  leads  ungovem'd  man  along ; 
Like  mighty  bulwarks  made  to  stem  that  tide. 
The  laws  are  fbrm'd  and  placed  on  ev'ry  side : 
Whene'er  it  breaks  the  bounds  by  these  decreed. 
New  statutes  rise,  and  stronger  laws  succeed ; 
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More  and  more  gentle  grows  the  dying  stream, 
More  and  more  strong  the  rising  bulwarks  seem ; 
Tiilf  like  a  miner  woricing  sure  and  slow, 
iiuzuiy  creeps  on,  and  ruins  all  below : 
The  basis  sinks,  the  ample  piles  decay ; 
The  stately  fabric  shakes  and  fails  away  ; 
Primeval  want  and  ignorance  come  on^ 
But  iVeedoro,  that  exalts  the  savage  state,  is  gone. 

Next,  History  ranks ;— there  full  in  front  she  lies, 
And  every  nation  her  dread  tale  supplies ; 
Yet  History  has  her  doubts,  and  every  age 
With  sceptic  queries  marks  the'  passing  page ; 
Records  of  old  nor  later  date  are  clear. 
Too  distant  those,  and  these  are  placed  too  near ; 
There  time  conceals  the  objects  from  our  view, 
Here  our  own  passions  and  a  writer^s  too : 
Yet,  in  these  volumes,  see  how  states  arose ! 
Guarded  by  virtue  from  surrounding  foes ; 
Their  virtue  lost,  and  of  their  triumphs  vain, 
Ijo  !  hoyr  they  sunk  to  slavery  again ! 
Satiate  with  power,  of  fame  and  wealth  posseaa^d, 
A  nation  grows  too  glorious  to  be  bles8*d ; 
Conspicuous  made,  Zie  stands  the  mark  of  all. 
And  foes  join  foes  to  triumph  in  her  fall. 

Thus  speaks  the  page  that  paints  ambition^s  race. 
The  monarch's  pride,  his  glory,  his  di^race ; 
The  headlong  course,  that  maddening  heroes  run, 
How  soon  triumphant,  and  how  soon  undone ;   - 
How  alaves,  turn'd  tyrants,  offer  crowns  to  sale. 
And  each  fall*n  nation's  melancholy  tale. 

Lo !  where  of  late  the  Book  of  Martyrs  stood. 
Old  pious  tracts,  and  Bibles  bound  in  wood ; 
There,  such  the  taste  of  this  degenerate  age, 
Stand  the  profane  delusions  of  the  Stage  : 
Yet  virtue  owns  the  Tragic  Mose  a  friend. 
Fable  her  -means,  morality  her  end ; 
For  this  she  rules  all  passions  in  their  turns. 
And  now  the  bosom  bleeds,  and  now  it  bums ; 
Pity  with  weeping  eye  surveys  her  bowl. 
Her  anffer  swells,  her  terror  chills  the  soul  | 
She  nuJces  the  vile  to  virtue  yield  applause. 
And  own  her  sceptre  while  tihey  break  her  laws ; 
For  vice  in  others  is  abhorred  by  all. 
And  villains  triumph  where  the  worthless  falL 

Not  thus  her  sister  Cobibdt  prevails. 
Who  shoots  at  foUy,  for  her  arrow  fkils ; 
Folly,  by  dukeas  arm*d,  eludes  the  wound, 
And  harmless  sees  the  feather'd  shafts  rebound; 
Unhurt  she  stands,  applauds  the  archer's  skill. 
Laughs  at  her  malice,  and  is  folly  still. 
Yet  well  the  Muse  portrays,  in  fimcied  scenes, 
What  pride  will  stoop  to^  what  profession  means ; 
How  formal  fools  the  fiirce  of  state  applaud; 
How  caution  watches  at  the  lips  of  fraud : 
The  wordy  variance  of  domestic  life ; 
The  tyrant  husband,  the  retorting  wife ; 
The  snares  for  innocence,  the  lie  of  trade. 
And  the  smooth  tongue's  habitual  masquerade. 

With  her  the  virtues  too  obtain  a  place. 
Each  gentle  passion,  each  becoming  grace ; 
The  social  joy  in  life's  securer  noad. 
Its  easy  pleasure,  its  substantial  good ; 
The  happy  thought  that  conscious  virtue  gives, 
And  ail  that  ought  to  live,  and  all  that  lives. 


But  who  are  these  ?  Methinks  a  noble  i 
And  awful  grandeur  in  their  form  are  seen. 
Now  in  disgrace :  what  though  by  time  ii  spread 
Polluting  dust  o'er  every  reverend  head ; 
What  though  beneath  yon  gilded  tribe  they  lie, 
And  dull  observers  pass  insulting  by : 
Forbid  it  shame,  forbid  it  decent  awe 
What  seems  so  grave,  should  not  attention  draw ! 
Come,  let  us  then  with  reverend  step  advance, 
And  greet — the  ancient  worthies  of  Rohahce. 

Hence,  ye  profane !  I  feel  a  former  dread, 
A  thousand  visions  float  around  my  head ; 
Hark !  hollow  blasts  through  empty  courts  resound, 
And  shadowy  forms  with  staging  eyes  stalk  round  i 
See !  moats  and  bridges,  walls  uid  castles  rise,    . 
Ghosts,  fairies,  demons,  dance  before  your  eyes; 
Lo !  magic  verse  inscribe  on  golden  gate, 
And  blomiy  hand  that  beckons  on  to  fete : — 
**  And  who  art  thou,  thou  little  page,  unfold  T 
Say,  doth  thy  lord  my  Claribel  withhold  7 
Go  tell  him  straight.  Sir  Knight,  thou  must  resign 
The  captive  queen ; — for  Claribel  is  mine.** 
Awav  he  flies ;  and  now  for  bloody  deeds. 
Black  suits  of  armour,  masks,  and  foaming  steeds ; 
The  giant  falls ;  his  recreant  throat  I  seise. 
And  from  his  corslet  take  the  massy  kejrs : — 
Dukes,  lords,  aiid  knights  in  long  processicm  moVB^ 
Released  from  bondage  with  my  virgin  love : — 
She  comes !  she  comes !  in  all  the  charms  of  youth, 
Unequail'd  love  and  unsuspected  truth ! 

Ah !  happy  he  who  thus,  in  magic  themes. 
O'er  worlds  bewitch'd,  in  ear^  rapture  dreams. 
Where  wild  Enchantment  waves  her  potent  wand. 
And  Fancy's  beauties  fill  her  feiry  land ; 
Where  doubtful  objects  strange  desires  excitet. 
And  Fear  and  Ignorance  affwd  delight 

But  lost,  for  ever  lost,  to  me  these  joys. 
Which  Reason  scatters,  and  which  Time  destroys, 
Too  dearly  bought :  maturer  judgment  calls 
My  busied  mind  from  tales  and  madrigals; 
My  doughty  giants  all  are  slain  or  fle^ 
And  all  my  knights  blue,  green,  and  yellow,  dead! 
No  more  the  midnight  fairy  tribe  I  view. 
All  in  the  merry  moonshine  tippling  dew ; 
E'en  the  last  lingering  fiction  of  the  brain. 
The  church-yard  ghost,  is  now  at  rest  again; 
And  ail  these  wayward  wanderings  of  my  yocrth 
Fly  Reason's  power,  and  shun  the  light  of  traUb 

With  fiction  then  does  real  joy  reside. 
And  is  our  reason  the  delusive  guide  ? 
Is  it  then  right  to  dream  tlie  syrens  sing  7 
Or  mount  enraptured  on  the  dragon's  wing  7 
No,  't  is  the  infant  mind,  to  care  unknown, 
That  makes  th'  imagined  paradise  its  own ; 
Soon  as  reflections  in  the  bosom  rise, 
Lig^  slumbers  vanish  from  the  clouded  eyes : 
The  tear  and  smile  Ihat  once  together  rose, 
Are  then  divorced ;  the  head  and  heart  are  Iocs ; 
Enchantment  bows  to  Wisdom's  serious  plan. 
And  pain  and  prudence  make  and  mar  the  m^B^^J 

While  thus  of  power  and  fencied  empire  vain. 
With  various  thoughts  my  mind  I  entertain ; 
While  books  my  slaves,  with  tyrant  hand  I  seiau 
Pleased  with  the  pride  that  will  not  let  them  j " 
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I  find  terrific  thmi^hto  arise, 
Aid  Bjoipatbetic  sorrow  fillH  my  eyes ; 
Forlo!  while  yet  my  heart  admits  the  wosand, 
I  Me  the  Came  army  ranged  around. 

Foes  to  oar  Aoe !  if  ever  y6  have  known 
A&tfaer*i  fears  for  offspring  of  your  own — 
If  ever,  uniling  o'er  a  lucky  line, 
Te  thought  the  sudden  sentiment  divine, 
IVn  paosed  and  doubted,  and  then,  tired  of  doubt. 
With  rage  as  sudden,  dash'd  the  stanza  out ; — 
I^  after  fearing  much  and  pausing  long, 
Te  TentnrM  on  the  world  your  labour*d  song, 
And  torn  the  crusty  critics  of  those  days 
Implored  the  feeble  tribute  of  their  praise ; 
Seineinber  now  the  fears  that  moved  you  thep, 
iad,  ipite  of  troth,  let  merey  guide  your  pen. 

What  venfrons  race  are  ours !  what  mighty  foes 
Lie  waiting  aU  around  them  to  oppoee ! 
Whittreadierons  friends  betray  them  to  the  fight ! 
Wbat  dangers  threaten  them ! — ^yet  stil)  they  write : 
Ahaideai  tribe !  to  every  evil  bom, 
Wbom  villains  hate,  and  fools  affect  to  soom : 
Stnngera  they  come  amid  a  world  of  wo, 
indtaile  the  largest  portion  ere  they  ga 

PensiTe  I  spoke,  and  cast  mine  eyes  around ; 
1^  rooC  methought,'rctum*d  a  'solemn  sound ; 
Bieh  oolomn  seemM  to  shake,  and  clouds,  like 

anokc. 
From  duty  piles  and  ancient  volumes  broke ; 
Gilfaerin^  above,  like  mists  condensed  they  seem, 
Sdnled  m  summer  from  the  rushy  stream ; 
Ijke  fbwing  robes  they  now  appear,  and  twine 
l^*nd  the  Urge  members  of  a  fbrm  divine ; 
Kb  iSrer  beard,  that  swept  his  aged  breast, 
Ba  piercing  eye,  that  inward  light  ezprese*d, 
Were  ieeny--but  clouds  and  darkness  veiPd  the  rest, 
Fev  ehillM  my  heart :  to  one  of  mortal  race 
Hevawfid  seemM  the  Genius  <^the  place! 
So  in  CSmmerian  shores,  Ulysses  saw 
Ki  puent-shade,  and  shrunk  in  pious  awe ; 
ub  him  I  stood,  and  wrapt  in  thoofht  profixmd, 
Who  fiwD  the  pitying  power  broke  forth  a  solemn 

ioand:^ 

"Cue  livas  with  all ;  no  roles,  no  precepts  save 
ne  wise  fium  wo^  no  fortitude  the  brave ; 
6>ief  is  to  man  as  certain  as  the  grave : 
TcMparti  and  storms  in  lifers  whole  progress  rise. 
Aid  hope  shines  dimly  through  o*erclouded  skies ; 
Soae  drops  of  comfort  on  the  &vottr*d  fall, 
l^ihowera  of  sorrow  are  the  lot  of  aU ; 
nrtiaJ  to  talents,  then  shall  Heaven  withdraw 
Hi'  afflicting  rod,  or  break  the  general  law  7 
^  be  who  soars,  inspired  by  bftifer  views, 
ufe*i  little  cares  and  little  pains  refuse  7 
^  he  not  rather  feel  a  double  share 
Of  BQrtal  wo,  when  doubly  arm*d  to  bear  7 

'^Rard  is  his  fate  who  builds  his  peace  of  mind 
Jii  fte  precarious  merey  of  mankind ; 
■^  hopes  far  wild  and  visionary  things, 
Aad  mounts  o*er  unknown  seas  with  venturous 

wings: 
Alt  aa,  of  various  evib  that  befal 
The  baman  race,  some  portion  goes  to  all. 
To  him  perhaps  the  milder  lot  *s  assign'd. 
Who  Mi  his  consolation  in  his  mind; 


And,  lockM  within  his  bosom,  bears  about 
A  mental  charm  ibr  every  care  without. 
E'en  in  the  pangs  of  each  domestic  grief. 
Or  health  or  vigorous  hope  affords  relief; 
And  every  wound  the  tortured  bosokn  feels, 
Or  virtue  bears,  or  some  preserver  heals ; 
Some  generous  friend,  of  ample  power  poesess'd ; 
Some  reeling  heart,  that  bleeds  for  the  distress'd ; 
Some  breast  that  glows  with  virtues  all  divine; 
Some  noble  Rutland,  Misery's  friend  and  thine. 

Nor  say,  the  Muse's  song,  the  Poet's  pen, 
Merit  the  scorn  they  meet  f^om  little  men. 
With  cautious  fireedom  if  the  numbers  flow« 
Not  wildly  high,  nor  pitifully  low ; 
If  vice  alone  Uieir  honest  aims  oppose. 
Why  so  ashamed  their  fi>iends,  so  loud  their  foes  7 
Happy  for  men  in  every  age  and  dime. 
If  all  the  sons  of  vision  dealt  in  rhyme. 
Go  on  then.  Son  of  Vision !  still  pursue 
Thy  airy  dreams;  the  world  is  dreaming  too. 
Ambition's  lofty  views,  the  pomp  of  state. 
The  pride  of  wealth,  the  splendour  of  the  great, 
Stripp'd  of  their  mask,  their  cares  and  troubles 

known. 
Are  visions  far  less  happy  than  thy  own ; 
Go  on !  and,  while  the  sons  of  care  complain, 
Be  wisely  gay  and  innocently  vain : 
While  serious  souls  are  by  their  fears  undone. 
Blow  sportive  bladders  in  the  beamy  sun. 
And  call  them  worlds !  and  bid  the  greatest  s|iow 
More  radiant  colours  to  their  worlds  below : 
Then,  as  they  break,  the  slaves  of  care  reprove. 
And  ^11  them.  Such  are  all  the  toys  they  love." 


THE    NEWSPAPER. 


B  Qoiboa.  hi  raouas  impleDt  nnsonibin  aarea. 
Hi  narrata  feraot  aKo :  Menmreque  fleti 
Creacit,  et  aoditii  aKqoid  norow  adjiett  aoetor : 
lllie  CndoKtaa,  iliia  teaMraiins  Krror, 
Vanaqae  Latitia  est,  comteraatiqiM  'nmorea. 
Beditioqoe  reeaBt,  dabioque  aactore  SoNfri. 

OVID.  MeUaurpk,  lib.  sii. 


This  not  a  time  fkvourable  to  poetical  Composition: 
and  why— 'Newspapers  Enemies  to  Literature, 
and  their  general  Infioence — Their  Number^^ 
The  Sunday  Monitor — ^Their  general  Character 
— ^Their  Effect  upon  Individuals — upon  Society 
—in  the  Country  — The  Village  Freeholder — 
What  kind  of  Composition  a  Newspaper  is ;  and 
the  Amusement  it  affords — Of  what  Parts  it  is 
chiefly  composed — Articles  of  Intelligence :  Ad- 
vertisements:  The  Stage:  Quacks:  Puffing — 
The  Correspondents  to  a  Newspaper,  political 
and  poetical — Advice  to  the  latter— Conclusion. 


A  TIME  like  this,  a  busy,  bustling  time. 
Suits  in  with  writers,  very  ill  with  rhyme : 
Dnheard  we  sing,  when  party-rage  runs  strong. 
And  mightier  madness  checks  the  flowing  song : 
Or,  should  we  ibrce  the  peaceful  Muse  to  wield 
Her  feeble  arm  amid  the  furious  field. 
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Where  party.pene  a  wordy  war  maintain, 
Popr  is  her  anger,  and  her  friendship  vain ; 
And  oil  the  foes  who  feel  ber  sting,  combine. 
Till  serious  vengeance  pays  an  idle  line ', 
For  party.poets  are  like,  wasps,  who  dart 
Death  to  themselves,  and  to  their  foes  but  smart. 

Hard  then  our  fate :  if  general  themes  we  choose. 
Neglect  awaits  the  song,  and  chills  the  Muse ; 
Or  shall  we  sing  the  subject  of  the  day. 
To-morrow's  wonder  puffs  our  praise  away. 
More  bless'd  the  bards  of  that  poetic  time, 
When  all  found  readers  who  could  find  a  rhyme ; 
Green  grew  the  bays  on  every  teeming  bead, 
And  Gibber  was  enthroned,  and  Settle  read. 
Sing,  drooping  Muse,  the  cause  of  thy  decline ; 
Why  reign  no  more  the  onoe.triumpb&nt  Nuie  ? 
Alas !  new  charms  the  wavering  may  gain,    ' 
And  rival  sheets  the  reader's  eye  detain ; 
A  daily  swarm,  that  banish  every  Muse, 
Come  dying  forth,  and  mortals  call  them  News  ; 
For  these,  unread,  the  noblest  volume  lie ; 
For  these,  in  sheets  imsoilM,  the  Muses  die ; 
Unbought,  unbless'd,  the  virgin  copies  wait 
In  vain  for  fame,  and  sink,  unse^  to  fkte. 

Since,  then,  the  town  forsakes  us  for  our  foes, 
The  smoothest  numbers  for  the  harshest  prose ; 
Let  us,  with  generous  scorn*  the  taste  deride. 
And  sing  our  rivals  with  a  rival's  pride. 

Ye  gentle  poets  who  so  oil  complain 
That  foul  necrlect  is  all  your  labour's  gain ; 
That  pity  oiuy  checks  your  growing  spite 
To  erring  man,  and  prompts  you  still  to  write ; 
That  ^our  choice  works  on  humble  stalls  are  laid, 
Or  vamly  grace  the  windows  of  the  trade ; 
Be  ye  my  friends,  if  friendship  e'er  can  warm 
Those  rival  bosoms  whom  the  Muses  charm : 
Think  of  the  common  cause  wherein  we  go, 
Like  gallant  Greeks  against  the  Trojan  foe ; 
Nor  let  our  peevish  chief  his  leader  blame. 
Till,  crown'd  with  conquest,  we  regain  our  Skme ; 
And  let  us  join  our  forces  to  subdue 
This  bold  assuming  but  successful  crew. 

I  sing  of  News,  and  all  these  vapid  sheets 
The  rattling  hawker  vends  through  gaping  streets; 
Whate'er  their  name,  whate'er  the  time  they  fly. 
Damp  from  the  press  to  charm  the  reader's  eye ; 
For,  soon  as  morning  dawns  with  roseate  hue, 
The  Herald  of  the  morn  arises  too ; 
Post  afler  Poet  succeeds,  and,  all  day  <lo&g, 
Gazettes  and  Ledgers  swarm,  a  noisy  tlirong. 
When  evening  comes,  she  comes  with  all  her  train 
Of  Ledgers,  Chronicles,  and  Posts  again, 
Like  bats,  appearing,  when  the  sun  goes  down, 
From  holes  obscure  and  corners  of  Sie  town. 
Of  all  these  triflers,  all  like  these,  I  write ; 
Oh  I  like  my  subject  could  my  song  delight, 
The  crowd  at  Lloyd's  one  poet's  name  should  raises 
And  all  the  Alley  echo  to  his  praise. 

In  shoals  the  hours  their  constant  numbers  bring, 
Like  insects  waking  to  th'  advancing  spring ; 
Which  take  their  rise  from  grubs  obscene  that  lie 
In  shallow  pools,  or  thence  ascend  the  sky : 
Such  are  tliese  base  ephemera,  so  born 
To  die  before  the  next  revolving  mom. 


Yet  thus  they  differ :  insect-tribes  are  loat 
In  th^  first  visit  of  a  winter's  frost ; 
While  these  remain,  a  base  but  constant  breed. 
Whose  swarming  sons  their  short-lived  sires  sno* 

ceed;  •      , 

No  changing  season  makes  their  number  leas, 
Nor  Sunday  shines  a  sabbath  on  the  press  I 

Then  lo !  the  sainted  Monitor  is  bom, 
Whose  pious  face  some  sacred  texts  adorn : 
As  artful  sinners  cloak  the  secret  sin, 
To  veil  with  seeming  ^race  the  guile  within ; 
So  Moral  Essays  on  his  front  appear, 
But  all  is  carnal  business  in  the  rear  ; 
The  fresh-coin'd  lie,  the  secret  whisper'd  last, 
And  all  the  gleanings  of  the  six  days  past 

With  these  retired,  through  half  the  Sabbath^ay» 
The  London-lounffer  yawns  his  hours  away  : 
Not  so,  my  little  flock !  your  preacher  fly, 
Nor  waste  the  time  no  worldly  wealth  can-  bay ; 
But  let  the  decent  maid  and  sober  clown 
Pray  for  these  idlers  of  the  sinful  town : 
This  day,  at  lea^t,  on  nobler  themes  bestow. 
Nor  give  to  Woodfall,  or  the  world  below. 

But,  Sunday  pass'd,  what  numbers  flourish  theOt 
What  wondrous  labours  of  the  press  and  pen ! 
Diurnal  most,  some  thrice  each  week  afibrds, 
Some  only  once,— O  avarice  of  words ! 
When  thousand  starving  niinds  such  manna  seek,* 
To  drop  the  precious  food  but  once  a  week. 

Endless  it  were  to  sing  the  powers  of  aO, 
Their  names,  their  numbers ;  how  they  rise  and  MS 
Like  baneful  herbs  the  gazer's  .eye  they  8Mze« 
Rush  to  the  head,  and  poison  where  they  please : 
Like  idle  flies,  a  busy,  buzzinfi^  train. 
They  drop  their  maggots  in  the  trifler's  brain : 
That  genial  soil  receives  the  fruitful  store. 
And  there  they  grow,  and  breed  a  thousand  mare. 

Now  be  their  arts  display'd,  how  first  thej  choow 
A  cause  and  party,  as  the  bard  his  muse ; 
Inspired  by  these,  with  clamorous  zeal  they  cry. 
And  through  the  town  their  dreams  and  omens  fly  I 
So  the  Sibylline  leaves  were  Mown  about,t 
Disjointed  scraps  of  fiite  involved  in  doubt ; 
So  idle  dreams,  the  journals  of  the  night. 
Are  ri^ht  and  wrong  by  turns,  and  ming^Ie  wrai^ 

with  right — 
Some  champions  for  the  rights  that  prop  the  crowDi 
Some  sturdy  patriots,  sworn  to  pull  tiMm  down ; 
Some  neutral  powers,  with  secret  forces  fraagkt. 
Wishing  for  war,  but  willing  to  be  Iwnght : 
While  some  to  every  side  and  party  go. 
Shift  every  friend,  and  join  with  every  foe  ; 
Like  sturdy  rovues  in  privateers,  they  strike 
This  side  and  that,  the  foes  of  both  alike ; 
A  traitor-crew,  who  thrive  in  troubled  times, 
Fear'd  for  their  force,  and  courted  for  their  erimet. 

Chief  to  the  prosperous  side  the  numbers  a*?!, 
Fickle  and  ftjse,  they  veer  with  every  gale ; 
As  birds  that  migrate  from  a  freezing  £ore« 
In  search  of  warmer  climes,  come  skimming  o'er* 
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.  &»»  bold  adventurers  first  prc^pare  to  try 
Hk  doobtful  tanshinc  of  the  distant  sky ; 
But  toon  the  growing  Sammcr's  certain  sun 
Wios  more  and  more,  till  all  at  lost  are  won : 
80,  OB  the  eariy  prosipect  of  dfegrace, 
FI7  in  Tait  troo{»  this  apprehensive  race ; 
IintinctiTe  tribes !  their  failing  food  they  dread, 
And  boy,  with  timely  change,  their  fntnre  bread. 

Soefa  are  oor  guides :  how  many  a  peacefiil  head, 
Bon  to  be  still,  have  they  to  wrangling  led ! 
Hov  many  an  honest  zealot,  stolen  from  trade. 
And  fretioQs  tools  of  pions-  pastors  made ! 
With  dews  like  these  they  tread  the  mase  of  state, 
Thae  oraelfls  explore,  to  leam  our  fate ; 
Pkaied  with  the  guides  who  can  so  well  deceive, 
Wbo  cannot  lie  so  ftst  as  they  believe. 

:    Oft  lend  I,  k)th,  t^  some  sag^  friend  an  ear 
;  (Fiftwe  wbo  will  not  speak  are  doom*d  to  bear) ; 
WUk  he,  bewildered,  tells  his  anxious  thought, 
hftctioQi  fear  from  tainted  scribblers  caught, 
Ot  idiot  hope ;  for  each  his  mind  assails,  ■ 
AiUoyd*!  eourt-Ught  or  Stockdald*8  gloom  prevails. 
!  Tet  sUnd  I  patient  while  but  one  declaims, 
I  Orpins  dall  comments  on  the  speech  he  maims : 
!  1m  oh !.  ye  Muses,  keep  your  votary's  feet 
^vm  taTera4iaunts  where  politicians  meet ; 
Vbere  rector,  doctor,  and  attorney  pause, 
Tint  on  each  parish,  then  each  public  cause : 
Iidited  roads  and  rates  that  sfill  increase ; 
1^  mormuring  poor,  who  will  not  last  in  peace ; 
BKtioD4Bal  and  friendship,  since  declined ; 
Atu  commated,  or  a  tithe  in  kind  ; 
Tk  Dntch  and  Germans  kindling  into  strife ; 
IMl  port  and  poachers  vile !  the  serious  ills  of  life. 

Here 

Hii  little  dab,  and  in  the  chair  preside. 
hpnto  business  his  commands  prevail, 
Ob  poUic  themes  his  reasoning  turns  the  scale ; 
^Mittg  olence  soothes  his  happy  ear, 
M  ia  or  out,  his  party  triumphs  here. 


the  neighbouring  justice,  pleased  to 


Inhere  th*  infectious  rage  for  party  stops, 
Mflits  aking  from  palaces  to  shops ; 
^weekly  journals  o'er  the  land  abound, 
]^  >pread  their  plague  and  influenzas  round ; 
The  viflafa,  too,  the  peaceful,  pleasant  jdain, 
■^  tiw  Whig.fermer  and  the  Tory  swain ; 
^0^'  and  8L  Albans'  boasts  not,  but,  instead, 
^^  the  Red  Ram,  and  swings  the  Rodney's 

Bead:— 
™c»  with  an  a  patriot's  care,  comes  he 
2^owns  the  little  hut  that  makes  him  free ; 
]J*»  Tttrly  forty  shillings  buy  the  smile 
VT  mightier  men,  and  never  waste  the  while ; 
ybo  feels  his  freehold's  worth,  and  looks  elate, 
^  littk  prop  and  pillar  of  the  state. 

Hen  he  delights  the  weekly  news  to  con, 
UA  mingle  comments  as  he  blunders  on ; 
'••wallow  all  their  varying  authors  teach, 
g^*pHl  a  title,  and  confound  a  speech : 
JH  with  a  muddled  mind  he  quits  the  news, 
nd  daims  his  nation's  license  to  abuse ; 
*|a  joins  the  cry,  *«  That  all  the  courtly  race 
ii«i«aal  candidates  for  power  and  phkie.;" 


Yet  feels  some  joy,  amid  the  general  vice, 
That  his  own  vote  will  bring  its  wonted  price. 

These  are  the  ills  the  teeming  press  supplies. 
The  pois'nous  springs  from  learning's  fountain  rise ; 
Not  there  the  wise  alone  their  entrance  find. 
Imparting  useful  light  to  mortals  blind ; 
But,  blind  themselves,  these  erring  guides  hold  out 
Alluring  lights,  to  lead  us  for  about ; 
Screen 'd  by  such  means,  here  Scandal  whets  her 

quill. 
Here  Slander  shoots  unseen,  whene'er  she  will ; 
Here  Fraud  and  Falsehood  laiwur  to  deceive. 
And  Folly  aids  them  both,  impatient  to  believe. 

Such,  sons  of  Britain !  are  the  guides  ye  trust ; 
So  wise  their  counsel,  their  reports  so  iuat : — 
Yet,  though  we  cannot.call  their  morals  pure. 
Their  judgment  nice,  or  their  decisions  sure. 
Merit  they  have  to  misrhtier  works  unknown, 
A  style,  a  manner,  and  a  fete  their  own. 

We,  who  for  longer  fame  with  labour  strive. 
Are  pain'd  to  keep  our  siekly  works  alive ; 
Studious  we  toil,  with  patient  care  refine. 
Nor  let  our  love  protect  one  languid  line. 
Severe  ourselves,  at  last  oor  works  appear. 
When,  ah  !  we  find  our  readers  more  severe ; 
For  af^er  all  our  care  and  pains,  how  few 
Acquire  applause,  or  keep  it  if  they  do ! — 

Not  so  these  sheets,  ordain'd  to  happier  fate. 
Praised  through  their  day,  and  but  that  day  their 

datei' 
Their  careless  authors  only  strive  to  join 
As  many  words,  as  make,an  even  line  ;* 
As  many  lines,  as  fill  a  row  complete ; 
As  many  rows,  as  furnish  up  a  sheet ; 
From  side  to  side,  with  ready  types  they  rim. 
The  measure 's  ended,  and  the  work  is  done ; 
Oh,  born  with  ease,  how  envied  and  how  blest ! 
Your  fate  to-day  and  your  to-morrow's  rest. 
To  you  all  readers  turn,  and  they  can  look 
Pleased  on  a  paper,  who  abhor  a  book ; 
Those,  who  ne'er  deign'd  their  Bibl6  to  peruse, 
Would  think  it  hard  to  be  denied  their  news ; 
Sinners  and  saints,  the  wisest  with  the  weak. 
Here  mingle  tastes,  and  one  amusement  seek ; 
This,  like  the  public  inn,  provides  a  treat. 
Where  each  promiscuous  guest  sits  down  to  eat; 
And  such  this  mental  food,  as  we  may  call 
Something  to,  all  men,  and  to  some  men  all. 

Next,  in  what  rare  production  shall  we  trace 
Such  various  subjects  in  so  small  a  space  ? 
As  the  first  ship  upon  the  waters  bore 
Incongruous  kinds  who  never  met  before ; 
Or  as  some  curious  virtuoso  joins. 
In  one  small  room,  moths,  minerals,  and  coins, 
Birds,  beasts,  and  fishes ;  nor  refuses  place 
To  serpents,  toads,  and  all  the  reptile  race ; 
So  here,  coropress'd  within  a  single  sheet, 
Great  things  and  small,  the  mean  and  mighty  meet  * 
'Tis  this  which  makes  idl  Europe's  business  known. 
Yet  here  a  private  man  may  pkce  hu  own ; 


*IIow  many  hoan  brin«  about  the  day. 
How  manjr  dart  will  funiMh  up  the  jreaf. 
How  manj  rears  a  mortal  mnn  mar  live,  etc 
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And,  whefe  he  reads  of  Lorde  «nd  CommoM,  he 
May  tell  their  honours  that  be  sells  rap^iec. 

Add  next  th'  amosexnent  which  the  motley  page 
Affords  to  either  sex  and  every  %ge  : 
Lo!  where  it  comes  before  the  cheerful  fire« — 
Damps  from  the  press  in  smoky  curls  aspire 
(As  from  the  earth  the  «un  exhales  the  dew), 
Ere  we  can  read  the  wonders  thai  ensue : 
Then  eager  every  eye  surveys  tlie  part, 
Thai  brings  its  favourite  subject  to  the  heart ; 
Grave  politicians  look  for  facts  alone. 
And  gravely  add  conjectures  of  their  own  : 
The  sprightly  nympli,  who  never  broke  her  rest 
For  tottering  crowns,  or  mighty  lands  oppressed. 
Finds  broils  and  battles,  but  neglects  them  all 
For  songs  and  suits,  a  birth-day  or  a  ball : 
The  keen  warm  man  overlooks  each  idle  tale 
For  •*  Money's  wanted,"  and  "lEstates  on  Sale ;" 
While  some  with  equal  minds  to  all  attend. 
Pleased  with  each  part,  and  grieved  to  find  an  end. 

So  charm  the  News ;  but  we,  who,  for  from  town. 
Wait  till  the  postman  brings  the  packet  down, 
Once  in  the  week,  a  vacant  day  iMshold, 
And  stay  for  tidings,  till  they  *re  three  days  old : 
That  day  arrives ;  no  welcome  post  appears. 
But  the  dull  mom  a  sullen  aspect  wears ; 
We  meet,  but  ah !  without  our  wonted  smile. 
To  talk  of  headaches,  and  complain  of  bile; 
Sullen  we  ponder  o*er  a  dull  repast. 
Nor  feast  the  body  while  the  mind  must  fast 

A  master-passion  is  the  love  of  news, 
Not  music  so  commands,  nor  so  the  Muse : 
Give  poets  claret,  they  grow  idle  soon ; 
Feed  the  musician,  and  he  *8  out  of  tune ; 
But  the  sick  mind,  of  this  disease  possessed, 
Flies  from  all  cure,  and  sickens  when  at  rest 
Now  sing,  my  Muse,  what  various  parts  compose 
These  rival  sheets  of  polities  and  prose. 

First,  from  each  brother's  hoard  a  part  they  draw, 
A  mutual  thefr  that  never  fear'd  a  law ; 
Whate'er  they  gain,  to  each  man's  portion  &11, 
And  read  it  once,  you  read  it  through  them  all 
For  this  their  runners  ramble  day  and  night, 
To  drag  each  lurking  de^d  to  open  light ; 
For  daily  bread  the  dirty  trade  they  ply, 
Coin  their  fresh  tales,  and  live  upon  the  lie: 
Like  bees  for  honey,  forth  for  news  they  spring,— 
Industrious  creatures !  ever  on  the  wing ; 
Home  to  their  several  cells  they  bear  the  store, 
Cuird  of  all  kinds,  then  roam  abroad  for  more. 
No  anxious  virgin  flies  to  **  fair  Tweed-side ;" 
No  injured  husband  mourns  his  faithless  bride; 
No  duel  dooms  the  fiery  youth  to  bleed ; 
But  through  the  town  transpires  each  vent'roos 
deed. 

Should  some  fair  frail^ne  drive  her  prancing  pair 
Where  rival  peers  contend  to  please  the  fair ; 
When,  with  new  force,  she  aids  her  conqttering' 

eyes, 
And  beauty  decks,  with  all  that  beau^  buys ; 
Quickly  we  learn  whose  heart  her  influence  feels. 
Whose  acres  melt  befi>re  her  glowing  wheels. 

To  these  a  thousand  idle  themes  suooeed. 
Deeds  of  all  kinds,  and  comments  to  each  deed. 


Here  stocks,  the  state-barometen,  we  view. 
Thai  rise  or  fall,  by  causes  known  to  few  ;   - 
Promotion's  ladder  who  goes  up  or  down ; 
Who  wed,  or  who  seduced,  amuse  the  town ; 
What  new-bom  heir  has  made  his  father  blest; 
What  heir  exults,  his  father  now  at  rest ; 
That  amfHe  list  the  Tybura^herald  gives. 
And  each  known  knave  who  still  for  Tybum  lives. 

So  grows  the  work,  and  now  the  printer  tria 
His  powers  no  more,  but  leans  on  lus  allies. 
When  lo !  t}ie  advertising  tribe  succeed. 
Pay  t6  be  read,  yet  find  but  few  will  read ; 
And  chief  th'  illustrious  race,  whose  drops  and  pilla 
Have  patent  powers  to  vanquish  human  ills : 
These,  with  their  cures,  a  constant  aid  remain. 
To  bless  the  pale  composer's  fertile  brain ; 
Fertile  it  is,  but  still  the  noblest  soil 
Requires  some  pause,  some  intervals  from  toil ; 
And  they  at  I^ast  a  certain  ease  obtain 
From  Katterfelto's  skill,  and  Graham's  g]owis|f 
strain. 

I  too  must  aid,  and  pay  to  see  my  name 
Hung  in  these  dirty  avenues  to  fame ; 
Nor  pay  in  vain,  if  aught  the  muse  has  seen 
And  sung,  could  make  their  avenues  more  desa; 
Could  stop  one  slander  ere  it  found  its  way. 
And  gave  to  public  scom  its  helpless  prey. 
By  the  same  aid,  the  Stage  invites  her  friends, 
And  kindly  tells  the  banquet  she  intends ; 
Thither  from  real  life  the  many  run. 
With  Siddons.weep,  or  laugh  with  Abingdon ; 
Pleased  in  fictitious  joy  or  griel^  to  see 
The  mimic  passion  with  their  own  agree ; 
To  steal  a  few  enchanted  hours  away 
From  care,  and  drop  the  curtain  on  the  day. 

But  who  can  steal  from  sel^  that  wretched  wig-ht 
Whose  darling  work  is  tried  some  ^tal  night  7 
Most  wretched  man !  when,  bane  to  every  bliss. 
He  hears  the  serpent-critic's  rising  hiss ; 
Then  groans  suooeed :  not  traitors  on  the  wheel 
Can  feel  like  him,  or  have  such  pangs  to  feeL 
Nor  end  they  here :  next  day  he  reads  his  fall 
In  every  paper ;  critics  are  they  all ; 
He  sees  his  branded  name,  with  wild  affright. 
And  hears  again  the  cat-calls  of  the  night 

Such  help  the  staoe  affords :  a  larger  spftoe 
Is  fill'd  by  PUFFS  and  all  the  puffing  race. 
Physic  had  once  alone  the  lofty  style. 
The  well-known  boast,  that  ceased  to  raise  a  smile 
Now  all  the  province  of  that  tribe  invade. 
And  we  abound  in  quacks  of  every  trade. 

The  simple  barber,  once  an  honest  name, 
Cervantes  founded,  Fielding  raised  his*  fame : 
Barber  no  more — a  gay  perfumer  comes. 
On  whose  sofl  cheek  his  own  cosmetic  blooms  ; 
Here  he  appears,  Qach  simple  mind  to  move. 
And  advertises  beauty,  grace,  and  love. 
— **  Come,  faded  belles,  who  would  your  yootli  v 

new, 
And  learn  the  wendera  of  Olympian  dew; 
Restore  the  roses  that  begin  to  fidnt 
Nor  think  celestial  washM  vulgar  paint; 
Your  former  features,  airs,  and  arts  assume, 
Circassian  virtues,  with  Circassian  Uoom. 
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— Coine^  balterM  faeaax,  whose  locks  are  tttrn*d  to 

And  crop  Discretion's  lying  badge  away ; 

Read  where  they  vend  these  smart  engaging  things, 

Tbese  flaien  fpontlets  with  elastic  springs ; 

No  female  eye  the  fair  deception  sees, 

NotNature^s  self  so  natural  as  these," 

Sach  are  their  arts,  but  not  confined  to  them. 
The  Muse  impartial  mast  her  sons  condemn ; 
For  they,  degenerate !  join  the  venal  throng. 
And  poff  a  lazy  Pegasus  along : 
More  guilty  these,  by  Nature  less  designed 
For  little  arts  that  suit  the  vulgar  kind : — 
That  barbers*  boys,  who  would  to  trade  advance. 
With  OS  to  call  them,  smart  Friseors  from  France ; 
Hilt  he  who  builds  a  chop'house,  on  his  door 
Paints "  The  true  old  original  Bhie  Boar  •" 

TleK  are  the  arts  by  which  a  thousand  five, 
Where  IVoth  may  smile,  and  Justice  may  forgive; 
But  when,  amid  this  rabble-rout,  we  find 
A  puffing  poet  to  his  honour  blind ; 
Who  lilly  drops  quotations  all  about. 
Packet  or  Poet,  and  points  their  merit  out ; 
Who  adrertises  what  reviewers  say, 
With  sham  editions  every  second  day ; 
Who  dares  not  trust  his  praises  out  of  sight, 
Bot  hniries  into  fione  with  all  his  might ; 
Ahhough  the  verse  some  transient  praise  obtains, 
Cootempt  is  all  the  anxious  poet  gains. 

-  Now  pofi  exhausted,  advertisements  past, 
Tbdr  correspondents  stand  exposed  at  last; 
fhem  are  a  oomeroos  tribe^  to  fame  unknown, 
Who  for  the  public  good  forego'their  own; 
Who  Tolanteers  in  paper- war  engage, 
Witt  doable  portion  of  their  party's  rage : 
^h  are  the  Bruti,  Decii,  who  appear 
Wonnj  the  printer  for  admission  here ; 
Whose  ^erous  souls  can  condescend  to  pray 
Fcr  leave  to  throw  their  precious  time  away. 

Oh !  cruel  WoodiUl !  when  a  patriot  draws 
«  fiey-goose  quilt  in  his  dear  country's  cause. 
To  vex  and  maul  a  ministerial  race, 
«n  Ihy  Item  soul  refuse  tiie  champion  place  7 
^!  thou  know*st  not  with  what  anxious  heart 
He  hrngs  his  best-loved  laboura  to  impart ; 
«w  he  has  sent  them  to  thy  brethren  round, 
^  itin  the  same  onkind  reception  found : 
At  kogth  mdignant  will  he  damn  the  state, 
lan  to  his  trade,  and  leave  us  to  our  fiite. 

TTiese  Roman  souis,  like  Rome's  great  sons^  are 
known 
JjBtc  in  cells  on  laboura  of  their  own. 
Thai  Mib,  eoiild  we  see  the  noble  chief, 
F«dS|  ibr  his  country's  good,  on  legs  of  beef: 
^Bilhs  copies  deeds  for  sordid  pay, 
flights  the  public  battles  twice  a  day : 
*™  now  the  godlike  Brutus  views  his  score 
faolTd  oo  the  bar-board,  swinging  with  the  door ; 


Where,  tippling  punch,  grave  Cato's  self  you'll  see, 
And  ilmor  PatriiS  Vending  smuggled  tea. 

Last  in  these  ranks,  and  least,  their  art's  disgrace. 
Neglected  stand  the  Muses'  meanest  race ; 
Scribblers  who  court  contempt,  whose  verse  the  eye 
Disdainful  views,  and  glances  swiflly  by  : 
This  Poet's  Corner  is  the  place  they  chogse, 
A  fatal  nursery  for  an  infant  Muse ; 
Unlfke  that  comer  where  true  poets  lie. 
These  cannot  live,  and  they  shall  never  die ; 
Hapless  the  lad  whose  mind  such  dreams  invade, 
And  win  to  verse  the  talents  due  to  trade. 

Curb  then,  O  youth !  these  raptures  as  they  rise, 
Keep  down  the  evil  spirit  and  be  wise ; 
Follow  your  caNing,  think  the  Muses  foes. 
Nor  lean  upon  the  pestle  and  compose. 

I  know  your  day-dreams,  and  I  know  the  snare 
Hid  in  your  flow'ry  path,  and  cry  "  Beware." 
Thoughtless  of  ill,  and  to  the  future  blind, 
A  sudden  couplet  rushesKon  your  mind ; 
Here  you  may  nameless  print  your  idle  rhymes. 
And  read  j^our  first-born  work  a  thousand  times ; 
Th'  infection  spreads,  your  couplet  grows  apace, 
Stanzas  to  Dclia*s  dog  or  Celia's  face : 
You  take  a  name ;  Philander's  odes  are  seen. 
Printed,  and  praised,  in  every  magazine : 
Diarian  sages  greet  their  brother  sage, 
And  your  darlc  pages  please  th'  enlighten'd  age^-» 
Alas !  what  years  yoii  thus  consume  in  vain. 
Ruled  by  this  wretched  bias  of  the  brain ! 

Go !  to  your  desks  and  countera  all  return ; 
Your  sonnets  scatter,  your  acrostics  burn ; 
Trade,  and  be  rich  ;  or,  should  your  careful  fiires 
Bequeath  you  wealth  !  indulge  the  nobler  fires : 
Should  love  of  fame  your  youtliiiil  heart  betray. 
Pursue  fair  faiAe,  but  in  a  glorious  way, 
Nor  in  the  idle  scenes  of  Fancy's  painting  stray- 

Of  all  the  good  that  mortal  men  pursue. 
The  Muse  has  least  to  give,  and  gives  to  few ; 
Like  some  coquettish  fair,  she  leads  us  on. 
With  smiles  and  hopes,  till  youth  and  peace  are 

gone; 
Then,' wed  for  lifo,  the  restless  wrang^ng  pair 
Forget  how  constant  one,  and  one  how  fair ; 
Meanwhile,  Ambition,  like  a  blooming  bride. 
Brings  power  and  wealth  to  grace  her  lover's  side ; 
And  though  she  smiles  not  with  such  flattering 

charms. 
The  brave  will  sooner  win  her  to  their  arms. 

Then  wed  to  her,  if  Virtue  tie  the  bands, 
Gro  spread  your  country's  fame  in  hostile  lands ; 
Her  court,  her  senate,  or  her  arms  adom. 
And  let  her  foes  lament  that  you  were  bom : 
Or  weigh  her  laws,  their  ancient  rights  defend, 
Though  hosts  oppose,  be  theirs  and  Reason's  friend 
Arm'd  with  strong  powers,  in  their  defence  engags^ 
4nd  rise  the  Thnrlow  of  the  future  age. 
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Oottiia  Jiab«o,  nee  quiequam  habeo ; 

Qaidquid  dicuot,  lando ;  id  ruraum  ai  negant,Iaado  id  quoque: 
Neieat  quia,  oero ;  ait,  aio : 
PoMiemo  imperari  effooMt  mthi 
MMotari* 

TBRENT.  m  Euuuk, 

It  baa  been  held  in  ancient  nilea 
That  flattery  it  the  food  of  foola ; 
Tet  no%f  and  then  your  men  of  wit 

Win  coadeacend  to  taiia  a  biu  

SWIFT. 


The  subject  —  Poverty  and  Cunniii|^  described  -r^ 
When  united,  a  jarnng  coaple — Motiial  Reproof 
— The  Wife  confiolcd  by  a  Dream — Birih  of  a 
Daughter — Description  and  Prediction  of  ClnTj — 
How  to  be  rendered  ineffectual,  explained  in  a 
Vision — Simulation  foretells  the  future  Success 
and  Triumphs  of  Flattery — Her  Power  over  va- 
rious Characters  and  different  Minds ;  over  cer- 
tain Classes  of  fhen ;  over  Envy  himself^Her 
successful  art  of  softening  the  Evils  of  Life ;  of 
changincr  Characters ;  of  meliorating  Prospects, 
and  i&xmg  Value  to  Possessions,  Pictures,  etcv— 
Conclusion. 


Muss  of  my  Spenser,  who  so  well  could  sing 
The  passions  all,  their  bearings  and  their  ties ; 
Who  could  in  view  those  shadowy  beings  bring, 
And  with  bold  hand  remove  eaeh  dark  disguise. 
Wherein  love,  hatred,  scorn,  or  anger  lies : 
Guide  him  to  Fairy-land,  who  now  intends 
That  way  his  flight ;  assist  him  as  he  flies. 
To  mark  those  passions,  Virtue^s  foes  and  friends. 
By  whom  when  led  she  droops,  when  leading  she 


Tes  \  they  appear,  I  see  the  fairy  train ! 
And  who  that  modest  nymph  of  meek  address  7 
Not  Vanity,  though  loved  by  all  the  vain : 
Not  hope,  though  promising  to  all  success ; 
Nor  Mirth,  nor  joy,  though  foe  to  all  distress ; 
Hiee,  sprightly  syren,  from  this  train  I  choose, 
Th^  birth  relate,  thy  soothing  arts  confess ; 
'T  IS  not  in  thy  mild  nature  to  refuse. 
When  poets  ask  thine  aid,  so  oft  their  mead  and 


In  Fairy-land,  on  wide  and  cheerless  plain, 
,  Dwelt,  in  the  house  of  Care,  a  sturdy  swain; 
A  hirelmg  he,  who,  when  he  tillM  tlie  soil, 
LookM'to  the  pittance  that  repaid  his  toil ; 
And  to  a  master  left  the  mingled  joy 
And  anxious  oare  that  followed  his  employ ; 
Sullen  and  patient  he  at  once  appeared, 
As  one  who  murmur^'d,  yet  as  one  who  fear*d ; 
Th'  attire  was  coarse  that  clothed  his  sinewy  frame. 
Rude  his  address,  and  Poverty  his  name. 

In  that  same  plain  a  nymph,  of  curious  taste, 
A  cottage  (plann*d  with  all  her  skill)  had  placed ; 


Strange  the  materials,  and  for  what  designM 
The  various  pjirt^,  no  simple  man  might  find ; 
What  seem*d  the  door,  each  entering  guest  witb- 

stood. 
What  secra'd  a  window  was  but  painted  wood  } 
But  by  a  secret  spring  the  wall  would  move. 
And  daylight  drop  through  glassy  door  aboTe ; 
*T  was  all  her  pride,  new  traps  for  praise  to  lay, 
And  all  her  wisdom  was  to  hide  her  way ; 
In  small  attempts  incessant  were  her  painii. 
And  Cunning  was  her  name  among  the  swains. 

Now  whether  fate  decreed  this  pair  should  wed| 
And  blindly  drove  them  to  the  marriage  bed ; 
Or  whether  love  in  some  soft  hour  inclined 
The  damsePs  heart,  and  won  her  to  be  kind. 
Is  yet  unsung :  they  were  an  iU-matchM  pair. 
But  both  duposed  to  wed — and  wed  they  were. 

Yet  though  united  in  their  fortune,  still 
Their  ways  were  diverse ;  varying  was  their  will  j 
Nor  lon^  the  maid  had  b1ess*d  the  simple  man. 
Before  dissensions  rose,  and  she  began  :— 

**  Wretch  that  I  am !  since  to  thy  fortune  boood, 
What  plan,  what  project,  with  success  is  crow&*di 
I,  who  a  thousand  secret  artJB  possess. 
Who  every  rank  approach  with  ri|rht  address ; 
Who  *ve  loosed  a  guinea  from  a  miser's  chest. 
And  worm*d  his  secret  from  a  traitor's  breast ; 
Thence  gifts  and  gains  collecting,  great  and  smaO, 
Have  brought  to  thee,  and  thou  oonsumest  them  allj 
For  want  like  thine*-a  bog  without  a  base-i- 
Ingulfs  all  gains  I  gather  for  the  place ; 
Feeding,  unfiird;  destroying,  undestroy'd ; 
It  craves  for  ever,  and  is  ever  void : — 
Wretch  that  I  am  !  what  misery  have  I  found. 
Since  my  sure  craft  was  to  thy  calling  bound  r* 

**  Oh  I  vaunt  of  worthless  art,**  the  swain  replied 
Scowling  contempt,  **how  pitiflil  this  pride! 
What  are  tlicse  specious  gifts,  these  paltry  gaiiM| 
But  base  rewards  for  ignominious  pains  ? 
With  all  thy  tricking,  still  for  breaid  we  strive. 
Thine  is,  proud  wretch !  the  care  that  cannot  thriw 
By  all  thy  boasted  skill  and  baffled  hooks. 
Thou  gain*8t  no  more  than  students  by  their  books 
No  more  than  I  for  my  poor  deeds  am  paid. 
Whom  none  can  blame,  will  help,  or  dare  upbraid 

**  Call  this  our  need,  a  bog  that  all  devours,-— 
Then  what  thy  petty  arts,  but  summer-flowem. 
Gaudy  and  mean,  and  serving  to  betray 
The  place  they  make  unprofifably  gay? 
Who  know  it  not,  some  useless  beauties  see,— 
But  ah !  to  prove  it,  was  reserved  for  me.** 

Unhappy  state !  that,  in  decay  of  love. 
Permits  harsh  truth  his  errors  to  disprove ; 
While  be  remains,  to  wrangle  and  to  jar. 
Is  friendly  tournament,  not  fatal  war ; 
Love  in  his  play  will  borrow  arms  of  hate. 
Anger  and  rage,  upbraiding  and  debate  ; 
And  by  his  power  the  desperate  weapons  thrown, 
Become  os  safe  and  pleasant  us  his  own  ; 
But  left  by  him,  their  natures  tliey  assume. 
And  fatal,  in  their  poisoning  force,  become. 

Time  fled,  and  now  the  swain  compel! *d  to  aw 
New  cause  for  fear—*'  Is  this  thy  thrift  7**  quoth  b 
To  whom  the  wife  with  cheerful  voicie  replied  >- 
^  Thou  moody  man,  lay  all  thy  fears  aside^ 
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I  Ve  eeen  a  vinion  ; — they,  from  whom  I  came, 
A  daiigliter  promise,  promise  wealth  and  fame; 
Born  with  roj  features,  with  my    art«,  yet  she 
Sbali  patient,  pliant,  perseverinflr  be, 
And  in  thy  better  ways  resemble  thee. 
The  fairies  romid  shall  at  her  birth  attend. 
The  friend  of  all  in  all  shall  find  a  friend. 
And  saTe  that  one  sad  star  that  hour  mast  frlearo, 
On  our  fair  child,  how  glorious  were  my  dream  !** 

This  beard  the  husband,  and,  in  surly  smile, 
AimM  at  contempt,  but  yet  he  hoped  the  while : 
For  tt,  when  sinking,  wretched  men  are  fomid 
To  catch  at  rushes  rather  than  be  drown'd ; 
So  on  a  dream  our  peasant  placed  his  hope. 
And  feond  that  rash  as  valid  as  a  rope. 

Swift  fle4-tbe  days,  for  now  in  hope  they  fled, 
Whoi  a  &ir  daughter  bleas'd  the. nuptial  bed ; 
Her  infant-face  the  mother^s  pains  beguiled. 
She  lookM  so  pleaaing,  and  so  sofUy  smiled ; 
Those  smiles,  those  looks,  with  swwt  Kna 

moved 
l%e  gaaer*s  soul,  and,  as  he  looked,  he  loved. 

And  now  the  fairies  came,  with  giiU,  to  grace 
80  mild  a  nature  and  so  fair  a  face. 

They  nve,  with  beauty,  that  bewitching  art, 
Hitt  boMs  in  ea^  chains  the  human  heart ; 
They  nve  her  skill  to  win  the  stubborn  mind. 
To  muB  the  sufl^ring  to  their  sorrows  Uind, 
To  bring  on  pensive  looks  the  pleasing  smile,  * 
And  dre's  stern  brow  of  every  frown  beguile. 

Theie  magic  faTours  graQcd  the  infant-maid. 
Whose  more  enlivening  smile  the  charming  gifls 
repaid. 
Now  Fortune  changed,  who,  were  she  oomtant 

«,  Wi 

Woold  leave  us  few  adventures  for  our  song. 

A  wicked  elfin  roved  this  land  around^ 
Whoee  joys  proceeded  from  the  griefs  he  found 
&ivy  hii  name : — ^bis  fascinating  eye 
From  the  light  hosom  drew  the  sudden,  sigh ; 
tlosocial  be,  but  with  malignant  mind. 
Be  dweh  with  man,  that  he  might  curse  mankind ; 
like  the  first  foe,  he  sought  th'  abode  of  Joy, 
Gfiefed  to  behold,  hut  eager  to  destroy ; 
Koond  hlooming  beauty,  like  the  wasp,  he  flew, 
SoiPd  the  firesh  sweet,  and  changed  the  rosy  hue; 
^  wise,  the  good,  with  anxious  heart,  he  saw. 
And  here  a  failing  found,  and  there  a  flaw ; 
iKnocd  m  fiun^iee  *t  was  his  to  move, 
I^iitnut  in  firiendship,  jealousy  in  love ; 
He  (old  the  poor  what  joys  the  great  possessed, 
Tbe  great— what  calm  content  the  cottage  bleisM ; 
To  part  the  learned  and  the  rich  he  tried, 
Tm  their  slow  friendship  perish*d  in  their  pride. 
Sneh  W88  the  fiend,  and  so  secure  of  prey, 
Tbit  only  Misery  passed  unstung  away. 

Soon  aa  he  heard  the  fkiry.babe  was  bom, 
Bovofiil  he  smiled,  but  felt  no  more  than  scorn ; 
F«  why,  when  Fortune  placed  her  state  so  low, 
h  asdeos  spite  his  lofty  malice  show  7 
Why,  in  a  mischief  of  the  meaner  kind, 
|iuast  the  vigour  of  a  ranc*rous  mind  7 
wjt,  soon  as  Fame  the  ftiry.gifUi  proclaim*d, 
Hiick.rising  wrath  his  ready  soul  inflamed, 
5    ^  G 


To  swear,  by  vows  that  e*en  the  wicked  tie, 
The  nymph  should  weep  her  varied  destiny ; 
That  every  gifl,  that  now  appearM  to  shine 
In  her  fair  face,  and  make  her  smiles  divine. 
Should  all  the  poison  of  his  magic  prove. 
And  they  should  scorn  her,  whom  she  sought  for 
love. 

His  spell  prepared,  in  fbrm  an  ancient  dame, 
A  fiend  in  spirit,  to  the  cot  he  came ; 
There  gatnM  admittance,  and  tlie  infant  prese'd 
(Muttering  his  wicked  magic)  to  his  breast ; 
And  thus  he  said : — **  Of  all  the  powers,  who  wait 
On  Jove*s  decrees,  and  do  the  work  of  fete, , 
Was  I  alone,  despised  or  worthless,  foxmd, 
We^k  to  protect,  or  impotent  to  wound  7 
See  then  thy  foe,  regret  the  friendship  lost. 
And  learn  my  skill,  but  learn  it  at  your  eost 

**  Know  then,  O  child !  devote  to  fetes  flevere^ 
The  good  shall  hate  thy  name,  the  wise  shall  fear| 
Wit  shall  deride,  and  no  protecting  friend 
Thy  shame  shall  cover,  or  thy  name  defend. 
Thy  gentle  sex,  who,  more  tlian  ours,  should  span 
A  humble  foe,  will  greater  scorn  declare ; 
The  base  alone  thy  advocates  shall  be. 
Or  boast  alliance  with  a  wretch  like  thee.*' 

He  spake  and  vanish'd,  other  prey  to  find. 
And  waste  in  slow  disease  the  conquer*d  mind. 

Awed  by  the  elfin*s  threats,  and  fill*d  with  dread. 
The  parents  wept,  and  sought  their  in&nt's  bed ; 
Despair  alone  the  fether*8  soul  posaose'd. 
But  hope  rose  gently  in  the  mother's  breast;. 
For  well  she  knew  that  neither  grief  nor  ioy 
Pain*d  without  hope,  or  pleased  witliout  alloy ; 
And  while  these  hopes  and  fears  her  heart  dinde,    ' 
A  cheerful  vision  bade  the  fears  subside. 

She  saw  descending  to  the  world  below 
An  ancient  form,  with  solemn  pace  and  sk>w. 

**  Daughter,  no  more  be  sad,*'  (the  phantom  criad)^ 
''Success  is  seldom  to  the  wise  denied ; 
In  idle  wishes  fools  supinely  stay. 
Be  there  a  will  and  wisdom  finds  a  way : 
Why  art  thou  grieved  7    Be  rather  glad,  that  be: 
Who  hates  the  happy,  aims  his  darts  at  thee ; 
But  aims  in  vain :  thy  fevour*d  daughter  lies. 
Serenely  blest,  and  shall  to  joy  arise. 
For,  grant  that  curses  on  her  name  shall  wait, , 
(So  envy  wills  and  such  the  voice  of  hate,) 
Yet  if  that  name  be  prudently  anppress'd. 
She  shall  be  ooUrted,  &vour*d,  and  caressM. 


**  For  what  are  names  7  and  where  agree  : 
kind. 

In  those  to  persons  or  to  acts  asaign'd  7 
Brave,  leam'd,  or  wise,  if  some  their  fevourites  caOt. 
Have  they  the  titles  or  the  praise  from  all  7 
Not  so,  but  others  will  the  brave  disdain 
As  rash,  and  deem  the  sons  of  wisdom  vain ; 
The  selfsame  mind  shall  scorn  or  kindness  mcf?e^. 
And  the  svne  deed  attract  contempt  and  love. 

**  So  all  the  powers  who  move  the  human  soul,. 
Witli  all  the  passions  who  the  will  control. 
Have  various  names — One  given  by  Truth  Divine). 
(As  Simulation  thus  was  fix*d  for  mine,) 
The  rest  by  man,  who  now,  as  wisdom's,  priie 
My  8e<;r6t  counsels,  now 'as  art  despise ; . 
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One  boiir,  as  just,  thos§  counsels  they  embrace, 
And  spurn,  the  next,  «6  pitiftil  and  base. 

"  Thee,  too,  my  child,  those  fools  as  Cunning  fly, 
Who  on  thy  counsel  and  thy  craft  rely ; 
That  worthy  craft  iu  others  they  condemn. 
But  *t  is  their  prudence,  while  conducting  them. 

**  Be  Flattery,  then,  thy  happy  infant's  name, 
Let  Honour  scorn  her  and  let  Wit  defame; 
Let  all  be  true  that  Envy  dooms,  yet  all. 
Not  on  herself,  but  on  her  name,  shall  fall ; 
While  she  thy  fortune  and  her  own  shall  raise. 
And  decent  Truth  be  callM,  and  loved,  as  modest 
Praise. 

**  O  happy  child !  the  glori<pi  day  shall  shine, 
When  every  ear  shall  to  thy  speech  incline, 
Thy  words  alluring  and  thy  voice  divine : 
Tlie  sullen  pedant  and  the  sprightly  wit. 
To  liear  thy  soothing  eloquence,  sMl  sit ; 
And  both,  abjuring  Flattery,  will  a^ee 
Tba^  truth  inspires,  and  they  musthonour  thee. 

**•  Envy  himself  shall  to  thy  accents  bend, 
.Toroe  a  f»int  smile,  and  sullenly  attend. 
When  thou  shalt  call  him  Virtue's  jealouB  friend. 
Whose  bosom  glows  with  generous  rage  to  find 
mow  fools  and  knaves  are  flatterM  by  mankind. 

**  The  sage  retired,  who  spends  alone  his  days, 
^nd  flies  tn*  obstreperous  voice  of  public  praise ', 
TThe  vain,  the  vulgar  cry,— shall  gladly  meet, 
.And  bid  thee  welcome  to  his  still  retreat ; 
.'Much  will  he  wonder,  how  thou  earnest  to  find' 
ji  man  to  glory  dead,  to  peace  consigrnM. 
K)  Faqpe !  he*Il  cry  (for  he  will  call  thee  Fame), 
From  thee  I  fly,  from  thee  conceal  my  name ; 
:  But  thou  shalt  say.  Though  Genius  takes  his  flight, 
He  leaves  behind  a  glorious  train  of  light, 
And  hides  in  vain : — ^yet  prudent  he  that  flies 
The  flatterer's  art,  and  for  himself  is  wise. 

**  Yes,  happy  child !  I  mark  th*  approaching  day, 
'Whto  warrmg  natures  will  confess  thy  sway ; 
'When  thou  shalt  Saturn's  golden  reign  restore, 
.And  vice  and  folly  shall  be  dtnown  no  more. 

**  Pride  shall  not  then  in  human-kind  have  place, 
» Changed  by  thy  skill,  to  Dignity  and  Grace ; 

While  Shame,  who  now  betrays  the  inward  sense 
'Of  secret  ill,  shall  be  thy  Difndenoe; 

Avarice  shall  thenceforth  prudent  Forecast  be, 

And  bloody  Vengeance,  Magnanimity ; 
'The  lavish  tongue  shall  honest  truths  impart, 
'The  lavish  hand  shall  show  the  generous  heart, 
.And  Indiscretion  be,  contempt  of  art: 

Folly  and  Vice  shall  then,  no  longer  known, 
^Be,  this  as  Virtue,  that  as  Wisdom,  shown. 

**  Hien  shall  the  Robber,  as  the  Hero,  rise 
*To  seize  the  food  that  churlish  law  denies ; 
'Throughout  the  world  shall  rove  the  generous  band, 
.And  deal  the  gifts  of  Heaven  from  hand  to  hand. 

"  In  thy  blest  days  no  tyrant  shall  be  seen, 
*^Thy  gracious  king  shall  rule  contented  men ; 
'In  thy  blest  days  shall  not  a  rebel  be, 
IBut  patriots  all  and  well  approved  of  thee. 

^^Such  powers  are  thine,  that  man,  by  thee, 
shall  wrest 
TIm  gainful  secret  jfirom  the  cautious  breast ; 


Nor  then,  with  all  his  cafe,  the  good  retun. 

But  yield  to  thee  the  secret  and  the  gain. 

In  vain  shall  n^uch  experience  guard  the  heart 

Against  the  charm  of  thy  prevailing  art ; 

Admitted  once,  so  soothing  is  thy  strain. 

It  comes  the  sweeter,  when  it  comes  again ; 

And  when  confess'd  as  thine,  what  mind  00  stranf 

F(H4)ejirs  the  pleasure  it  indulged  so  long  7 

*•  Softener  of  every  ill !  of  all  our  woes 
The  balmy  solace  I  friend  of  fiercest  foes ! 
Beffin  thy  reign,  and  like  the  morning  rise ! 
Bnng  joy,  bring  beauty,  to  our  eager  eyes ; 
Break  on  the  drowsy  world  like  opening  day. 
While  grace  and  gladness  join  thy  flow'ry  way  ; 
While  every  vdoe  is  praise,  while  every  heart  is 

**  F^om  thee  all  prospects  shall  new  beauties  take, 
'Tis  thine  to  seek  them,  and  'tis  thine  to  nuke; 
On  the  cold  fen  I  see  thee  tuite  thine  eyes, 
Its  mists  recede,  its  chilling  vapour  flies ; 
Th'  enraptured  lord  th'  improvincrground  sorvejn^ 
And  for  his  Eden  asks  the  traveUer's  praise, 
Which  yet,  unview'd  of  thee,  a  bog  had  been. 
Where  spungy  rushes  hide  the  plMhy  green. 

**  I  see  thee  breathing  on  the  barren  moor. 
That  seems  to  bloom,  although  so  black  bofore ; 
There,  if  beneath  the  gorse  the  primrose  spring. 
Or  t|M  pied  daisy  smile  below  the  ling, 
They  shall  new  charms,  at  fhy  command,  tfisckiee. 
And  none  shall  miss  the  myrtle  or  the  rose. 
The  wiry  moss,  that  whitens  all  the  hill. 
Shall  live  a  beauty  by  thy  matchless  skill ; 
Gale*  finom  the  bog  shall  yield  Arabian  balm. 
And  the  grey  willow  wave  a  golden  palm. 

**  I  see  thee  smiling  in  the  ^ctured  room. 
Now  breathing  beauty,  now  reviving  bloom ; 
There,  each  immortal  name  'tis  tjiine  to  give 
To  graceless  forms,  and  bid  the  lumber  live. 
Shouldst  thou  coarse  boors  or  gloomy  martyn  see, 
These  shall  thy  Guidos,  those  thy  Teniers  be ; 
There  shalt  thou  Raphael's  saints  and  angels  traoe^ 
There  make  for  Rubens  and  for  Reynolds  place. 
And  all  the  pride  of  art  shall  find,  in  her,  disgrace. 

^  Beliffht  of  either  sex !  thy  reign  commence ; 
With  balmy  sweetness  soothe  the  weary  sense. 
And  to  the  sickening  soul  thy  cheering  aid  dispeiMe. 
Queen  of  the  mind  !  thy  golden  age  begin ; 
In  mortal  bosoms  varnish  shame  and  sin. 
Let  all  be  fair  without,  let  all  be  calm  withiii." 

The  Vision  fled ;  the  happy  mother  rase, 
Kiss'd  the  fiiir  infant,  smiled  at  all  her  foes. 
And  FLATnar  made  her  name : — ^her  reign  began. 
Her  own  dear  sex  she  ruled,  then  vanquisii'd  man. 
A  smiling  friend,  to  every  class,  she  spoke. 
Assumed  their  manners,  and  their  habits  took  : 
Her,  for  her  humble  mien,  the  modest  loved ; 
Her  cheerflil  looks  the  light  and  gay  approved ; 
The  just  beheld  her,  firm ;  the  valiant,  brave ; 
Her  mirth  the  free,  her  silence  pleased  the  grave ; 
Zeal  heard  her  voice,  and,  as  he  preach'd  aloud. 
Well-pleased   he  caught  her  whispen  from    the 
crowd. 
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(TiKMe  whispers,  soothiDg-sweettD  every  ear. 
Which  some  refiHe  to  pay,  but  none  to  Iiear) : 
Shame  fled  her  presence ;  at  ber  (fentle  strain, 
Cue  softly  smikd,  and  guilt  forgot  its  pain ; 
Tlie  wretched  thou; bt,  the  happy  found  her  true. 
The  learned  coBfoss'd  that  she  their  merits  knew ; 
The  rich— oould  they  a  constant  friend  condemn  T 
The  poor  believed  '  for  who  AEtald  flatter  them  T 
Urns  on  her  name  though  all  disgraxn  attend. 
In  eveiy  creatore  she  beh<9da  a  friend. 


REFLECTIONS 

UPON  THE  SUBJECT 


Qnd  JBVStsnMsi,  sMna  jam  popiM»  fkteri  1 
QiidlsenrflUB  deiietA  joTsateoiMBina  MoiMil 

CLAVDIAN,  m  Ettrfimm,  lib.  ii,  Ito.  7. 

Whit  avnii  M,  wben  thiswraek'd.  that  error  appeut  1 
An  Aa  eriiMa  w«  oomrait  washed  away  by  oor  laaiiS 


Who  sD  tlie  fiercer  pasrions  eease» 

(The  glory  and  dis|;raee  of  youth) ; 
When  t&  deluded  soul,  in  peace, 

Cbn  fisten  to  the  vaoe  of  truth ; 
When  we  are  taoglit  in  whom  to  tmrt, 

And  how  to  spare,  to  spend,  to  gvrt ; 
(Our  prodoftce  kind,  our  p«ty  just,) 

T  is  then  we  rightly  learn  to  live. 

Iti  weakness  when  the  body  feels. 

Nor  danger  in  contempt  defies; 
To  reason,  when  desire  appeals, 

When,  (m  experienoe,  hope  reKes; 
When  every  passing  hour  we  prise, 

Nor  rashly  on  our  foHies  spend, 
But  use  i^  as  it  quickly  flies,  ' 

With  sober  aim  to  serious  end ; 
When  prudence  bounds  our  ntmort  views, 

And  bids  ns  wrath  and  wrong  forgive  ( 
When  we  can  calmly  gain  or  lose, — 

Tis  then  we  rightly  learn  to  live. 

Tet  thus,  when  we  our  way  discern. 

And  can  upon  our  care  depen<^ 
To  travel  safely,  when  we  learn. 

Behold !  we*re  near  our  journey's  end. 
WeVe  trod  the  maze  of  error  round, 

Cong  wand*ring  in  the  winding  glade ; 
And  now  the  torch  of  truth  is  found. 

It  only  shows  us  where  we  etray'd : 
Li^  or  ourselves,  what  is  it  worth. 

When  we  no  more  our  way  ca.n  choose  t 
For  others,  when  we  hold  it  forth. 

They,  in  their  pride,  the  boon  refuse. 

By  long  experience  tavht,  we  now 

Can  riehtly  judge  of  fiiends  and  foes, 
Can  aO  the  worth  of  these  allow. 

And  all  their  faults  discern  in  those; 
Belentless  hatred,  erring  love, 

We  can  for  sacred  truth  forego ; 
We  can  the  warmest  friend  reprove. 

And  bear  to  pncse  the  fiercest  foe: 


To  what  effect  7   Our  friends  are  gone, 
Beyond  reproof,  regurd,  or  care ; 

And  of  our  foes  remains  there  one, 
The  mild  relenting  thoughts  to  share  f 

Now  *t  is  our  boast  that  we  can  quell 

The  wildest  passions  in  their  rage ; 
Can  their  destructive  force  repel. 

And  their  impetuous  wrath  assuage : 
Ah .'  Virtue,  dost  thou  arm,  when  now 

This  bold  rebellious  race  are  fled ; 
When  all  these  tyrants  rest,  and  thou 

Art  warring  with  the  mighty  dad  t 
Revenge,  ambition,  scorn,  and  pride,        ^ 

And  f^TODg  desire  and  fierce  disdain. 
The  giant-brood,  by  thee  defied, 

Lo !  Time's  resistless  stiokes  have  slaiik 

Tet  Hme,  who  could  that  race  subdue ' 

(O'erpow'ring  strong,  appeasing  ngf>\ 
Leaves  yet  a  persevermg  crew. 

To  try  the  faUing  powers  of  age. 
VezM  by  the  constant  caQ  of  these, 

Virtue  awhile  lor  conqueat  tries, 
But  weary  grown  and  fond  of  ease. 

She  maJieB  with  them  a  compromise : 
Av'rice  himself  she  gives  to  rest, 

But  rales  him  with  her  strict  commuids , 
Bids  Pity  touch  his  torpid  breaKt, 

And  Justice  hold  his  eager  hands. 

Yet  is  there  nothing  men  can  do, 

When  chiRing  Age  comes  creeping  on  t 
,  Cannot  we  yet  some  good  pursue  ? 

Are  talents  buried  7  gemus  gone  7 
If  passicms  slumber  in  the  breast. 

If  IbUies  fiH>m  the  heart  be  fled : 
Of  laurels  let  us  go  in  quest. 

And  pinorthem  on  the  poefs  head. 

Yes,  we^llvedeem  the  wasted  timeii 

And  to  neglected  studies  flee; 
Well  build  again  the  lofty  rhyme, 

Or  Eve,  Philosophy,  with  thee; 
For  reasoning  clear,  for  flight  snblune, 

Eternal  fame  reward  shall  be ; 
And  to  what  glorious  heights  we  11  climb^ 

Th'  admiring  crowd  shall  envying  see. 

Begin  the  sonff !  begin  the  theme  ! — 

Alas !  and  is  Invention  dead  7 
Dream  we  no  more  the  golden  dream  7 

Is  Mem'ry  with  her  treasures  fled  7 
Yes,  't  is  too  late, — now  Reason  guides 

The  mind,  sole  judge  in  all  debate ; 
And  thus  th'  important  point  decides. 

For  laurels,  'tis,  alas !  too  late. 
What  is  possessM  we  may  retain. 
But  for  new  conquests  strive  in  vain 

Beware  then.  Age,  that  what  was  won. 
If  life's  past  labours,  studies,  views. 
Be  lost  not,  now  the  labour 's  done. 
When  all  thy  part  is, — ^not  to  lose  r 
When  thou  canst  toil  or  gain  no  morSi 
Destroy  not  what  was  gain'd  before. 
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Eor,  qU  that's  gdin'd  of  aU  that*B  good, 

When  lime  «hall  his  weak  frame  destroy, 
(Their  UB^  then  rightly  understood), 

Shall  man,  in  happier  state,  enjoy. 
Oh !  argument  for  truth  divine, 

For  study's  cares,  for  virtue's  strife ; 
To  know  th*  enjoyment  will  be  thine. 

In  that  renewed,  that  endless  life ! 


SIR  EUSTACE  GREY. 

PerwM — ^Visitor,  PnTsiciAif,  and  Pathict. 


Voris  misefliM  Aha.— 

SENECA,  t»  Here. 


1 11  know  no  more ; — the  heart  k  torn, 
By  views  of  wo,  we  cannot  heal ; 

Long  shall  I  see  these  thinjrs  forlorn. 
And  ofl  again  their  ^rriets  shall  feel. 
As  e^ch  upon  the  mind  shall  steal; 

That  wan  projector's  mystic  style. 
That  lumpish  idiot  leering  bjr. 

That  peevish  idler's  ceaseless  wiTo, 

And  that  poor  maiden's  half-form'd  smile. 
While  struggling  for  the  foil-drawn  sigh! 

I  *11  know  no  more. 

niTSICIAN. 

— Yes,  torn  again ; 
Then  speed  to  happier  scenes  thy  way, 

When  thou  hast  view'd,  what  yet  remain. 
The  rums  of  Sir  Eustace  Grey, 

The  sport  of  madness,  misery's  prey : 
But  he  will  no  historian  need, 

His  cares,  his  crimes,  will  he  display, 
And  show  (as  one  from  frenzy  freed) 

The  proud-lost  mind,  the  rash-done  deed. 

That  cell  to  him  is  Grreyling  Hall  :— 

Approach ;  he  '11  bid  thee  welcome  there ; 
Will  sometimes  for  his  servant  call, 

And  sometimes  point  the  vacant  chair : 
He  can,  with  free  and  easy  air. 

Appear  attentive  and  polite ; 
Can  veil  his  woes  in  manners  fiiir. 

And  pity  with  respect  excite. 

FATnifT. 

Who  comes  ? — Approach ! — 't  is  kindly  done : 

My  leam'd  physician,  and  a  friend. 
Their  pleasures  quit,  to  visit  one. 

Who  cannot  to  their  ease  attend. 
Nor  joys  bestow,  nor  comforts  lend. 

As  when  I  lived  so  bless'd,  so  weU, 
And  dreamt  not  I  mnat  soon  contend 

With  those  malignant  powers  of  helL 


FBTSXCIAN. 

Less  warmth.  Sir  Eustace,  or  we  goy — 


See !  I  am  calm  as  infimtlovey 
A  very  child,  but  one  of  wo, 

Whom  you  should  pity,  not  reprove  >> 
But  men  at  ease,  who  never  strflVe 

With  passions  wild,  will  calmly  show 
How  soon  we  mav  their  ills  remove. 

And  masters  of  their  madness  grow. 

Some  twenty  yean,  I  think,  are  gone,— 

(Time  flies,  I  know  not  how,  away,) 
The  sun  upon  no  happier  ahone, 

Nor  prouder  man,  than  Eustace  Grey. 
.  Ask  where  you  would,  and  all  would  aajt 

The  man  admired  and  praised  of  all. 
By  ridi  and  poor,  by  mve  and  gay. 

Was  the  young  lord  of  Greylmg  HaQ. 

Tea !  I  had  youth  and  rosy  health ; 

Was  nobly  form'd,  as  man  might  be ; 
For  sickness  th^n,  of  all  my  wealth, 

I  never  gave  a  single  fee : 
The  ladies  fair,  the  maidens  free, 

Were  all  accustomed  then  to  say, 
Who  would  a  handsome  figure  see 

Should  look  upon  Sir  Eustace  Grey.  - 

He  had  a  fhmk  and  pleasant  look,  . 

A  cheerful  eye  and  accent  bland ; 
His  very  epeeoh  and  manner  spoke 

The  generous  heart,  the  open  hand ; 
About  him  all  was  gay  or  grand. 

He  had  the  praise  of  great  and  small ; 
He  bought,  improved^  projected,  plann'd. 

And  rejgn'd  a  prince  at  GreyUng  HaTL 

My  lady ! — she  wai  all  we  love ;  . 

All  praise  (to  speak  her  worth)  is  fidni  i 
Her  manners  show'd  the  vielding  dove. 

Her  morals,  the  seraphic  saint ; 
She  never  breathed  nor  look'd  complaint  $ 

No  equal  upon  earth  had  she  i-^ 
Now,  what  is  this  fair  thing  1  painit 

Alas!  as  all  that  Uve  ahall  be. 

There  was,  beside,  a  gallant  youth. 

And  him  my  bosom's  friend,  I  had:—*' 
Oh !  I  was  rich  in  very  truth, 

It  made  me  proud — it  made  me  madt— 
Tes,  I  was  loet*~but  there  was  cause  !— 

Where  stood  my  tale  7 — I  cannot  find-^ 
Bat  I  had  all  mankind's  appUuse, 

And  all  the  smiles  of  womankind. 

There  were  two  cherub-things  beside, 

A  gracious  girl,  a  glorious  boy ; 
Yet  more  to  swell  my  full-blown  pride, 

To  varnish  higher  my  fading  joy, 
Pleasures  were  ours  without  &lloy. 

Nay,  Paradise, — i\\[  my  fVail  £vv 
Our  bliss  was  tempted  to  destroy ; 

Deceived  and  fated  to  deoeive. 
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Bat  I  deserved ;  for  all  that  time, 

When  I  was  loved,  admired,  caress'd. 
There  was  within,  each  secret  crime, 

Unfelt,  nncancell'd,  uhconfessM : 
I  never  then  my  God  addresa^d, 

In  jfratefol  praise  or  hamUe  prayer : 
And  n  His  Word  was  not  my  jest ! 

(Dread  thought !)  it  never  was  my  care. 


Idoabtod:— fool  I  was  to  doubt! 

If  that  all-piercing  eye  could  see,^   . 
If  He  who  looks  all  worlds  throughout. 

Would  so  minute  and  careftil  be. 
As  to  perceive  and  punish  me : — 

With  man  I  would  be  great  and  high. 
Bat  with  my  God  so  lost,  that  He, 

In  his  large  view,  shotOd  pass  me  by. 

Thus  blessM  with  children,  friend,  and  wife, 

Bkss*d  &r  beyond  the  vulgar  lot 
Of  all  that  gladdens  human  life. 

Where  was  the  good,  that  I  had  not7 
Bat  my  vile  heart  had  sinftil  spot, 

And  Heaven  beheld  its  deep*ning  stain ; 
Etenial  justice  I  forgot. 

And  mercy  sought  not  to  obtain. 

Come  near, — I  *n  softly  speak  the  rest  I — 

Alas !  His  known  to  all  the  crowd. 
Her  guilty  love  was  all  confess^ ; 

And  his,  who  so  much  truth  avowed. 
My  faithless  friend's. — In  pleasure  proud 

I  sat,  when  these  cursed  tidings  came ; 
Their  guilt,  their  flight  was  told  aloud. 

And  Einvy  smiled  to  hear  my  shame ! 

I  eall'd  on  Vengeance ;  at  the  word    * 

She  earner— Can  I  the  deed  finrget? 
I  held  the  sword,  th*  aocursed  swwd. 

The  bfeod  of  his  false  heart  made  wet; 
And  tfiat  ftir  victim  paid  her  debt, 

She  pined,  she  died,  she  Ioath*d  to  live  ^— 
I  aaw  her  dyin^ — see  her  yet : 

Fair  ftUen  tmng !  my  rage  fiirgive ! 

lliose  cherubs  still,  my  life  to  bless. 

Were  left;  could  I  my  fears  remove, 
Sid  fears  that  dieek*d  each  fend  caress, 

And  poisoo'd  all  parental  love  t 
Tet  that  with  jeakms  feelings  strove, 

And  would  at  last  have  won  my  will. 
Had  I  not,  wretch !  been  doomM  to  prove 

Hi*  extremes  of  mortal  good  and  ill. 

In  youth !  health !  joy  i  in  beauty^  pride  I 

They  droopM :  as  flowers  when  blighted  bow. 
The  dire  inibction  came : — ^They  died. 

And  I  was  cursed — as  I  am  now-— 
Nay,  frown  not,  angry  friend, — allow 

That  I  was  deejay ^  sorely  tried ; 
Hear  then,  and  you  must  wonder  how 

I  could  such  storms  and  strifes  abide. 

Stonns ! — not  that  clouds  embattied  make, 
When  they  afflict  this  earthly  globe ; 

But  such  as  with  their  terrors  shi&e 
Man*8  breast,  and  to  the  bottom  probe ; 


They  make  the  hypocrite  disrobe, 
.  They  try  us  all,  if  false  or  true ; 
For  this,  one  devil  had  pow*r  on  Job ; 
And  I  was  long  tho  slave  of  two. 


FHTSICIAN. 

Peace,  peace,  my  friend ;  these  subjectB  fly ; 
Collect  thy  thoughts— go  calmly  on^^ 

PATIENT. 

And  shall  I  then  tiie  fact  deny  ? 

I  was,— thou  know'st, — I  was  begone. 
Like  him  who  fillM  the  eastern  throne, 

To  whom  the  Watcher  cried  aloud;* 
That  royal  wretch  of  Babylon, 

Who  was  so  guilty  and  so  proud. 

Like  him,  with  haughty,  stubborn  mind, 

I,  in  ray  state,  my  comferti  sought; 
Delight  and  praise  I  hoped  to  find. 

In  what  I  builded,  planted,  bought ! 
Oh !  arrogance !  by  misery  taught-* 

Soon  came  a  voice !  1  felt  it  come ; 
**  Full  be  his  cup,  with  evil  fraught, 

I)emons  his  guides,  and  death  his  doom  !** 

Then  was  I  cast  from  out  my  state ; 

Two  fiends  of  darkness  led  my  way ; 
TheiMvaked  me  ear^,  watchM  me  late. 

My  dreiid  by  night,  my  plague  by  day ! 
Oh  !  I  was  made  their  sport,  Uieir  play. 

Through  many  a  stormy,  troubled  year ; 
And  how  they  used  their  passive  prey 

Is  sad  to  tdl : — but  you  shall  hear. 

And  first,  before  the^  sent  me  ferth. 

Through  this  unpitying  world  to  run. 
They  robb'd  Sir  EusUce  of  his  worth, 

liands,  manors,  lordships,  every  one ; 
So  was  that  gracious  man  undone. 

Was  spurnM  as  vile,  was  scorn*d  as  poor, 
Whom  every  former  fHend  would  stiun, 

And  menials  drove  from  every  door. 

Then  those  ill-&vour'd  Ones,t  whom  none 

But  my  unhappy  eyes  could  view, 
Led  me,  with  wild  emotion,  on. 

And,  with  resisUess  terror,  drew. 
Through  lands  we  fled,  o*er  seas  we  flew, 

Ana  halted  on  a  boundless  plain ; 
Where  nothing  fed,  nor  breathed,  nor  grew 

But  silence  ruled  the  still  domain. « 

Upon  that  boundless  plain,  below. 

The  setting  sun's  last  rays  were  shed. 
And  gave  a  mild  and  sober  glow, 

Where  all  were  still,  asleep,  or  dead ; 
Vast  ruins  in  the  midst  were  spread. 

Pillars  and  pediments  sublime. 
Where  the  grey  moss  had  ferm*d  a  bed. 

And  clothed  the  crumbling  spoils  of  time. 

There  was  I  fixM,  I  know  not  how, 
CondemnM  for  untold  year  to  stay ; 

Yet  years  were  not ;— one  dreadful  now 
£ndured  no  change  of  night  or  day ; 
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The  same  mild  evening**  sleeping  ray 

Shone  eoftly-tolemn  and  serene. 
And  all  that  time  I  gazed  away. 

The  setting  son**  sad  nys  were  seen. 

At  ien^  a  moment's  ^eep  st<^  on,^ 

Agam  came  my  commission*d  fiies ; 
Agam  through  sea  and  land  we're  gone, 

ao  peace,  no  respite,  no  repose : 
Above  the  dark  hroad  sea  we  rose. 

We  ran  through  bleak  and  frozen  land ; 
1  had  no  strengtti  their  strength  t'  oppose^ 

An  infant  in  a  giant's  hand. 

Thev  placed  me  where  these  streamers  pla/. 

Those  nimble  beams  of  brilliant  light; 
It  would  the  stoutest  heart  dismay. 

To  see,  to  feel,  that  dreadRil  sight : 
So  swift,  so  pure,  so  cold,  so  bright, 

They  pierced  my  frame  with  icy  wound, 
And  ail  Uiat  half-year's  pohir  night, 

Those  dancing  streamers  wrapp'd  me  ramd. 

Slowly  that  darkness  pass'd  away. 

When  down  tipon  the  earth  I  fell,-'— 
Some  hurried  sleep  was  mine  by  day ; 

But,  soon  as  toll'd  the  evening  bra,    , 
They  ibrced  me  on,  where  ever  dwell    - 

Far^istant  men  in  cities  &ir, 
'Cities  of  whom  no  travlera  tell, 

Nor  feet  but  mine  were  wanderen  therew 

Their  watchmen  stare,  and  stand  aghast. 

As  on  we  hurry  through  the  dark ; 
The  watch-light  blinks  as  we  go  past. 

The  watch-dog  shrinks  and  rears  to  bark ; 
The  watch-tower's  bell  sounds  shrill;  and  hark! 

The  free  wind  blows — we've  feit  the  town — 
A  wide  sepulchral  ground  I  mark. 

And  on  a  tomb-stone  place  me  down. 

What  monuments  of  mighty  dead ! 

What  tombs  of  various  kmds  ere  found! 
And  stones  erect  their  shadows  shed 

On  humble  graves,  with  wickers  bound ; 
Some  risen  fresh,  above  the  ground, 

Some  level  with  the  native  clay. 
What  sleeping  millions  vmt  the  sound, 

**  Arise,  ye  dead,  and  come  away !" 

Alas !  they  stay  not  ibr  that  call ; 

Spare  me  this  wo !  ye  demons,  spare  !-^ 
Thev  come  I  the  shrouded  shadows  all,— 

^  is  more  than  mortal  brain  can  bear ; 
Rustling  they  rise,  tho^  sternly  glare 

At  man  upheld  hf  vital  breath ; 
Who,  led  by  wicked  fiends,  should  dare  ' 

To  join  the  shadowy  troops  of  death  I 

Yes,  I  have  felt  all  man  can  feel. 

Till  he  shall  pay  his  nature's  debt ; 
Ills  that  no  hope  has  strength  to  heal. 

No  mind  the  comfort  to  forget : 
Whatever  cares  the  heart  can  fret. 

The  spirits  wear,  the  temper  gall. 
Wo,  wont,  dread,  anguish,  all  beset 

My  sinful  soul !— -together  all  i 


Thos6  fiends  upon  a  shaking  ien 

Fix'd  me,  in  dark  tempestuous  night ; 
There  never  trod  the  foot  of  men. 

There  flock'd  the  fowl  in  winery  flight; 
There  danced  the  meor's, deceitful  light 

Above,  the  pool  where  sedges  grow ; 
And  when  the  morning-sun, shone  bright^ 

It  shone  upon  a  field  of  snow. 

They  hung  me  on  a  bough  so  small, 

Tlie  rook  could  build  her  nest  no  higher  ; 
They  fix'd  me  on  the  trembling  ball 

That  crovnis  the  steeple's  quiv'riBg  spire  ; 
They  set  me  where  the  seas  retire. 

But  drown  with  their  returning  tide  ; 
And  made  me  flee  the  mountain's  fire. 

When  roUiog  from  its  burning  side. 

I  Ve  hung  upon  the  ridgy  steep 

Of  cliffi,  and  held  the  rambling  brier  ; 
I  *v»  plunged  below  the  billowy  deep, 

Where  air  was  sent  me  to  resiure ; 
I  *ve  been  where  hungry  wolves  retire  ; 

And  (to  complete  my  woes)  I  've  ran 
Where  Bedlam's  crazy  crew  cunspire 

Against  the  li&  of  reasoning  man* 

I  Ve  fhrl'd  in  storms  the«flappiBg  Be3» 

By  hanging  fiom  the  topmastJieud ; 
I  "ve  served  the  vilest  slaves  in  jail. 

And  pick'd  the  dunghiU^s  spoil  for  breud; 
I've  made  the  badger's  hole  my  bed, 

I  've  wander'd  with  a  gipsy  crew ; 
I  've  dreaded  all  the  guilty  dread. 

And  done  what  they  would  fear  to  do^ 

On  sand,  where  ebbs  and  flows  the  flood, 

Midway  they  phiced  and  bade  me  die ; 
Propp'd  on  my  staff,  I  stoutly  stood 

When  the  swifl  waves  came  rolling  by  ; 
And  high  they  rose,  and  stHI  more  hjg^ 

Till  my  lips  drank  the  bitter  brine; 
I  sobb'd  convulsed,  then  cast  mine  eye, 

And  saw  the  tide's  re-flowing  sign* 

And  then,  my  dreams  were  such  as  nought 

Could  yield  but  my  unhappy  case ; 
I  've  been  of  thousand  devils  caught. 

And  thrust  into  that  horrid  place. 
Where  reign  dismay,  despair,  disgnee  i 

Furies  with  iron  fhngs  were  thire. 
To  torture  that  accursed  race, 

Doom'd  to  dismay,  disgrace,  despair. 

Hartnlesa  I  was :  yet  hunted  down 

For  treasons,  to  my  sou)  unfit; 
I  've  been  pursued  through  many  a  tovm. 

For  crimes  that  petty  knaves  commit ; 
I  've  been  adjudged  t'  have  lost  my  wit. 

Because  I  preach'd  so  loud  and  wdl ; 
And  thrown  into  the  dungeon's  pit, 

For  trampling  on  the  pit  of  hefi. 

Such  were  the  evils,  man  of  sin. 

That  I  was  fated  to  sustain ; 
And  add  to  all,  without — ^within* 

A  soil  defiled  with  every  stam 


BfSi  EUSTACE   GREY. 


95 


That  nun**  nOecting  mind  can  pain ;  I 

That  pride,  wrooff,  nge,  despair,  can  make ; 

In  &ct,  they  M  nearly  toachM  my  brain. 
And  reason  on  her  throne  would  shake. 

Bat  pity  wiUlhe  vilest  seek, 

If  punished  guilt  will  not  repine, — 
I  beard  a  beavenly  teacher  speak, 

And  felt  the  Son  of  Mbbct  shine : 
I  hailM  the  light !  the  birth  divine ! 

And  then  was^seard  among  the  few ; 
Hiow  angry  fiends  beheld  the  sign. 

And  ^rom  me  in  an  instant  flew. 

Come,  hear  how  thus  the  charmers  cry 

To  wandering  sbeepi  the  strays  of  sin. 
While  some  the  wicket-gate  pass  b^. 

And  some  will  knock  and  enter  in :  . 
Full  joyful  *t  IS  a  soul  to  win. 

For  he  tb*t  winneth  souls  is  wise ; 
Now  hark !  the  holy  strains  begin, 

And  thus  the  sainted  preacher  cries  :-^* 

"Pilgrim,  haitiien^d  with  thy  sia, 
Come  the  way  to  ZioD*s  gate. 
There,  tin  Mmpt^  let  thee  in, 
Kooek  and  weep  and  wateh  and  wait 

Knock  I — He  knows  the  sinner*B  cry : 
•    Weep  I-rtUfl  loves  tlie  momner's  teen : 

WatebS^fef  saving  grace  is  nighi 

Waitr— tiU  heavenly  light  appeals, 

"Haik !  it  Is  the  Bridegroom^s  voios ; 

Weloome,  pilffrim,  to  th^  rest ; 

Now  within  ue  gate  rejoice. 

Safe  and  eeal*d  and  bought  and  bless'd  I 
SafeH—firom  all  the  lures  of  vice, 
Seal*d — ^by  signs  the  chosen  know. 
Bought— hy  love  and  life  the  prioe, 
Bkss^d — ^the  mighty  debt  to  owe. 

"Holy  Pilgrim !  what  for  thee 
In  a  world  like  this  remain  t 
Fnxn  thy  ruarded  breast  shall  flee. 
Fear  and  ehame,  and  doubt  and  pain. 

Fear — the  hope  of  Heaven  shall  fly. 

Shame— from  glory's  view  retire, 

Doubt— in  eertain  rapture  die. 

Pain — ^in  endless  bliss  expire.** 

But  thouffh  my  day  of  grace  was  come, 

Yet  stSl  my  days  of  grief  I  find  ; 
The  former  donds*  ooUosted  gloom 

Still  sadden,  the  reflecting  mind ; 
llie  soul,  to  evil  thhigs  eonsign'd. 

Will  of  their  evil  some  retain ; 
The  man  wHl  seem  to  earth  inotined. 

And  will  not  look  erect  again. 

*lt  hM  beeo  tugsMM  to  me.  that  this  change  from  leMlen- 
Matorapow,  in  the  mind  of  Sir  Eostaoe,  is  wronsfat  br  a  ne- 
ftodlMieeaa;  and  it  it  admitted  to  be  loeh:  a  tober  and  rational 
eoavoioo  eouM  not  hmw  Imppened  wUto  the  diMwder  of  the 
tnin  oootinQed :  yet  the  Tenee  which  follow,  in  a  diflhrent  mea- 
mn,  en  not  intended  to  make  any  lelisioaa  penaanon  appear 
lidkalov,  tbef  are  to  be  enppoMd  aa  the  efleet  of  memory  in 
*t  dimdered  mind  of  the  apeaiter,  and,  tboogh  evidently  enthu- 
■aptia  in  respect  to  luiSBSia.  are  not  maant  to  eoorer  any  im- 
fnpoety  oTanatimeot. 


Thus,  though  elect,  I  feel  it  hard 

To  loib  what  I  possessed  before, 
To  be  from  all  my  wealth  dcbarrM, — 

The  brave  Sir  Eustace  is  no  more  : 
But  old  I  wax  and  passing  poor, 

Stem,  fugged  men  my  conduct  view ; 
They  chide  my  wish,  they  bar  my  door, 

*T  is  hard — I  weep — ^you  see  I  do. — 

Must  you,  mv  fnends,'no  longer  stay  T 

Thus  quickly  i^  mv  pleasures  end ; 
But  I  '11  remember,  when  I  pray;. 

My  kind  physician  and  his  mend : 
And  those  sad  hours,  you  deign  to  spend 

With  me,  I  shall  requite  them  all ; 
Sir  Eustace  fer  his  friends  shall  send. 

And  thank  their  love  at  Greyling  HalL 


The  poor  Sir  Eustace !— Yet  his  hope 

Leads  him  to  think  of  joys  again ; 
And  when  his  earthly  visions  droop. 

His  views  of  heavenly  kind  remain  :— - 
But  whence  that  meek  and  humbled  strain. 

That  spirit  wounded,  lost,  resipM  ? 
Would  not  so  proud  a  soul  disdam 

The  madness  of  the  poorest  mind  ? 

FHT8XCIAN. 

No !  fer  the  more  he  swelled  with  pride. 

The  more  he  felt  misfortune's  blow ; 
Disgrace  and  grief  he  could  hot  hide. 

And  poverty  had  laid  him  low : 
Thus  shame  and  sorrow  working  slow. 

At  length  this  humble  spirit  gave ; 
Madness  on  these  began  to  grow, 

And  boimd  him  to  his  fienda  a  slave. 

Though  the  wild  thoughts  had  toueh'd  his  farun, 

Then  was  he  firee  t— So,  forth  he  ran ; 
To  soothe  or  threat,  alike  were  vain : 

He  spake  of  fiends,  look'd  wild  and  wan ; 
Year  after  year,  the  hurried  man 

Obey'd  those  fiends.firom  place  to  place ; 
TUl  his  religious  change  began 

To  form  a  firenaed  child  of  graoe. 

For,  as  the  fury  lost  its  strength. 

The  mind  reposed ;  by  slow  degrees 
Came  lingering  hope,  lUid  brought  at  kogth« 

To  the  tormented  spirit,  ease : 
This  slave  of  sin,  whom  fiends  could  seiie. 

Felt  or  believed  their  power  had  end  ;•— 
"  *T  is  faith,**  he  cried,  **  my  bosom  fiwes, 

And  now  my  Savioua  is  my  friend.** 

But  ah !  though  time  can  yield  relief. 

And  soften  woes  it  cannot  cure ; 
Would  we  not  so^er  pain  and  grie^ 

To  have  our  reason  sound  and  sure  7 
ITien  let  us  keep  our  bosoms  pure. 

Our  fancy's  favourite  flights  suppress  i 
Prepare  the  body  to  endure. 

And  bend  the  mind  to  meet  distress ; 
And  then  ms  guardian  care  implore. 
Whom  demons  dread  and  men  adore* 
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Confiteor  (kotn  hoe  eoikm  ;  wd  et  ahcra  cama  ail. 


OVID. 


KfAfllBTRATS,  YaGRAIVT,  CONSTABLE,  CU, 


Take,  take  away  thy  barbaroos  hand, 
And  let  me  to  thy  master  speak ; 

Remit  awhile  the  tiarsh  command, 
And  hear  me,  or  my  heart  will  break. 

MAOISTKATE. 

Fond  wretch !  and  what  canst  thon  relate. 

But  deeds  of  sorrow,  shame,  and  sin  7 
Thy  crime  ig  proved,  thon  know*st  thy  fiUe ; 
'   Alt  come,  thy  tale ! — begin,  begin  I — 


My  crime ! ^This  sick*ning  child  to  fted, 

I  seized  the  food,  your  witness  saw ; 

i  knew  your  kws  forbade  the  deed. 
But  yielded  to  a  stronger  law. 

Know*st  thou,  to  Nature's  great  command 
All  human  laws  are  frail  and  weak  7 

Nay !  frown  not — stay  his  eager  hand, 
And  hear  me,  or  my  heart  will  break. 

In  this,  th*  adopted  babe  I  hold  ' 
With  anxious  fondness  to  my  breast. 

My  heart's  sole  comfort  I  behold. 
More  dear  than  life,  when  hie  was  bleis'd; 

I  saw  her  pining,  fainting,  cold, 
I  begg'dk-but  vain  was  my  request 

I  saw  the  tempting  food,  and  seised— 
My  infant-sufierer  found  relief; 

And,  in  the  pilfer'd  treasure  pleased. 
Smiled  on  my  guilt,  and  hush*d  my  grieC 

But  I  have  griefo  of  other  kind. 
Troubles  and  sorrows  more  severe ; 

Give  me  to  ease  my  tortured  mlnd^ 
Lend  to  my  woes  a  patient  ear ; 

And  let  me— if  I  may  not  find 
A  friend  to  help— find  one  to  hear. 

Yet  nameless  let  me  plead — ^my  name 
Would  only  wake  the  cry  of  soom ; 

A  child  of  sin,  conceived  in  shame, 
Brought  forth  in  wo,  to  misery  bom. 

My  mother  dead,  my  father  lost, 
1  wander'd  with  a  vagrant  crew 

A  common  care,  a  common  cost. 

Their  sorrows  and  their  sins  I  knew ; 

Witli  them,  by  want  on  error  forced. 
Like  them,  I  base  and  guilty  grew. 


Few  are  my  years,  not  so  my  crimes ; 

The  age,  which  these  sad  looks  dedaie* 
Is  Sorrow's  work,  it  is  not  Time's, 

And  I  am  old  in  shame  and  care. 

Tauffht  to  believe  the  world  a  plaoe 
Where  every  stranger  was  a  foe, 

Train'd  in  the  arts  that  mark  our  raecy 
To  what  new  people  could  I  go  7 

Could  I  a  better  life  embrace. 
Or  live  as  virtue  dictates  7  No  !— 

So  through  the  land  I  wandering  weot, 
And  little  found  of  grief  or  joy ; 

But  lost  my  bosom's  sweet  content 
When  first  I  loved— the  Gipsy-Boy. 

A  sturdy  youth  he  was  and  tall. 
His  looks  would  all  his  soul  declare ; 

His  piercing  eyes  were  deep  and  smallt 
And  strongly  curl'd  his  raven4iair. 

Yes,  Aaron  had  each  manly  charm. 
All  in  the  May  of  youthtnl  pride, 

He  scarcely  fear'd  his  fiither's  ann. 
And  every  other  arm  defied^ — 

Oft,  when  they  grew  in  anger  warm, 
(Whom  wiU  not  love  and  power  diridef) 

I  rose,  their  wrathful  souls  to  calm, 
Not  yet  in  sinful  combat  tried. 

His  father  was  our  party's  chie^ 
And  dark  and  dreadful  was  his  look ; 

His  presence  fill'd  mj  heart  with  grief^ 
Although  to  me  he  kindly  spoke. 

With  Aaicsi  I  delighted  went. 
His  favour  wos  my  bliss  and  pride ; 

In  growing  hope  our  days  we  spent. 
Love  ffrowinff  charms  in  either  spied. 

It  saw  them,  aU  which  Nature  lent. 
It  lent  them,  all  which  she  denied. 

Could  I  the  father's  kindness  prize. 
Or  grateful  looks  on  him  bestow, 

Whom  I  beheld  in  wrath  arise. 
When  Aaron  sunk  beneath  his  blow  7 

He  droye  him  down  with  wicked  hand, 
It  was  a  dreadful  sight  to  see ; 

Then  vez'd  him,  till  he  left  the  land. 
And  told  his  cruel  love  to  me  ^-x 

The  chtn  were  all  at  his  command. 
Whatever  his  command  might  be. 

T%e  night  was  dork,  the  lanes  were  deep^ 
And  one  by  one  they  took  their  way ; 

He  bade  me  lay  me  down  and  steep, 
I  only  wept  and  wish'd  for  day. 

Accursed  be  the  love  he  bore. 

Accursed  was  the  force  he  used,    . 
So  let  him  of  his  God  implore 

For  mercy,  and  be  so  refused  \ 
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Too  frown  a^ain, — to  show  my  wrong, 
Can  I  in  gentle  language  speak  7 

My  woef  are  deep,  my  words  are  strongs — 
And  hear  me,  or  my  beart  will  break. 

■A018TRATK. 

I  hen  thy  words,  I  feel  thy  pain : 
Forbear  awhile  to  apeak  thy  woea ; 

Beeeive  oar  aid,  and  then  agai9 
The  story  of  thy.  life  disclose. 

For,  thoagh  sedaced  and  led  astray. 
Thou  *st  travellM  far  and  wanderM  long ; 

lily  God  hath  seen  thee  all  the  way. 
And  all  the  turns  that  led  thee  wrong. 


PART  n. 


CORN.GAIiLI.£2v., 


MAfilSTRATX. 


Omi,  now  again  thy  woes  impart, 
TeU  all  thy  sorrowsi,  all  thy  sin; 

We  cannot  lieal  the  throbbing  heart 
TiH  we  disoem  the  woondi  within. 

ComiNmction  weeps  our  gnilt  away, 
Tie  tinner's  safety  is  his  pain ; 

Snch  pangs  for  our  ofl^oea  pay, 
And  these  seferer  grieft  are  gain. 


The  son  came  back — he  found  ut  wed, 
Then  dreadful  was  the  oath  he  swore  ^— 

ffii  waj  through  Blackbom  Forest  led,— • 
His  fttfaer  we  beheld  no  mare.v 

Of  in  our  daring  dan  not  one 
Would  on  the  doubtful  subject  dwell : 

For  all  esteemM  the  injured  son. 
And  lear*d  the  tale  which  he  could  teU. 

^t  I  had  mightier  cause  for  fear. 
For  sbw  and  mournful  round  my  bed 

I  aw  a  dreadful  form  appear, — 
It  came  when  I  and  Aaron  wed. 

(Tes!  we  were  wed,  I  know  my  dime, — 
We  slept  beneath  the  elmin  tree ; 

Bat  I  was  grieving  all  the  time. 
And  Aaron  frowned  my  tears  to  see. 

For  he  not  vet  had  felt  the  pain 
That  rankles  in  a  wounded  breast ; 

He  waked  to  sin,  then  slept  again, 
Fonook  his  God,  yet  took  his 


But  I  was  forced  to  feign  delight, 

And  joy  in  mirth  and  music  sought, — 

And  memory  now  recalls -the  ni^ht. 
With  snch  surprise  and  horror  fraught. 

That  reason  felt  a  moment's  flight. 
And  left  a  mind  to  madness  wrought) 

When  waking,  on  my  heaving  breast 

•  I  felt  a  hand  as  cold  as  death ; « 
A  sudden  fear  my  voice  suppressed, 
A  chilling  terror  stoppM  my  breath.^ — 

I  seem*d — no  words  can  utter  how ! 

For  there  my  father-husband  stood^ — 
And  thus  he  said :— **  Will  God  allow, 

The  great  avenger,  just  and  good, 
A  wife  to  break  her  marriage-vow  7 

A  son  to  shed  his  fether's  blood  7" 

I  trembled  at  the  dismal  sounds. 

But  vainly  strove  a  word  to  say ; 
So,  pointing  to  hia  bleeding  wounds, 

ThQ  thrMU'ning  spectre  stalk'd  away.* 

I  brought  a  lovely  daughter  ferth. 
His  fefher's  child,  in  Aaron's  bed ; 

He  tock  her  from  me  in  his  wrath, 
-  Where  is  my  child  7"— •»  Thy  chUd  ia  dead.^ 

•T  was  felse.— We  wander'd  fer  and  wide. 
Through  town  and  countiy,  field  and  fen. 

Till  Aaron,  fighting,  fell  and  died, 
And  I  became  a  wife  agaiji. 

I  then  was  young : — ^my  husband  sold        , 
My  fencied  c^iarma  fer  wicked  price; 

He  gave  me  oft,  fer  sinful  gold. 
The  slave,  but  not  the  friend  of  vice  :*- 

Behold  me,  Heaven !  my  pains  behold. 
And  let  them  fer  my  sins  suffice ! 

The  wretch  who  lent  me  thus  fer  gain. 
Despised  me  when  my  youth  was  fled 

Then  came  disease,  and  brought  me  pain  >^ 
Come,  death,  and  bear  me  to  the  dead  \ 

For  though  I  grieve,  my  grief  is  vain, 

.     And  fruitless  all  the  tears  I  shed. 

True,  I  was  not  to  virtue  train'd. 
Yet  well  I  know  my  deeds  were  ill ; 

By  each  oflfence  my  heart  waa  pain'd, 
I  wept,  but  loflended  still ; 

My  better  thoughts  mv  life  disdain'd. 
But  yet  the  inler  led  my  will. 

My  husband  died,  and  now  no  more 
Mj  smile  was  sought  or  ask'd  my  hand, 

A  widow'd  vagrant,  vile  and  poor. 
Beneath  a  vagrant's  vile  command. 


*  The  itote  of  mind  here  doeribed  will  tcooont  for  a  Tition 
of  this  oature,  wiihoot  bavioK  nBOoorae  to  aof  lopenuitanl 
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CeaselesB  I  roved  the  coontry  round. 
To  win  my  bread  by  fraudful  arts. 

And  lon^  a  poor  subaistence  fi>und, 
By  spreading  nets  for  simple  hearts. 

Though  poor,  and  abject,  and  despised, 
Their  fortunes  to  the  crowd  I  told ; 

I  gave  the  foung  the  love  they  prized, 
And  promised  wealth  to  bless  the  old; 

Schemes  for  the  doubtful  I  devised. 
And  charms  for  the  forsaken  sold. 

At  length  for  arts  like  these  confined 

In  prison  with  a  lawless  crew, 
I  soon  perceived  a  kindred  mind, 

And  there  my  long-lost  daughter  knew* 

His  father's  child,  whom  Aaron  gave   • 
To  wander  with  a  distant  clan, 

The  miseries  of  the  world  to  brave, 
And  be  the  slave  of  vice  and  man. 

She  knew  my  name— we  met  in  pain, 
Our  parting  pangs  can  I  ezpiessi 

She  sail'd  a  convict  o*er  the  main, 
And  lefl  an  heir  to  her  distress. 

This  is  that  heir  to  shame  and  pain. 

For  whom  I  only  could  descry 
A  world  of  trouble  and  disdain : 

Yet,  could  I  bear  to  see  her  die,     . 
Or  stretch  her  feeble  hands  in  vain. 

And,  weeping,  beg  of  me  supply  7 

No !  though  the  fate  thy  mother  knew 

Was  sluimeful !  shameful  though  thy  race 
Have  wander'd  all,  a  lawless  crew, 
-    Outcasts,  despised  in  every  place ; 

Yet  as  the  dark  and  muddy  tide. 
When  &r*firom  its  polluted  source. 

Becomes  more  pure,  and,  purified. 
Flows  in  a  clear  and  happy  course ; — 

In  thee,  dear  infant !  so  may  end 
Our  shame,  in  thee  our  sorrows  cease: 

And  thy  pure  course  will  then  extend, 
In  floods  of  joy,  o*er  vales  of  peace. 

Oh !  by  the  God  who  loves  to  spare,    < 

Deny  me  not  the  boon  I  crave ; 
Let  this  loved  child  your  mercy  share. 

And  let  me  find  a  peaceful  grave ; 
Make  her  yet  spotless  soul  your  care. 

And  let  my  sins  their  portion  have ; 
Her  for  a  better  fkie  prepi&re, 

And  punish  whom  'twere  sin  to  save ! 

MAUIsntATE. 

Recall  the  word,  renounce  the  thought, 
Command  thy  heart  and  bend  thy  knee. 

There  is  to  all  a  pardon  brought 
A  ransom  rich,  assured,  and  free ; 

^ is  full  when  found,  'tis  found  if  sought, 
Oh!  seek  it,  till  His  seal'd  to  thee. 


VAGaANT. 

But  how  my  pardon  shall  I  know  7 

MAOISTaATB. 

By  feeling  dread  that  His  not  sent. 
By  tears  for  sin  that  fireely  flow. 

By  grie^  that  all  thy  tears  are  spent. 
By  thoughts  on  that  great  debt  we  owe, 

With  all  the  mercy  Gon  has  lent, 
By  sujQfering  what  thou  canst  not  show. 

Yet  showing  how  thine  heart  is  rent. 
Till  thou  canst  feel  thy  bosom  glow. 

And  say,  **  Mt  Saviour,  I  Rvurr  T' 


WOMAN! 


MB.  LEDTARD,  AS  QUOTED  BT  U.  PABK9 
IN  HIS  TRAVELS  INTO  AFRICA  : 

'ToaWomaa  1  mvot addraand  niMir ia  tte  laainaia of 
deooicr  and  fneodihip,  wiihoot  tMwmt  a  deoeot  aoi 
fiMBdIr  avwtr.  If  I  vai  hungry  or  Ihinir.  wet  or  Mk,  Umt 
did  not  hesitate,  like  Hen,  to  perform  a  fepeioaa  aefioat  la 
•o  flee  and  kind  a  manner  did  they  eontriboie  to  my  mliC 
thatiflweedry.Idiank  the  iweetertdimnght:  and  if  haapy 
I  ate  the  c 


Plaob  the  white  man  on  Afric^s  ooaat. 

Whose  swarthy  sons  in  blood  delight. 
Who  of  their  soom  to  Europe  boast, 

And  paint  their  very  demeoH  white : 
There,  while  the  sterner  sex  disdains 

To  soothe  the  woes  thev  cannot  feel. 
Woman  will  strive  to  heal  his  pains. 

And  weep  for  those  she  cannot  heal : 
Hers  is  warm  pity*s  saored  glow ; 

From  all  her  stores  she  b^mi  ft  part. 
And  bids  the  spring  of  hope  re-flow. 

That  languishM  m  the  ainting  heart. 

M  What  though  so  pale  his  haggard  ftiee, 

So  sunk  and  sad  his  looks,**    ohe  oriee ; 
**  And  far  unlike  our  nobler  race. 
With  crisped  locks  and  rolling  eyes ; 
Yet  misery  marks  him  of  our  kind; 

We  S9e  him  lost,  alone^  afraid ; 
And  pangs  of  body,  griefi  in  mind. 
Pronounce  him  man,  and  ask  our  lod* 

**  Perhaps  in  some  fkr^listant  shore, 

There  are  who  in  these  forms  delight; 
Whose  milky  features  please  them  more 
Than  ours  of  jet,  thus  bumishM  bright; 
Of  such  may  be  his  weeping  wife* 

Such  children  for  their  sire  may  call. 
And  if  we  spare  his  ebbing  life, 
Our  kindness  may  [Nreserve  them  alL" 

Thus  her  compassion  Woman  showa, 
Beneath  the  line  her  acts  are  these ; 

Nor  the  wide  waste  of  Lapland-snowa 
Can  her  ,warm  flow  of  pity  flroeie :— 
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**IVoim  some  sad  land  the  stranger  comes. 
Whose  jojs,  like  ours,  are  never  foimd ; 

Let*s  soothe  him  in  our  happy  homes. 
When)  freedom  Bits  with  plenty  erown*d« 

*  Til  good  the  Hunting  soul  to  cheer. 

To  see  the  fimiish'd  stranger  fed ; 
To  milk  ibr  hun  the  mother-deer, 
To  smooth  for  him  the  ftirry  bed. 
The  Powers  above  oar  Lapland  bless 
With  good  no  other  people  know ; 
T*  enlaree  the  joys  that  we  possess 
By  feding  those  that  we  bestow  I*'  - 

Tfan  in  extremes  of  cold  and  heat, 

When  wandering  man  may  trace  his  kind ; 
Whemw  gfjef  and  want  retreat, 


In  Woman  they  oompajssion  find; 

She  makes  the  female  breast  her  seat. 

And  dictates  mercy  to  the  mind. 

Man  may  the  sterner  nrtiies  know. 

Determined  justice,  truth  serere ; 
Bat  female  hedrts  with  pity  glow. 

And  Woman  holds  affection  dear ; 
For  guikless  woes  her  sorrow  flow. 

And  suffering  vice  oompeb  her  tear ; 
T  is  hers  to  soothe  the  ills  bebw. 

And  bid  life's  fidrer  views  appear : 
To  Woman's  gentle  kind  we  owe 

What  comforts  and  delights  as  here : 
They  its  gay  hopes  on  youth  bestow, 

And  cam  they  soothe  and  age  they  cbetr. 


sue  Heroiigfi* 


FtpsbawMao 


I.— YIB^IL. 


TO  HIS  GRACE 
THE  DUKE  OF  RUTLAND,  MARQUIS  OP  GRANBY; 

UOOEDER  or  CA1IB&IIK2E   AlflX  SGARBOttOUGH  ;   LORD-LIEUTBBTAirT   AND  CUSTOS- 
ROTOIiORUK  OF   THE  OOUIf  TT  OF  LEICESTER  ;   K.  G.  AND  LL.D. 


MtLmo, 
^  poem,  for  which  I  have  ventured  to  solicit 
TNT  6noe*8  attention,  was  composed  in  a  situation 
MBev  to  Behotr  Castle,  that  the  .author  had  all 
h  adnalage  to  be  derived  from  prospects  exten- 
»e  ind  beaotifiil,  ^nd  from  works  of  grandeur  and 
t^timit^:  and  though  nothing  of  the  influence 
f'HDg  mm  such  situation  should  be  disoemiUe 
^  tbaie  Tenes,  either  from  want  of  adequate  powers 
a  the  writer,  or  becanie  his  subjects  do  not  assi- 
B&tewith  such  views,  yet  would  it  be  natural  for 
UDtouidalge  a  wish,  tnat  he  might  inscribe  his 
Uoon  to  the  lord  of  a  scene  which  perpetually  ez- 
eital  Us  admirttion,  and  he  would  plmd  the  pro- 
}ntj  ofplacmg  the  titles  of  the  House  of  Rutland 
If  tte  entnnce  of  a  volume  written  in  4he  Vale  of 

^H  my  Lord,  #  motive  much  more  powerful 
"Qa  KQie  of  propriety,  i^  grateful  remembrance 
fif  baie6U  confmed  by  the  noble  family  in  which 
1^  p«side,  has  been  uie  great  inducement  for  me 
to  wuh  tbit  I  might  be  permitted  to  inscribe  this 
*ark  to  yoor  grace :  the  honours  of  that  time  were 
to  oe  miezpected,  they  were  unmerited,  and  they 
We  buiHtory :  but  since  I  am  thus  allowed  to 
bUo  pahlie  my  gratitude,  I  am  in  some  degree 
J*tond  to  the  honour  of  that  period ;  I  have  again 
**  ^ipmess  to  find  myself  &v6ured,  and  my  ex- 


ertions stimulated,  by  the  condesoension  of  the 
Duke  of  Rutland. 

It  was  m^  fortune,  in  a  poem  which  yet  circu^ 
lates,  to  write  of  the  virtues,  talents,  and  heroie 
death  of  Lord  Robert  Manners,  and  to  bear  witness 
to  the  affection  of  a  brother  whose  gfrief  was 
poignant,  and  to  be  soothed  cmly  by  remembrance 
of  his  worth  whom  he  so  deeply  deplored.  In  e 
patron  thus  favourably  predi^Mised,  my  Lord,  I 
might  look  for  much  Jenity,  and  could  not  f^  the 
severity  of  critical  examination :  from  your  Grace, 
who,  happily,  have  no  such  impediment  to  justice, 
I  must  not  look  for  the  same  kind  of  indulgenoe. 
I  am  assured,  by  those  whose  situation  i^ave  thein 
opportunity  for  knowledge,  and  whose  mbililies  and 
attention  guarded  them  from  error,  that  I  must  not 
expect  my  fidlings  will  escape  detection  firem  want 
of  discernment,  neither  am  I  to  fear  that  any  merit 
will  be  undistinguished  through  deficiency  of  taste. 
It  is  from  this  information,  my  Lord,  and  a  con- 
sciousness of  much  which  needs  forgiveness,  that  1 
entreat  your  Grace  to  read  my  verses,  with  a  wish, 
I  had  almost  added,  With  a  purpose  to  be  pleased, 
and  to  make  every  possible  allowance  for  subjects 
not  always  pleasing,  for  manners  sometimes  gross, 
and  for  language  too  frequently  incorrect 

With  the  fullest  confidence  in  your  Grace's  abi- 
lity and  &vour,  in  the  accuracy  of  your  judgment. 
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and  the  lenity  of  your  deelsipn ;  with  gratefbl  re- 
membrance of  benefits  received,  and  due  oon- 
sciousness  of  the  little  I  .could  merit;  with  prayers 
that  your  Grace  may  long  enjoy  the  dignities  of  < 
the  House  of  Rutland,  and  continue  to  dictate^  im- 
provement  for  the  surrounding  country ; — I  termi- 
nate  an  addrese,  in  which  a  fear  of  offending  your 
Grace  has  made  me  so  cautious  in  my  expressions^ 
that  I  may  justly  fear  to  offend  many  of  my  read- 
ers,  who  will  thmk  that  something  more  of  anima- 
tion should  have  been  excited  by  t£e  objects  I  view, 
the  benevolence  I  honour,  and  the  gratitude  I  pro- 
fess. 
I  have  the  honour  to  be,  my  Lord, 
Your  Grace's 
Most  obliged  and  obedient  humble  servant, 
GEORGE  CRABBE. 


PREFACE. 


WsKTim,  if  I  had  not  been  encouraged  by  some 
proofs  of  public  fiivour,  I  should  have  written  the 
roem  now  before  the  reader,  is  a  question  which  I 
cannot  positively  determine ;  but  I  will  venture  to 
assert,  that  I  should  not,  in  that  case,  have  com- 
mitted the  work  to  the  press ;  I  should  not  have 
allowed  my  own  opinion  of  it  to  have  led  me  into 
further  disappointment,  against  the  voice  of  judges 
impartid  and  indiffisrenC,  from  whose  sentence  it 
had  been  fruitless  to  .appeal :  the  success  of  a  late 
publication,  therefore,  may  be  fairly  assigned  as 
the  principal  cause  for  the  appearance  of  this. 

When  the  ensuing  Letters  were  so  far  written, 
tOat  I  could  ferm  an  opinion  of  them,  and  when  I 
began  to.  conceive  that  they  might  not  be  unac- 
ceptable to  the  public,  I  felt  myself  prompted  by 
doty,  as  well  as  interest,  to  put  them  to  the  press : 
I  considered  myself  bound  by  gratitude  fer  the  fa- 
vourable treatment  I  had  already  received,  to  show 
that  I  was  not  unmindful  of  it ;  and,  however  this 
mieht  be  mixed  with  other  motives,  it  operated 
wiSi  considerable  force  upon  my  mind,  acting  as  a 
stimulus  to  exertions  naturally  tardy,  and  to  ex- 
pectations easily  checked. 

It  must  nevertheless  be  acknowledged,  that  al- 
though  such  favourable  opinion  had  been  formed, 
I  was  not  able,  with  the  requisite  impartiality,  io 
determine  the  comparative  value  of  an  unpublii^ed 
manuscript,  and  a  work  sent  into  the  world. 
Books,  like  children,  when  established,  have  doubt- 
less our  parental  affection  and  good  wishes';  we 
rejoice  to  hear  that  they  are  doing  well,  and  are 
received  and  respected  in  good  company :  but  it  is 
to  manuscripts  in  the  study,  as  to  children  in  the 
nursery,  that  our  care,  our  anxiety,  and  our  tender- 
ness are  prii^cipally  directed :  they  are  fondled  as 
our  endearing  companions;  their  faults  are  cor- 
rected with  Uie  lenity  of  partial  love,  and  their 
good  parts  are  exaggerated  bv  the  strength  of  pa- 
rental imagination;  nor  is  it  easy  even  for  the 
more  oool  and  reasonaUe  among  parents,  thus  cir- 
cumstanced,  to  decide  upon  the  comparative  merits 
of  their  offspring,  whether  they  be  children  of  the 
bed  or  issue  of  Ae  bnin. 


I  But,  however  favourable  my  own  opinion  ma 
have  been,  or  may  still  be,  1  could  not  venture  1 
'  commit  so  long  a  Poem  to  the  press  without  son 
endeavour  to  obtain  the  more  valuable  opinion  c 
less  partial  judra :  at  the  same  time,  I  am  willin 
to  confess  that  I  have  lost  some  portion  of  the  tin 
idity  once  so  painful,  and  that  I  am  encouraged  1 
take  apon  myself  the  decbion  of  various  point 
which  heretofore  I  entreated  my  friends  to  decid 
Those  friends  were  then  my  council,  whose  opinic 
I  was  implicitly  to  follow ;  they  are  now  adviser 
whose  ideas  I  am  at  liberty  to  reject  This  wi 
not,  I  hope,  seem  like  arrogance  :  it  would  be  moi 
safe,  it  would  be  more  pleasant,  still  to  have  tb 
reliance  on  the  judgment  of  others ;  but  it  cann* 
always  be  obtained ;  nor  are  they,  however  fi-iend] 
disposed,  ever  readv  to  lend  a  helping  hand  to  hii 
whom  they  consider  as  one  who  ought  by  th 
time  to  have  cast  away  the  timidity  of  inexper 
ence,  and  to  have  acquired  the  courage  that  wool 
enable  him  to  decide  for  himseUl 

When  it  is  confessed  that  I  have  less  &ssistaB< 
from  my  fi-iends,  and  that  the  appearance  <^  th 
work  is,  in  a  great  measure,  occasioned  by  it 
success  of  a  former,  some  readers  will,  I  fear,  a 
tertain  the  opinion  that  the  book  before  them  wi 
written  in  haste,  and  published  without  due  exi 
mination  and  revisal:  should  this  opinion  I 
fprmed,  there  will  doubtless  occur  many  fault 
which  may  appear  as  originating  in  neglect :  Noi 
readers  are,  I  believe,  disposed  to  treat  with  moi 
than  common  severity  those  writers  who  have  bee 
led  into  presumption  by  the  approbation  bestowc 
on  their  diffidence,  and  into  idleness  and  udooi 
cem,  by  the  praises  given  to  their  attention.  I  ai 
therefore  even  anxious  it  should  be  generally  know 
that  sufficient  time  and  amplication  were  bestowc 
upon  this  work,  and  by  this  I  mean  that  no  mat 
rial  alteration  would  be  effected  by  delay :  it  is  tn 
that  this  confession  removes  one  plea  for  the  erroi 
of  the  book,  want  of  time ;  but  in  my  opinion,  the] 
is  not  much  consolation  to  be  drawn  by  reasonab 
minds  from  this  resource :  if  a  work  foils,  it  a] 
pears  to  be  poor  satisfaction  when  it  is  observo 
that  if  the  author  had  taken  more  care  the  eva 
had  been  less  disgraceful. 

When  the  reader  enters  into  the  Poem,  he  wi 
find  the  author  retired  fh>m  view,  and  an  imaginai 
personage  brought  forward  to  describe  bis  Boroui 
for  him :  to  him  it  seemed  convenient  to  sp^n 
the  first  person :  but  the  inhabitant  of  a  village,  i 
the  centre  of  the  kingdom,  could  not  appear  m  tl 
character  of  a  residing  burgess  in  a  large  sea-por 
and  when,  with  this  point,  was  considered  wh 
relations  were  to  be  given,  what  manners  ddin 
ated,  and  what  situations  described,  no  method  a; 
peared  to  be  so  convenient  as  that  of  borrowing  tl 
assistance  of  an  ideal  fiiend :  by  this  means  tl 
reader  is  in  some  degree  kept  from  view  of  an 
particular  place,  nor  will  he  perhaps  be  so  likd 
to  determine  where  those  persons  reside,  and  wh 
their  connexions,  who  are  so  intimately  known  i 
this  man  of  straw. 

From  the  title  of  this  Poem,  some  persons  wi 
I  fear,  expect  a  political  satire, — an  attack  upB 
corrupt  principles  in  a  general  riew,  or  upon  tl 
customs  and  manners  of  some  particolar  place;  < 
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theae  they  will  find  Dothiogr  satirized,  jiolhing  re- 
kted.  It  may  be  that  graver  readers  woOld  have 
pRferred  a  more  historical  account  of  so  consider- 
•bk  a  Borough — its  charter,  privileges,  trade,  pub- 
fie  itniotures,  and  subjects  of  this  kind ;  but  I 
have  an  apolof^  for  the  omission  of  these  things, 
ia  the  difficulty  of  describing  them,  and  in  me 
iMer  repugnancy  which  subsists  between  the  stu- 
dies tnd  obiects  of  topography  and  poetry.  What 
I  thought  I  cooM  best  describe,  that  I  attempted : 
—the  sea,  and  the  county  in  the  immediate  vici- 
Bity ;  the  dwellings,  and  the  inhabitants ;  sotne 
inodents  and  characters,  with  an  exhibition  of 
Bank  and  manners,  offensive  perhaps  to  those  of 
eitremely  delicate  feelings,  but  sometimes,  I  hope, 
kitber  unamiable  nor  unaffecting:  an  Mection 
iadeed  fiirms  a  part  of  one  Letter,  but  the  evil  there 
faciibtd  is  not  one  greatly  nor  generally  deplored, 
and  there  are  probably  many  places  of  this  kind 
where  it  is  not  felt. 

From  the  Tariety  of  relations,  characters,  and 
dKriptions  which  a  Borough  affords,  several  were 
Rjeeled  which  a  reader  might  reasonably  expect  to 
kie  met  with :  in  this  ease  he  is  entreated  to  be- 
leve  that  these,  if  they  occurred  to  the  author,  weife 
cguidered  by  him  as  beyond  his  ability,  a»  subjects 
vhich  be  could  not  treat  in  a  manner  satisfiictory 
to  kiinsel£  Possibly  the  admission  of  some  will 
be  thought  to  require  more  apology  than  the  re^ 
ieetian  dT  others :  in  such  variety,  it  is  to  be  appro- 
Moded,  that  almost  every  reader  will  find  some- 
thing  not  aceording  with  hu  ideas  of  propriety,  or 
■nelhine  repulsive  to  the  tone  of  bis  feelings; 
Dor  coold  this  be  avoided  but  by  the  sacrifice  of 
every  event,  opinion,  and  even  expression,  which 
eesU  be  thought  liable  to  produce  such  effect ;  and 
tUs  casting  a^aj  so  largely  of  our  cargo,  through 
km  of  danger,  thotagh  it  mfght  help  us  to  clear 
it,  woakl  render  our  vessel  of  little  worth  when  she 
cuse  bto  port.  1  may  likewise  entertain  a  hope, 
ilttt  this  very  variety,  which  gives  scope  to  objec- 
lioaend  oenaure,  will  ajso  afford  a  better  chanoe 
fir  approval  and  satisfiiction. 

Of  these  objectionable  parts  many  must  be  to 
aie  anknown ;  of  others  some  opinion  may  be 
Imed,  and  fiv  their  admission  some  plea  may  be 


fa  the  first  Letter  is  nothing  which  particularly 
edk  fer  remark,  except  possiUy  the  last  line — giv- 
kg  a  promise  to  the  reader  that  he  should  both 
■Dik  and  sigh  in  the  perusal  of  the  following  Let- 
tm.  This  may  appear  vain,  and  more  than  an 
latbor  ought  to  promise ;  but  let  it  be  considered 
tbt  the  character  assumed  is  that  of  a  fi-iend,  who 
ipee  an  account  of  objects,  persons,  and  events  to 
n  eorrespondent,  and  who  was  therefore  at  liberty, 
vilfaoot  any  imputation  of  this  kind,  to  suppose  m 
viiBt  manner  he  would  be  affected  by  such  descrip- 

Nothing,  I  trust,  in  the  second  Letter,  which 
ithtes  to  the  imitation  of  what  are  called  Weather. 
iUbi  on  buildings,  will  seem  to  any  invidious  or 
^ksftve.  I  wished  to  make  a  comparison  between 
thoee  minute  and  curious  bodies  which  cover  the 
■rbee  of  some  edifices,  and  those  kinds  of  stain 
vkieh  are  formed  of  boles  and  ochres,  and  laid  on 
with  a  brash.  Now,  as  the  work  of  time  cannot 
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be  anticipated  in  such  cases,  it  may  be  very  judi- 
cious to  have  recourse  to  such  expedients  as  will 
give  to  a  reoent  structure  the  venerable  appearance 
of  antiquity ;  and  in  this  case,  though  I  might  stiH 
observe  the  vast  difference  between  the  living  va- 
rieties of  nature,  and  the  distant  imitation  of  the 
artist,  yet  I  Would  not  forbear  to  make  use  of  his 
dexterity,  because  he  coold  not  clothe  my  freestone 
with  mttcor,  Hehtn^  and  hy$su9. 

The  wants  and  mortifications  of  a  poor  Clergy, 
man  are  the  subjects  of  one  portion  of  the  third 
Letter ;  and  he  being  represented  as  a  stranger  in 
the  Borough,  it 'may  be  necessary  to  make  some 
apology  for  his  appearance  in  tharoem.  Previous 
to  a  late  meeting  of  a  literary  society,  whose  bene- 
volent purpose  is  well  known  to  the  public,  I  was 
induced  by  a  ^end  to  compose  a  few  verses,  in 
which,  with  the  general  commendation  of  the  de. 
sign,  should  be  introduced  a  hint  that  the  bounty 
might  be. farther  extended ;  these  verses  a  gentle- 
man did  me  the  honour  to  recite  at  the  meeting, 
and  they  were  printed  as  an  extract  from  the  Poem, 
to  which  in  fact  they  may  be  called  an  appendage. 

I  am  now  arrived  at  that  part  of  my  work,  which 
I  may  expect  will  bring  upon  me  some  animadver- 
sion. '  Religion  is  a  subject  deeply  interesting  to 
the  minds  of  many,  ann  when  these  minds  are 
weak,  they  are  often  led  by  a  warmth  of  feeling 
into  the  violence  of  causeless  resentment :  I  am 
therefore  anxious  that  my  purpose  should  be  under- 
stood ;  and  I  wish  to  point  out  what  things  they 
are  which  an  author  may  hold  up  to  ridicule  and 
be  blameless.  In  referring  to  the  two  principal  di- 
visions  of  enthusiastical  teachers,  I  have  denomi- 
nated  them,  as  I  conceive  they  are  generally  called, 
Calviniatie  and  Arminian  Methodiste.  The  Ar- 
minwnBy  though  divided  and  perhaps  subdivided, 
are  still,  when  particular  accuracy  is  not  intended, 
considered  as  one  body,  having  had,  for  many 
years,  one  head,  who  is  yet  held  in  high  respect 
by  the  varying  members  of  the  present  day :  but 
the  Calvinistic  societies  are  to  be  looked  upon  rather 
as  separate  and  independent  congregation ;  and  it 
is  to  one  of  these  (unconnected,  as  is  supposed, 
with  any  other)  I  more  particularly  allude.  But 
while  I  am  making  use  of  this  division,  I  must 
entreat  that  I  may  not  be  considered  as  one  who 
takes  upon  him  to  censure  the  religious  opinions 
of  any  society  or  individual :  the  reader  will  find 
that  the  spirit  of  the  enthusiast,  and  not  his  opi- 
nions, his  manners,  and  nofhis  creed,  have  engaged 
my  attention.  I  have  nothing  to  observe  of  the 
Calvinist  and  Arminian,  considered  as  such ;  but 
my  remarks  are  pointed  at  the  enthusiast  and  the 
bi^t,  at  their  folly  and  their  craft 

To  those  readers  who  have  seen*  the  journals  of 
the  first  Methodists,  or  the  extracte  quoted  from 
them  by  their  opposers*  in  the  early  times  of  this 
spiritual  influenza,  are  sufiiciently  known  all  their 
leading  notions  and  peculiarities;  so  that  I  have 
no  need  to  enter  into  such  unpleasant  inquiries  in 
this  place :  I  have  only  to  observe  that  their  tenets 
remain  the  same,  and  have  still  the  former  effect  on 
the  minds  of  tlie  converted :  There  is  yet  that  ima- 

*  Methoditta  and  Pttpntr  oompared;  Traatito  oo  Grace,  ^w 
Biahop  WarbttrtoQ,  vie. 
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vined  contention  with  the  powers  of  darknesS)  that 
IB  at  once  flo  lamentable  and  so  ludicrous :  there  is 
the  aame  offensive  laniiliarity  with  the  Deity,  with 
a  Alii  trust  and  confidence  both  in  the  immediate 
efficacy  of  their  miserably  delivered  supplications^ 
and  in  the  reality  of  numberless  small  miracles 
wrought  at  their  request  and  for  their  convenience ; 
there  still  exists  that  delusion,  by  which  some  of 
the  most  common  diseases  of  the  body  are  regarded 
as  proofs  of  the  malignity  of  SataA  contending  for 
dominion  over  the  soul :  and  there  still  rematps  the 
same  wretched  j&rgon,  composed  of  scriptural  lan- 
ffuage,  debased  by  vulgar  expressions,  which  has  a 
kind  of  mystic  influence  on  the  minds  of  the  igno- 
rant  It  will  be  recollected  that  it  is  the  abuse  of 
those  scriptural  terms  which  I  ooooeive  to  be  im- 
proper :  they  are  doubtless  i^ost  significant  and  effi- 
cacious when  used  with  propriety ;  but  it  is  painful 
to  the  mind  of  a  soberly  devout  person,  when  he 
bears  every  rise  and  fall  of  the  animal  spirits, 
every  whim  and  notion  o£  enthusiastic  ignorance, 
expressed  in  the  venerable  language  of  the  Apos- 
tles and  Evangelists. 

The  success  of  these  people  is  great,  but  not  but- 
prising;  as  the  powers  they  claim  are  given,  and 
come  not^  of  education,  many  ipay,  and  therefore 
do,  fancy'  they  are  endowed  with  them ;  so  that 
they  who  do  not  venture  to  become  preachers,  yet 
exert  the  minor  gifts,  and  gain  reputation  for  the 
faculty  of  prayer,  as  soon  as  they  can  address  the 
Creator,  in  daring  flights  of  unpremeditated  ab- 
surdity.  The  less  indigent  gain  the  praise  of  hos- 
pitality, and  the  more  harmonious  become  distin- 
guished in  their  choirs :  curiosity  is  kept  alive  by 
succession  of  ministers,  and  self-love  is  flattered  by 
the  consideration  that  they  are  the  persons  at  whom 
the  world  wonders ;  add  to  this,  that,  in  many  of 
them,  pride  Is  gratified  by  their  consequence  as 
new  members  of  a  sect  whom  their  conversion 
pleases,  and  by  the  liberty,  which  as  seoeders  thev 
take,  of  speaking  oontemptnously  of  the  Church 
and  ministers  whom  they  have  relinquished. 

Of  those  denominated  Calmnittic  MethoditU^  I 
had  principally  one  seot  in  view,  or,  to  adopt  the 
term  of  its  founder,  a  ehireh'  This  ehureh  con- 
sists  of  several  conpegations  in  town  and  country, 
unknown  perhaps  in  many  parts  of  the  kingdom, 
but,  where  known,  the  cause  of  much  curiosity  and 
some  amusement  To  such  of  my  readers  as  may 
judge  an  enthusiastic  teaciier  and  his  peculiarities 
to  &  unworthy  any  serious  attention,  I  would  ob- 
serve that  there  is  something  unusually  daring  in 
the  boast  of  this  man,  who  claims  the  authority  of 
e  messenger  sent  from  God,  and  declares  without 
hesitation  that  his  call  was  immediate ;  that  he  is 
assisted  by  the  sensible  influence  of  the  Spirit,  and 
that  miracles  are  perpetually  wrought  in  his  favour 
and  for  his  convenience. 

As  it  was  and  continues  to  be  my  desire  to  give 
proof  that  I  had  advanced  nothing  respecting  this 
extraordinary  person,  his  operations  or  assertions, 
which  might  not  be  readily  justified  by  quotations 
fit)m  his  own  writings,  I  had  collected  several  of 
these  and  disposed  them  under  certain  heads ;  but 
I  found  that  by  this  means  a  very  disproportioned 
share  of  attention  must  be  given  to  the  subject,  and 
after  some  consideration,  I  have  determined  to  relin- 


quish the  design ;  and  should  any  have  curioai^ 
to  search  whether  my  representation  ^f  the  tempe 
and  disposition,  the  spirit  and  manners,  the  know 
ledge  and  capacity,  of  a  very  popular  teacher  b 
correct,  he  is  referred  to  about  fourscore  pamphleti 
whose  titles  will  be  found  on  the  covers  of  the  lat 
ieditbns  of  the  Bank  of  Paith^  itself  a  wonderfi 
performance,  which  (according  to  the  turn  of  min 
in  the  reader)  will  either  highly  excite,  or  totalij 
extinguish,  curiosity.  In  Uiese  works  will  bi 
abundantly  seen,  abuse  and  contempt  of  the  Cburd 
of  England  and  its  ministers ;  vengeance  and  vim 
lent  denunciation  against  all  offenders;  scorn  lb 
morality  and  heathen  virtue,  with  that  kind  ti 
learning  which  the  author  possesses,  and  his  peen 
liar  style  of  composition.  A  few  of  the  tifJa 
placed  below  will  give  some  information  to  Cb 
reader  respecting  the  merit  and  design  of  Umm 
performances.* 

As  many  of  the  preacher's  subiects  are  oosttro 
verted  and  nice  questions  in  divimty,  be  has  some 
times  allowed  himself  relaxation  fix>m  the  ssveiitj 
of  study,  and  ^Toured  his  admirers  with  the  eflfeeti 
of  an  humbler  kmd  of  inspiration,  viz.  that  of  tiM 
Muse.  It  must  be  confessed  that  these  flights  otf 
fkncy  are  very  humble,  and  have  nothing  of  the 
daring  and  mysterious  nature  which  the  prose  ol 
the  author  leads  us  to  expect  The  Dimenmens  ff 
eternal  Love  is  a  title  of  one  of  his  more  leamcc 
productions,  with  which  might  have  been  expectec 
(as  a  fit  companion),  7%e  Bounds  tfinjimte  Ormce  j 
but  no  such  work  appears,  and  possibly  the  aothoi 
considered  one  attempt  of  this  kind  was  sufficien 
to  prove  the  extent  and  direction  of  his  abilitiesL 

Of  the  whole  of  this  mass  of  inqnix^  and  deci 
sion,  of  denunciation  and  instruction  (could  wi 
suppose  it  read  by  intelligent  persons),  diSerenI 
opinions  would  probably  be  formed ;  the  more  in 
dignant  and  severe  would  condemn  the  whole  ai 
the  produce  of  crafl  and  hypocrisy,  while  the  mon 
lenient  would  allow  that  such  things  might  origi 
nate  in  the  wandering  imagination  of  a  dreaming 
enthusiast 

None  of  my  readers  will,  I  trust,  do  me  so  mod 
injustice  as  to  suppose  I  have  here  any  other  mo 
Uve  than  a  vindication  of  what  I  have  advanced  ii 
the  verses  which  describe  this  kind  of  charactei 
or  that  I  had  there  any  other  purpose  than  to  ex 
press  (what  I  conceive  to  be)  justifiable  mdigiui 
tion  against  the  assurance,  the  malignity,  aiM 
(what  is  of  more  importance)  the  pernicious  infln 
ence  of  such  sentiments  on  the  minds  of  the  sinaplt 
ajid  ignorant,  who,  if  they  give  credit  to  his  rels 
tions,  must  be  no  more  than  tools  and  instrumeni 
under  the  control  and  management  of  one  eaUet 
to  he  their  Apoetle. 

Nothing  would  be  more  easy  for  me,  as  I  hsT^ 
observed,  than  to  bring  forward  quotations  such  m 
would  justify  all  I  have  advanced ;  but  even  had  '. 
room,  I  cannot  tell  whether  there  be  not  sometliinj 


*  Barbar,  Id  two  parti :  Bond-Child ;  Cry  of  Little  FaHh 
Satan'i  Lawsuit;  Furty  Strip»i  Tor  Batao ;  Myrrh  lod  Odoa 
ofSainU:  th«  Naked  Bow  of  God;  Ruio  and  Riddle;  Wm 
and  Fare  for  Wayfaring  Mon  ;  Uiitity  of  the  Booki  and  Exesl 
lency  of  the  Parehmenta;  Corrotpondenee  belweea  JWettUi 
Jlmrita,  (the  wordt  n  aaparated)  aad  PUi^md;  ete. 
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^Bgndiag  in  Buchliind  of  attack :  fhe  reader  might 
mile  at  those  miraculous  accounts,  but  he  would 
eoDfltder  them  and  ttie  language  of  the  author  as 
Wneath  his  further  attention :  I  therefore  once  more, 
refer  him  to  those  pamphlets,  wliich  will  afford 
natter  for  pity  and  for  contempt,  by  which  some 
would  be  atBuaed  and  others  astonished — not  with- 
out sorrow,  when  they  reflect  that  thousands  look 
«p  to  the  writer  as  a  man  literally  inspired,  to 
whose  wants  they  administer  with  their  substance, 
wad  to  whose  sfuidance  they  prostrate  their  spirit 
ind  understanding. 

Having  been  so  long  detained  by  this  Letter,  I 
BQit  not  permit  my  desire  of  elucidating  what 
Biay  seem  obscure,  or  of  defending  what  is  liable 
Id  misoonstrDCtioii,  any  fbrther  to  prevail  o?er  a 
with  for  brevity,  and  the  fear  of  giving  an  air  of 
ittportanoe  to  subjects  which  have  perhaps  little  in 
tfiemselves. 

The  etrcaastanoe  recorded  in  the  fifUi  Ijetter  is 
>  &ct ;  althou|^h  i^may  appear  to  many  almost  in- 
crediUe,  that,  m  this  Country,  and  but  few  years 
■aoe,  a  ciose  and  successful  roan  should  be  a 
itruiger  to  the  method  of  increasintr  money  by  the 
loui  of  it.  The  Minister  of  the  place  where  the 
honest  Fisherman  resided  has  related  to  me  the 
apprehenaion  and  suspicion  he  witnessed:  With 
trembling  hand  and  dubious  look,  the  careful  man 
Roeived  and  surveyed  the  bond  given  to  him ;  and, 
after  a  sigh  or  two  of  lingering  niistrust,  he  pbeed 
it  in  the  coffer  whence  he  had  just  before  taken  his 
eash ;  for  which,  and  for  whose  increase,  he  now 
indulged  a  belief  that  it  was  indeed  both  promise 
md  security. 

If  the  Letter  which  treats  of  Inns  should  be 
fbottd  to  contain  nothing  interesting  or  uncommon ; 
if  it  describe  things  which  we  behold  every  day, 
and  some  which  we  do  not  wish  to  beh<dd  at  any 
time ;  let  it  be  considered  that  this  Letter  is  one  of 
tte  shortest,  and  that  from  a  Poem  whose  subject 
was  a  Borough,  populous  and  wealthy,  these  places 
of  public  accommodation  could  not,  without  some 
impropriety,  be  excluded.  ' 

1  entertain,  the  strongest,  because  the  most  rea- 
KnaUe  hope,  that  no  K&ral  practitioner  m  the  Law 
wiH  be  offended  by  the  notice  taken  of  dishonour- 
able and  crafty  attorneys.  The  increased  difficulty 
of  entering  into  the  profession  will  in  time  render 
it  much  more  free  than  it  now  is,  firom  tliose  who 
d^graoe  it :  at  present  such  persons  remain ;  and 
il  would  not  be  difficult  to  give  instances  of  ne- 
glect, ignorance,  cruelty,  oppression,  and  chicanery ; 
nor  are  they  by  any  means  confined  to  one  part  of 
the  ooDittry :  quacks  and  impostors  are  indeed  in 
creiy  profession,  as  well  with  a  license  as  without 
one.  The  character  and  actions  of  Swallow  might 
doubtless  be  contrasted  by  the  delineation  of^an 
oUe  and  upright  Solicitor ;  but  this  Letter  is  of  suf- 
ficient lei^gth,  and  such  persons,  without  question, 
ore  already  knotvn  to  my  readers. 

When  I  observe,  under  the  article  Physic,  that 
ffie  young  and  less  experienced  physician  will  write 
ntfaer  with  a  view  of  making  himself  known,  than 
to  investigate  and  publish  some  useful  fact,  I  would 
not  be  thought  to  extend  this  remark  to  all  the 
poUieationa  of  such  men.  I  could  point  out  a 
v«rk»  fwntaining  experiments  the  most  judicious, 


and  eonclusions  the  most  interestihg,  made  by  a 
gentleman,  then  young,  which  would  have  given 
just  celebrity  to  a  man  after  long  practice.  The 
observation  is  nevertheless  generally  true :  many 
opiaions  have  been  adopted  and  many  books  writ- 
ten, not  that  the  theory  might  be  well  defended, 
but  that  a  young  physician  might  be  better  known. 

If  I  have  in  one  Letter  praiMd  the  good-humour 
of  a  man  confessedly  too  inattentive  to  business, 
and,  in  another,  if  I  have  written  somewhat  sar- 
castically  of  **  the  brick-floored  parlour  which  the 
butcher  lets;'*  be  credit '^iven  to  me,  that  in  the 
one  case  I  had  no  intention  to  apologize  for  idle- 
ness, nor  any  design  in  the  other  to  treat  with  con- 
tempt the  resources  of  the  poor.  The  good-humour 
is  considered  as  the  consolation  of  disappointment, 
and.- the  room  is  so  mentioned  beeause  the  lodger 
ia  vain.  Most  of  my  readers  will  perceive  this ; 
but  I  shall  be  sorrj  if  by  any  I  am  supposed  to 
make  pleas  for  the  vices  of  men,  or  treat  their  wants 
and  infirmities  with  derision  or  with  disdain. 

It  is  probable,  that  redly  polite  people,  with  cul- 
tivated minds  and  harmonious  tempers,  may  judge 
my  description  of  a  Card-dub  conversation  to  be 
highly  exaggerated,  if  not  totaUy  fictitious ;  and  I 
acknowledge  that  the  elub  must  admit  a  particular 
kind  of  members  to  afford  such  specimens  of  acri- 
mony and  objurgatiofk :  yet  that  such  language  is 
spoken,  and  such  manners  exhibited,  is  moat  cer- 
tuin,  chiefly  among  those  who,  being  successful  in 
life,  without  previous  education,  not  very  nice  in 
their  feelings,  or  very  attentive  to  improprieties,  sit 
down  to  game  with  no  other  view  tlian  that  of 
adding  the  gain  of  the  eveninsf  to  the  profits  of  the 
day ;  whom  therefore  disappointment  itself  makes 
angr^,  and,  when  caused  by  another,  resentful  and 
vindictive. 

The  Letter  on  Itinerant  Players  will  to  some 
appear  too  harshly  written,  their  profligacy  exag- 
gerated, and  their  distresses  magnified ;  but  though 
the  respectability  of  a.  part  of  these  people  may 
give  us  a  more  favourable  view  of  the  whole  body ; 
though  some  actors  be  sober,  and  some  matiagers 
prudent ;  still  there  is  vice  and  misery  left,  more 
than  sufficient  to  justify  my  description.  But  if  I 
could  find  only  one  woman  who  (passing  forty 
years  on  many  stages,  and  sustaining  many  prin- 
eipal  characters)  laments,  in  her  unrespected  old 
age,  that  there  was  no  workhouse  to  which  she 
could  legally  sue  for  admission ;  if  I  could  produce 
only  one  female,  seduced  upon  the  boards,  and 
starved  in  her  lodging,  compelled  by  her  poverty 
to  sing,  and  by  her  'sufferings  to  weep,  without  any 
prospect  trat  misery,  or  any  consolation  but  death ; 
if  I  could  exhibit  only  one  youth  who  sought  reflige 
from  parental  authority  in  the  licentious  freedom 
of  a  wandering  company;  yet,  with  three  such 
examples,  I  should  feel  myself  justified  in  the  ac- 
count I  have  given : — but  such  characters  and  sufl 
ferings  are  common,  and  there  are  few  of  these 
societies  which  could  not  show  members  of  this 
description.  To  some,  indeed,  the  life  has  its  sat. 
ia&ctions :  they  never  expected  to  be  free  from  la^ 
hour,  and  their  present  kind  they  think  is  light : 
they  have  no  delicate  ideas  of  shame,  and  there- 
fore duns  and  hisses  give  them  no  other  pain  than 
what  arises  from  the  fear  of  not  being  tmtftod, 
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joined  with  the  ^ppreh^nsioQ  that  they  may  have 
nothing  to  subsist  upon  except  their  credit. 

For  the  Alma-Iiouse  itself,  its  Governors  and  In- 
habitants,  I  have  not  much  to  offer,  in  favour  of 
the  subject  or  of  the  characters.  One  of  these.  Sir 
Denya  Brand,  may  be  considered  as  too  highly 
'  placeid  for  an  author  (who  seldom  ventures  above 
middle-life)  to  delineate ;  and  indeed  I  had  some 
idea  of  reserving  him  for  another  occasion,  where 
he  might  have  appeared  with  those  in  his  own  rank ; 
but  then  it  is  most  uncertain  whether  he  would  ever 
appear,  and  he  has  been  so  many  years  prepared 
for  the  public  whenever  opportunity  might  offer, 
4hat  I  have  at  length  given  him  place,  and  though 


with  his  inferiors,  y^t  as  a  ruler  over  them.    Of  the  Parish  could  break  the  commandment,  but  he 


these,  one  {Benbow}  may  be  thought  too  low  and 
despicable  to  be  admitted  here ;  but  he  is  a  Bor- 
ough-character, and,  however  disgusting  in  'some 
respects  a  picture  may  be,  it  will  please  some,  and 
be  tolerated  b^  many,  if  it  can  bout  that  one  merit 
of  being  a  faithful  likeness. 

BUmey  and  Clelia,  a  male  and  female  inhabitant 
of  this  mansion,  are  drawn  at  some  length ;  and  I 
may  be  thought  to  have  given  them  attention  which 
they  do  not  merit  I  plead  not  for  the  originality, 
but  for  the  truth  of  the  character ;  and  though  it 
may  not  be  very  pleasing,  it  may  be  useful  to  de- 
lineate (for  certain  minds)  these  mixtures  of  levity 
and  vice ;  people  who  are  thus  incurably  vain  and 
determinatelv  worldly ;  thus  devoted  t6  enjovment 
and  insensible  of  shame,  and  so  miserably  fond  of 
their  pleasures,  that  they  court  even  the  remem- 
brance with  eager  solicitation,  by  coniuring  up  the 
ghosts  of  departed  indulgences  with  aJl  the  aid  that 
memory  can  afford  them.  These  characters  de- 
mand  some  attention,  because  they  hold  out  a  warn- 
ing  to  that  numerous  class  of  young  people  who 
are  too  lively  to  be  discreet ;  to  whom  the  purpose 
of  lifci  is  amusement,  and  who  a^  always  in  dan- 
ger  of  falling  into  vicious  habits,  because  they  have 
too  much  activity  to  be  quiet,  and  too  little  strength 
to  be  steady. 

The  characters  of  the  Hospital-Directors  were 
written  many  years  since,  and,  so  far  as  I  was  ca^ 
pable  of  judging,  are  drawn  with  fiddity,  1  men^ 
tion  this  circumstance,  that,  if  any  reader  should 
find  a  difference  in  the  versification  or  expression, 
he  will  be  thus  enabled  to  account  for  it 

The  Poor  are  here  almost  of  necessity  intro- 
duced,  for  they  must  be  considered,  in  every  place, 
as  a  large  and  interesting  portion  of  its  inhabitants. 
I  am  aware  of  the  great  difficulty  of  acquiring 
just  notions  on  the  maintenance  and  management 
of  this  class  of  our  fellow-subjects,  and  I  forbear 
to  express  an^  opinion  of  the  various  modes  which 
have  been  discussed  or  adopted:  of  one  method 
only  I  venture  to  fi^ive  my  sentiments^  that  of  Col- 
lecting the  poor  of  a  hundred  into  one  building. — 
This  admission  of  a  vast  number  of  persons,  of  all 


To  this  subject  follow  several  Letters  describing 
the  follies  and  crimes  of  persons  in  lower  life,  wHa 
one  relation  of  a  happier' and  more  consolatory 
kind.  It  has  been  a  subject  of  greater  vexation  to 
me  than  such  a  trifle  ought  to  be,  that  I  could  not, 
without  destroying  all  appearance  of  arrangement, 
separate  these  me&ncholy  narratives,  and  {Mace  the 
fallen  Clerk  in  Office  at  a  greater  distance  from  the 
Clerk  of  the  Parish,  especially  as  they  resembled 
each  other  in  several  paxticulars ;  both  being  tempt 
cd,  seduced,  and  wretched.  Yet  are  there,  I  oon^ 
ceive,  considerable  marks  of  distinction:  their 
guilt  is  of  different  kind ;  nor  would  either  have 
committed  the  offence  of  the  other.    The  Clerk  of 


could  not  have  been  induced  to  have  disowned  an 
article  of  that  creed  for  which  he  had  so  bravely 
contended,  and  on  which  he  fully  relied ;  and  the 
upright  mind  of  the  Clerk  in  OBice  would  have 
secured  him  from  being  guilty  of  wrong  and  rob- 
bery,. tfa!»ugh  his  weu  and  vacillating  intellect 
could  not  preserve  him  fix>m  infidelity  and  pro&ne- 
ness.  Their  melancholy  is  nearly  alike,  but  not 
its  consequences.  Jachin  retained  his  beUef^  and 
though  he  hated  life,  he  could  never  be  induced  to 
quit  it  voluntarily ;  but  Abel  was  driven  to  terml- 
nate  his  misery  in  a  way  which  the  unfixedness  of 
his  religious  opinions  rather  accelerated  than  ie> 
tarded.  I  am  therefore  not  without  hope  th&t  the 
more  observant  of  my  readers  will  perceive  many 
marks  of  discrimination  in  these  characters. 

The  Life  of  Ellen  Orford,  though  sufficiently 
burthened  with  error  and  misfortune,  has  in  it  lit- 
tle besides,  which  resembles  those  of  the  above 
unhappy  men,  and  is  still  more  unlike  that  of 
GriTM»,  in  a  subsequent  Letter.  There  is  in  this 
character  cheerfulness  and  resignation,  a  more  nni- 
form  piety,  and  an  immovable  trust  in  the  aid  of 
religion  :  this,  with  the  light  texture  of  the  intro- 
ductory part,  will,  I  hope,  take  off  fit>m  that  idea 
of  sameness  which  the  repetition  of  crimes  and 
distresses  is  likely  to  create.  *The  character  of 
Grimef ,  his  obduracy  and  apparent  want  6f  feel- 
ing, his  gloomy  kind  of  misanthropy,  the  pngnm 
of  his  madness,  and  the  horrors  of  his  imaginatien, 
i  pmst  leave  to  the  judgment  and  obaervatioa  of 
my  readers.  The  mind  here  exhibited  ie  one  un- 
touched by  pity,  unstung  by  remorse,  and  unoor- 
rected  by  shame :  yet  is  this  hardihood  of  temper 
and  spirit  broken  by  want,  disease,  solitude,  and 
disappointment;  ana. he  becomes  the  victim  of  a 
distempered  and  horror-stricken  fancy.  It  is  evi- 
dent, therefore,  that  no  feeble  vision,  no  half-viaibla 
ghost,  not  the  momentary  glance  of  an  unbodied 
being,  nor  the  half-audible  voice  of  an  invisible  ooe, 
woukl  be  created  by  the  continual  workings  of 
distress  on  a  mind  so  depraved  and  flinty.  The 
ruffian  of  Mr.  Scott*  has  a  mind  of  tliis  nature : 
he  has  no  shame  or  remorse  :  but  the  corrosion  of 


ages  and  both  sexes,  of  very  different  inclinations,  i  hopeless  want,  the  westings  of  unabating  disease, 
habits,  and  capacities,  into  a  society,  must,  at  a  I  and  the  gloom  of  unvaried  solitude,  will  have  their 
first  view,  I  conceive,  be  looked  upon  as  a  cause  of  [  effect  on  every  nature ;  and  the  harder  that  natoie 
both  vice  and  misery ;  nor  does  anjr  thing  which  I .  is,  and  the  longer  time  required  to  work  upon  it, 
have  heard  or  read  invalidate  the  opinion ;  happily, ;  so  much  the  more  strong  and  indelible  is  the  im- 
it  is  not  a  prevailing  one,  as  these  houses  are,  I .  pression.    This  is  all  the  reason  I  am  able  to  give, 

bdieve,  still  confined  to  that  part  of  the  kingdom   — — ■ — — — ■ __. 

where  they  originated.  I  •Mannioo. 
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why  a  man  of  feeling  so  ^uU  should  yet  become 
iuuic,  or  that  his  insanity  sliould  be  of  so  horrible 
I  nature. 

That  a  Letter  on  Prisons  should  follow  those 
Derratives  is  unfortunate,  but  not  to  be  easily  avoid- 
ed.  I  confess  it  is  not  pleasant  to  be  detained  so 
kmg  by  subjects  so  repulsive  to  the  feelings  of 
msDy,  as  the  sudcrings  of  mankind :  but  though  I 
Boredly  would  have  altered  tliis  errangement,  had 
1  been  able  to  have  done  it  by  substituting  a  better, 
yet  am  I  not  of  opinion  that  my  verses,  or  indeed 
the  Terses  of  any  cfther  person,  can  so  represent  the 
erila  and  distresses  of  life  as  to  make  tiny  material 
iiDpression  on  the  mind,  and  much  less  any  of  in- 
joiioas  nature.  Alas  I  sufierinffs  real,  e^dent,  cod- 
tiaoaily  before  us,  have  not  enects  very  seriouB  or 
kating,  even  in  the  minds  of  the  more  reflecting 
Rid  compassionate ;  nor  indeed  does  it  seem  right 
that  the  pain  caused  by  sympathy  should  serve  for 
more  than  a  stimulus  to  benevolence.  If  then  the 
tfrangth  andvolidity  of  truth  placed  before  our  eyes 
hiTe  eSkct  so  feeble  and  transitory,  I  need  not  be 
ray  apprehensive  that  my  representations  of  Poor- 
hooaes  and  Prisons,  of  vrant^  and  sufferings,  how- 
am  ^ithfiilly  tftkeoj  will  excite  any  feelings  which 
GU  be  seriously  lamented.  It  has  always  been 
held  as  a  salutary  exercise  of  the  mind,  to  contem- 
plate  the  evils  and  miseries  of  our  nature :  I  am 
oot  therefore  without  hope,  that  even  this  gloomy 
nbject  of  Imprisonment,  and  more  especially  the 
pream  of  the  condemned  Highwayman,  will  excite 
in  aome  minds  that  mingled  pity  and  abhorrence, 
which,  while  it  is  not  unpleasant  to  the  feelings,  is 
vefol  in  its  operation :  it  ties  and  binds  us  to  all 
mankind  by  sensations  common  to  us  all,  and  in 
noR  degree  connects  us,  without  degradation,  even 
to  the  most  miserable  and  ^mlij  of  our  fellow-men. 

Oar  eonclnding  sulject  is  Edncation ;  and  some 
Ktempt  is  nnde  to  describe  its  various  seminaries, 
from  that  of  the  Poor  Widow,  who  pronounces  the 
alphabet  for  infonts,  to  seats  whence  the  light  of 
learning  is  shed  abroad  cm  the  world.  I^  in  this 
Iftter,  I  describe  the  lives  of  literary  men  as  em- 
dittoed  by  much  evil ;  if  they  be  often  disappoint- 
ed, and  sometimes  unfitted  for  the  world  they  im- 
plore ;  let  it  be  considered  that  they  are  described 
V  men  who  posscBs  that  great  pleasure,  the  ezer- 
^  of  their  own  talents,  aivi  the  delight  which 
^ow»  from  their  own  exertions :  they  have  joy  in 
fteir  pvsoits,  and  glory  In  their  acquireinents  of 
■Bovledge.  Their  victory  over  difficulties  afibrds 
^most  rational  cause  of  triumph,  and  the  attain- 
ment of  new  ideas  leads  to  incalculably' riches,  such 
M  gntify  the  glorious  avarice  of  aspiring,  and  com- 
P'NKosive  minds.  Here  th^n  I  place  the  reward 
of  learnings — Our'  Universities  produce  men  of  the 
frit  acholastio  attainments,  who  are  heirs  to  large 
pnauiasions,  or  descendants  from  noble  families, 
^ow,  to  those  so  favotured,  talents  and  acquirements 
ve,  mquestionabSy,  means  of  arriving  at  the  mos^t 
^BVated  and  important  situations ;  but  these  must 
k  the  k>t  of  a  few :  in  general,  the  diligence,  acute- 
j>aa,  and  perseverance  of  a  youth  at  the  University, 
have  no  other  reward  than  some  College  honours 
ttd  emohiments,  which  they  desire  to  exchange, 
■^y  of  them  for  very  moderate  incomes,  in  the 
**^Kafity  of  some  diftant  village :  so  that,  in  stat- 
6»  I 


ing  the  reward  of  an  ardent  and  powerful  mind  to 
consist  principally  (I  might  have  said  entirely)  in 
its  own  views,  elforts,  and  excursions,  I  place  it 
upon  a  sure  foundation,  though  not  so  elevated  as 
the  more  ambitious  aspire  to.  It  is  surely  some 
encouragement  to  a  studious  man  to  reflect,, that  if 
he  be  disappointed,  he  cann6t  be  without  gratifica- 
tion ;  and  that  if  he  gets  but  a  very  humble  portion 
of  what  the  world  can  give,  he  has  a  continual  frui- 
tion of  unwearying  enjoyment,  of  which  it  has  not 
power  to  deprive  him. 

Long  as  1  haYC  detained  the  reader,  I  take  leave 
to  add  a  few  words  on  the  subject  of  imitation,  or, 
more  plamly  speaking,  fabrrowing.  In  the  course 
of  a  long  Poem,  and  more  especially  of  two  long 
ones,  it*  is  very  difficult  to  avoid  a  recurrence  of  the 
same  thoughts,  and  of  similar  expressions;  and, 
however  careful  I  have  been  myself  in  detecting 
and  removing  these  kinds  of  repetitions,  my  read- 
ers, I  question  not,  would,  if  disposed  to  seek  them, 
find  many  remaining.  For  these  I  can  only  plead 
that  common  excuse — they  are  the  offences  of  a 
bad  memory,  and  not  of  a  voluntair  inattention ; 
to  which  I  must  add  the  difficulty  (I  have  already 
mentioned)  of  avoiding  the  error :  this  kind^of  pla- 
giarism will  therefore,  I  conceive,  be  treated  with 
lenity :  and  of  the  more  criminal  kind,  borrowing 
irom  others,  I  plead,  with, much  confidence,  "not 
guilty."  But  while  I  claim  exemption  from  guilt, 
I  do  not  affirm  that  much  of  sentiment  and  much 
of  expression  may  not  be  detected  in  the  vast  col- 
lection of  English -poetry:  it  is  sufficient  for  an 
author  that  he  uses  not  the  words  or  ideas  of  an- 
other without  acknowledgment,  and  this,  and  no 
more  than  this,  I  mean,  by  disclaiming  debts  of 
tlie  kind ;  yet  resemblances  are  sometimes  so  veiy 
striking,  that  it  requires  faith  in  a  reader  to  admit, 
they  were  undesigned.  A  line  in  the  second  Let-- 
ter. 

And  moDomenta  theimelTea  memorials  need, 

was  written  long  before  *hd  author,  in  an  accidental! 
recourse  to  Juvenal,  read — 

duandoqaidem  data  sunt  ipaia  qaoqae  fata  ■epakihria. 
SaL«.l.  146. 

and  fdr  this  I  believe  the  reader  will  readilv  give : 
me  credit  Bnt  there  is  another  apparent  imitation, 
in.  the  life<of  Blaney  (Letter  xiv,)  a  simile  of  so  par- 
ticular a  kind,  that  its  occurrence  to  two  writers  at : 
the  same  time  must  appear  as  an  extraordinarjr 
event ;  for  this  reason  I  once  determined  to  exclude  ^ 
it  from  the  relation;  but,  as  it  was  truly  unbar-- 
rowed,  and  suited  the  place  in  which  it  stood,  this : 
seemed,  on  after-consideration,  to  be  an  act  of  coW-  - 
ardice,  and  the  lines  are  therefore  printed  as  they* 
were  written  about  two  months  before  the  veiy 
same  thought  (prosaically  drest)  ajroeared  in  a  pe-  • 
riodical  work  of  the  las^  summer.  It  is  highly  pro-, 
bablc,  in  these  cases,  that  both  may  derive  the  idea, 
from  a  forgotten  but  commcm  source;  and  in  this: 
way  I  must  entreat  the  reader  to  do  me  justice,  by  * 
accounting  for  other  such  resemblances,  should  any* 
be  detected. 

I  know  not  whether  to  some  readers  the  placing' 
two  or  three  Latin  quotations  to  a  Letter  may  not*, 
appear  pedantic  and  ostentatious,  while  both  they 
and  the  English  ones  may  be  thought  unnecessary. . 
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For  the  nccesBity  I  have  not  much  to  advance ;  but 
if  they  he  altowaUe  (and  certainly  the  beat  writers 
have  adopted  them,)  then,  where  two  or  three  dif- 
ferent subjects  occur,  so  many  of  these  mottoes 
seem  to  be  required :  nor  will  a  charge  of  pedantry 
remain,  when  it  is  considered  that  these  things  are 
generally  taken  from  some  books  familiar  to  the 
0chool-boy,  and  the  selecting  them  is  facilitated  by 
the  use  of  a  book  of  oommon.pl  ace :  yet,  with  this 
help,  the  task  of  motto-hunting  has  been  so  un plea- 
sant  to  me,  that  I  have  in  various  instances  given 
up  the  quotation  I  was  in  pursuit  of;  and  subeti- 
tuted  such  English  verse  or  prose  as  I  could  6nd 
or  invent  tor  my  purpose. 


THE  BOROUGH. 

LETTER  I. 


GENERAL  DEflCEIPTIOIf . 

TheM  did  the  raler  of  the  deep  otdfAn, 
To  boiU  proud  nariM,  and  to  rale  the  main. 

POPE'S  Htmer't  liiad,  book  ri,  fine  45. 

'Soeh  eceiMi  has  Deptfoid,  naTr-baildiof  town, 
Woolwich  and  Wappiar,  •mellint  ftrong  of  pitch ; 

Such  Lambeth,  emry  or  each  baod  and  gown. 
And  Twickenham  itaeh,  which  fairer  icenee  enrich. 
POPE'S  Imitation  nf  Speu»er. 

'  ^Et  cum  cmleetibui  nndic 

iEqaore«B  mlMseotur  aqua :  caret  ignibuc  ather, 
Caecaqne  noz  premitur  teaebrie  hiemieqoe  luisqiifr; 
DieeutJeot  umeo  haa,  prabentqae  micantia  lumen 
Fulmioa :  fnlmineii  ardeecont.iimibvi  undm. 

OVID.  MttammvIL  lib.  xi.  ver.  5B0. 


*The  DUEcolty  of  deMsribinff  Town  Scenery— A 
Comparison  with  certain  views  in  theCotmtry — 
The  river  and  Quay— The  Shipping  and  Bnsi. 
ness — Ship-Building— Sea-Boys  and  Port  Views 
—Village  and  Town  Scenery  again  compared 
— Walks  ^ftom  Town— Cottage  and  adjoining 
Heath,  etc — ^House  «f  Sunday  Entertainment — 
The  Sea :  a  Sammer  and  Winter  View— A  Ship- 
wreck  at  Night,  and  its  Effects  on  shore — Even- 
ing  Amusements  in  the  Borough — An  Apology 
•  for  the  imperfect  View  which  can  be  given  of 
these  Sabjccts. 


***  Dkscribk  the  Borough**- though  our  idle  tribe 
May  love  description,  can  we  so  describe, 
'That  you  shall  niirly  streets  and  buildings  trace, 
And  all  that  gives  distinction  to  a  place  ? 
'  This  cannot  be ;  yet,  moved  by  your  request, 
.A  part  I  paintr— let  &ncy  form  the  rest 

Cities  and  towns,  the  various  hannts  of  men, 
^Require  the  pencil ;  they  defy  the  pen : 
« Could  be,  who  sang  so  well  the  Grecian  fleet, 
'So  well  have  sung  of  alley,  lane,  or  street? 
'Can  measured  lines  these  various  buildings  show. 
The  Town-Hall  Turning,  or  the  Prospect  Row  7 
Ckn  I  the  seats  of  wealth  and  want  explore, 
And  lengthen  oiitfliy  lays  from  door  to  door  7 


Then  let  thy  fanc^  aid  me — I  repair 
fVom  (his  tall  mansion  of  our  last-y  ear's  mayor, 
Till  we  the  outskirts  of  the  Borough  reach, 
And  these  half-buried  btiildings  next  the  beach; 
Where  hang  at  open  doors  the  net  and  cork, 
While  squalid  seardandes  mend  the  meshv  work ; 
Till  comes  the  hour,  when  fishing  through  the^de. 
The  weary  husband  throws  his  freight  aside ; 
A  living  mass,  which  now  demands  the  wife, 
Th*  alternate  labours  of  their  humble  life. 

Can  scenes^  like  these  withdraw  thee  from  thy 
wood, 
Thy  upland  forest  or  thy  valley*s  flood  7 
Seek  then  thy  garden's  shrubby  boimd,  and  look. 
As  it  steals  by,  upon  the  bordering  brook ; 
That  winding  streamlet,  limpinsf,  lingering,  sloi^. 
Where  the  reeds  whisper  when  £e  lephvrs  bkyw  ; 
Where  in  the  midst,  upon  her  throne  of  greeiit 
Sits  the  large  lily*  as  the  water's  queen ; 
And  makes  the  current,  forced  awhile  to  stay. 
Murmur  and  bubble  as  it  shoots  away ; 
Draw  then  the  strongest  contrast  to  that  i 
And  our  broad  river  will  before  thee  i 


With  ceaseless  motion:  comes  and  goes  the  tide. 
Flowing,  it  fills  the  channel  vast  and  wide ; 
Then  back  to  sea,  with  strong  majestic  sweep 
It  rolls,  in  ebb  yet  terrible  and  deep ; 
Here  saropire-banksf  and  salt-woru  bound  the  flood. 
There  stakes  and  sea-weeds  withering  on  the  mud ; 
And  higher  up,  a  ridge  of  all  things  base, 
Which  some  strong  tide  has  roll'd  upon  the  plaCe. 

Thy  gentle  river  boasts  its  pigmy  boat, 
d,ha*  " 


Urged  on  by  pains,  half  grounded,  half  afloat; 
While  at  her  stern  an  angler  takes  his  stand, 
And  marks  the  fish  he  purposes  to  land; 
From  that  clear  space,  where,  in  the  cheerful  ray 
Of  the  warm  sun,  the  spaly  people  play. 

Far  other  crafl  our  prouder  river  shows, 

HojTB,  pinks,  and  skwps;  brigs,  brigaBUnes,  ttud 

snows ; 
Nor  angler  we  on  our  wide  stream  descry. 
But  one  poor  dredger  where  his  oysters  he : 
He,  cold' and  wet,  and  driving  with  the  tide. 
Beats  his  weak  arms  against  his  tarry  side, 
Then  draina  the  remnant  of  dUuted  gin. 
To  aid  the  warmth  that  languishes  within; 
Renewing  ofl  hia  poor  attempts  to  beat 
His  tingling  fingers  into  gathering  heat 

He  shall  again  be  seen  when  evening  comes. 
And  social  parties  crowd  their  favourite  rooma: 
Where  on  the  table  pipes  and  papers  lie. 
The  steamin|f  bowl  or  foamincr  tankard  by ; 
'T  is  then,  with  all  these  comforts  spread  around. 
They  hear  the  painful  dredger's  welcome  sound; 
And  fow  themselves  the  savoury  boon  deny. 
The  food  that  feeds,  the  living  luxury. 

Yon  is  our  quay  !  those  smaller  hovs  from  town. 
Its  various  wares,  for  country-use,  bring  down ; 
Those  laden  wagons,  in  return,  impart 
The  country  prmluce  to  the  city  mart; 


*  The  white  waferlilr.    Nrmphaa  alha. 
t  The  jointed  i huiwort.    Salie«rnia  u  Lera  neas*.  Bst  flw 
trae  ■mmpira.  the  critkmum  maritimum. 
X  The  talMiU  of  botaniile. 


tHE  B0R0V6H. 
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Hark !  to  the  elamour  in  that  mirj  road, 
Boonded  and  narrowM  by  yon  \emd^%  load ; 
The  lomberinf  wealth  she  empties  round  the  place, 
Package,  and  parcel,  hogshead,  ehest,  and  case : 
While.tbe  lo«d  seanuui  and  the  angry  hind, 
MingUflg  in  bosinefls,  bellow  to  the  wind*    - 

Near  these  a  crew  amphibious,  in  the  docks, 
Rear,  for  the  sea,  those  castles  on  the  stocks : 
See!  the  long  keel,  which  soon  the  waves  must 

hide; 
See !  the  strong  ribs  which  fbun  the  roomy  side ; 
Bolts  Yielding  slowly  to  the  sturdiest  stroke. 
And  flanks*  which  curve  and  crackle  in  the  smoke. 
Arocmd  the  whole  rise  cloudy  wreaths,  and  far 
Bear  the  warm  pongenoe  of  o*er-boiling  tar. 

Dabbling  on  shqire  hal&naked  sea-boys  crowd* 
Swim  round  a  ship,  or  swing  upon  the  shroud ; 
Or  in  a  boat  purloinM,  with  paddles  play. 
And  grow  femihar  with  the  watery  way : 
Young  though  they  be^  they  feel  whose  sons  they 

are, 
Theyknow  what  British  seamen  do  and  dare; 
Proud  of  that  fiune,  they,  rise  and  they  enjoy 
The  rustic  wonder  of  the  village-boy. 

Before  you  bid  these  busy  scenes  adieu. 
Behold  the  wealth  that  lies  in  public  view. 
Those  for-eztended  heaps  of  coal  and  coke, 
Where  freah-^M  limeJcifais  breathe  their  stifling 


This  shall  pass  ofl^  and  yon  behold,  instead. 
The  ntght>&re  gleaming  on  its  chalky  bed ; 
When  from  m  light-bpuse  brighter  beams  will 

rise. 
To  show  the  shipman  where  the  shallow  lies* 

Tliy  walks  are  ever  pleasant ;  every  scene 
Is  rich  in  beauty,  livdv,  or  serene 
Rich — is  that  varied  view  with  woods  around. 
Seen  firom  the  seat,  within  the  shrubb*ry  bound ; 
Where  shines  the  distant  lake,  and  where  appear 
From  ruins  bolting,  unmoilested  deer ; 
Lively — the  vilLage-ffreen,  the  inn,  the  place, 
W'faere  the  good  widow  schods  her  infant  race. 
Shops,  whence  are  heard  the  hammer  and  the  saw. 
And  village-pleasures  unreproved  by  law ; 
Then  how  serene  1  when  in  your  fiivoarite  room. 
Gales  from  your  jasmines  sootbe  the  evening  gloom ; 
When  from  your. upland  paddock  you  look  down. 
And  just  perceive  the  smoke  which  hides  the  town ; 
When  weary  peasants  at  the  close  of  day 
Walk  to  their  cots,  and  part  upon  the  way  ; 
When  cattle  slowly  cross  the  shallow  brook. 
And  shepherds  pen  their  folds,  and  rest  upon  their 

crook. 
*.  We  prune  our  hedges,  prime  our  slender  trees, 
And  nothing  looks  untutored  and  at  ease; 
On  the  wide  heath,  or  in  the  flow*ry  vale, 
W'e  scent  the  vapours  of  the  sea-bom  gale ; 
Broad-beaten  paths  lead  on  from  stile  \6  stile, 
And  sewers  from  streets,  the  road-side  banks  defile ; 
Our  guarded  fields  a  sense  of  danger  show. 
Where  garden-crops  with  com  and  clover  grow ; 


*  11*  eanratqre  of  planka  fbr  the  sides  of  a  ahip,  ate.  it,  I  am 
mfomed.  now  seMrallr  made  by  the  power  of  itmiD.  Firo  ia 
sevcrtbelaaiaiall  saed  for  boata  and  veaaeJa  of  tha        


Fences  are  formM  of  wreck  and  planed  around, 
(With  tenters  tipp'd)  a  strong  repulsive  bound ; 
Wide  and  deep  ditches  by  the  gardens  run. 
And  there  in  ambush  lie  the  trap  and  gun ; 
Or  yon  broad  board,  which  guards  each  temptixijg 

pri», 
"Like  a  tall  bully,  tifls  its  head  and  lies.** 

.There  stands  a  cottage  with  an  open  door, 
Its  garden  undefended  blooms  before : 
Her  wheel  is  stiU,  and  overtum'd  her  stool; 
While  the  lone,  widow  seeks  the  neighboring  pool : 
This  gives  us  hope,  all  views  of  town  to  shun— - 
No!  hepe  are  tokens  of  the  sailor  son ; 
That  old  blue  jaekct,  and  that  shirt  of  check. 
And  silken  kerchief  for  the  seaman's  neck ; 
Sea-spoils  and  ahella  from  many  a  distant  shore. 
And  furry  robe  from  froKcn  Labrador. 

Our  busy  streetK"  and  sylvan  walks  between. 
Fen,  marshes,  bog  and  heath  all  intervene ; 
Here  pits  of  crag,  with  spongy,  plashy  base, 
To  some  enrich  th'  uncultivated  space : 
For  there  are  blossoms  rare,  and  curious  rush. 
The  gale's  rich  balm,  and  sun-dew's  crimson  bladi» 
Whose  velvet  leaf  with  radiant  beauty  dressed. 
Forms  a  gay  pilkiw  for  the  plover's  breast. 

Not  distant  fkr,  a  house  commodious  made, 
(Lonely  yeX  public  stands)  for  Sunday  trade ; 
Thither,  for  this  day  free,  gay  parties  go, 
Their  tea-house  walk,  their  tippling  rendexvous ; 
There  humble  couples  sit  in  comer-bowers. 
Or  gaily  ramble  fbr  th'  allotted  hours ! 
Sailors  ohd  lasses  from  the  town  attend. 
The  servant  k>ver,  the  apprentice-friend ; 
With  all  the  idle  social  tribes  who  seek. 
And  find  their  humble  pleasures  once  a  week. 

^ATum  to  the  watery  world ! — ^but  who  to  thea 

(A  wonder  yet  unview'd)  shall  paint — ^the  sea ! 

Various  and  vast,  sublime  in  oil  its  forms. 

When  lull'd  by  sephyrs,  or  when  roused  by  stormsi 

In  colours  changing,  when  dt»m  clouds  and  sun 

Shades  after  shades  upon  the  surfiice  run ; 

ESmbrown'd  and  horrid  now,  and  now  serene. 

In  limpid  blue,  and  evanescfent  green ; 

And  on  the  fo^&7  banks  on  ocean  lie. 

Lift  the  foir  su^  and  cheat  th'  experienced  eye.* 

Be  it  the  summer-noon :  a  sandy  space 
The  ebbing  tide  has  left  upon  its  place ; 
Then  just  the  hot  and  stony  beach  above. 
Light  twinkling  streams  in  bright  confusion  move| 
(For  heated  thus,  the  warmer  air  ascends. 
And  with  the  cooler  in  its  fUl  contends>-- 
Then  the  broad  bosom  of  the  ocean  keeps 
An  equal  motion ;  swelling  as  it  sleeps. 
Then  slowly  sinking ;  curling  to  the  strand. 
Faint,  lazy  waves  o'ercreep  the  ridgy  sand. 
Or  tap  the  tarry  boat  with  gentle  Mow, 
And  back  return  in  silence,  smooth  and  slow. 
Ships  in  the  calm  seem  anchor'd ;  for  they  glide 
On  the  still  sea,  urged  solely  by  the  tide ; 


*  Of  the  eflbct  of  theae  miata,  knovn  by  the  nama  of  fbff 
banka.  wonderfbl  and  indwd  ioeredible  relationa  are  sirpn;  bat 
their  properly  of  appearins  to  elevate  ibipfl  at  tea,  and  to  brisf 
thsan  in  new,  ia,  I  believe,  geoeraUr  aeknowledfed.  • 
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Art  thou 'not  pretent  tfais  calm  scene  before, 
Where  all  bf  side  is  pebblyiength  of  shore, 
And  far  as  eje  can  reach,  it  can  discern  no  more ! 

Yet  sometimes  comes  a  ruffling^  cloud  to  make 
The  quiet  surface  of  the  ocean  shake ; 
As  an  awaken'd  ^ant  with  a  frown 
Might  show  Iiis  wrath,  and  then  to  sleep  sink  down. 

View  now  the  winter-storm !  above,  one  doud. 
Black  and  unbroken,  all  the  skies  o*ershroud ; 
Th'  unwieldy  porpoise  through  the  day  before 
Had  rollM  in  view  of  boding  men  on  shore ;     . 
And  sometimes  hid  and  sometimes  sbow*d  his  farta. 
D^rk  as  the  cloud,  and  furious  as  the  storm. 

All  where  the  eje  delights,  yet  dreads  to  roam. 
The  breaking  billows  cast  the  flying  foam 
Upon  the  bilTows  rising — all  the  deep 
Is  restless  change ;  the  waves  so  swellM  and  steep. 
Breaking  and  sinking,  and  the  sunken  swells, 
Nor  one,  one  moment,  in  its  station  dwcUs : 
But  nearer  land  you  may  the  billows  trace. 
As  if  contending  in  their  watery  chase ; 
May  watch  the  mightiest  till  the  shoal  they  reaoh, 
'  Then  break  and  hurry  to  their  utmost  stretch ; 
Curl'd  as  they  come,  they  strike  with  furious  force, 
And  then  re-flowin?,  take  their  grating  course. 
Raking -the  rounded  flints,  which  ages  past 
Roll'd  by  their  rage,  and  shall  to  ages  last 

Far  off  the  petrel  in  the  troubled  way 
Bwims  with  her  brood,  or  flutters  in  the  spray ; 
She  rises  oflcn,  often  drops  «gain, 
And  sports  at  ease  on  the  tempestuous  main. 

High  o*er  th^  restiess  deep,  above  the  reach 
Of  gunner's  hope,  vast  flights  of  wUd^ucks  stretoh ; 
Far  as  the  eye  can  glance  on  either  side. 
In  a  broad  space  and  level  line  they  glide ; 
AU  in  their  wed^e-like  figures  from  the  north. 
Day  after  day,  flight  afler  flight,  go  forth. 

In-shore  their  passage  tribes  of  sea-gulls  vrge. 
And  drop  for  prey  within  the  sweeping  surge ; 
Oft  in  the  rough  opposing  blast  they  Sj 
Far  back,  then  turn,  and  all  their  ibroe  apply. 
While  to  the  storm  they  give  their  weak  complain- 
ing cry; 
Or  clap  the  sleek  white  pinion  to  the  breast,  ■ 
And  in  the  restless  ocean  dip  for  rest 

Darkness  begins  to  reign ;  the  louder  wind 
Appals  the  weak  and  awesithe  firmer  mind ; 
But  frights  not  him,  whom  evening  and  the  spriiy 
In  part  conceal — ^yon  prowler  on  his  way : 
Lo !  he  has  something  seen ;  he  runs  apaee, 
As  if  he  fear*d  eompanion  in  the  chase ; 
He  sees  his  prize,  and  now  he  turns  again. 
Slowly  and  sorrowing — ^'*  Was  your  search  in  vain  7" 
Gruffly  he  answers,  "  *T  is  a  sorry  sight ! 
A  seaman's  body:  there'll  be  more  t(Miight1** 

Hark !  to  those  sounds !  they  *re  fixim  distress  at 
sea: 
How  quick  they  come !  What  terrors  may  there  be ! 
Yes,  *t  is  a  driven  vessel :  I  discern 
lights,  signs  of  terror,  gleaming  from  the  stem ; 


Otfaers'-behold  theqa  too,  and  from  the'  town 

In  various  parties  seamen  hurry  down ; 

Their  wives  pursue,  and  damsels  urged  by  dread. 

Lest  men  so  dear  be  into  danger  led ; 

Their  head  the  gown  has  hooded,  and  their  call 

In  Uiis  sad  ni^ht  is  piercing  like  the  squall ; 

They  feel  their  kinds  of  power,  and  when  they 

meet. 
Chide,  fondle,  weep,  dare,  threaten,  or  entreat 

See  one  poor  girl,  all  terror  and  alarm. 
Has  fondly  seized  upon  her  lover's  arm ; 
"  Thoushalt  not  venture ;"  and  he  answers  "No ! 
I  will  not"— still  she  cries,  *"  Thou  shalt  not  go." 

No  need  of  this ;  not  here  the  stoutest  boat 
Can  through  such  breakers,  o'er  such  bUbws  float : 
Yet  may  tiiey  view  these  lights  upon  the  beach, 
Which  yield  them  hope,  whom,  help  can  never  reach. 

From  parted  clouds  the  moon  her  radiance  throws 
On  the  wild  waves,  and  all  the  dan^  showa; 
But  shows  them  beaming  in  her  shining  vest, 
Terrific  splendour  t  gloom  in  glory  dren*d !    . 
This  for  a  moment,  and  then  clouds  again 
Hide  every  beam,  and  fear  and  darkness  reign. 

But  hear  we  now  those  sounds  7  Do  lights  ap- 
pear 7 
I  see  them  not !  the  storm  alone  I  hear . 
And  lo  \  the  sailors  homeward  take  their  wny ; 
Man  most  endure— 4et  us  submit  and  pray. 

Such  are  our  winter-views ;  but  night  comes  on— 
Now  business  sleeps,  and  dailv  cares  are  gone ; 
Now  parties  form,  and  some  their  fViends  assist 
To  waste  the  idle  hours  at  sober  whist; 
The  tavern's  pleasure  or  the  concert's  charm 
Unnumber'd  moments  of  their  sting  disarm ; 
Play-bills  and  open  doors  a  crowd  invite. 
To  pass  off  one  dread  portion  of  the  night ; 
And  show  and  song  and  luxury  combined, 
Lift  off  from  m^  tiiis  burthen  of  mankind. 

Others  advent'rous  walk  abroad  and  meet 
Returning  parties  pacing  through  the  street; 
When  various  voices,  in  the  dymg  day. 
Hum  in  our  walks,  and  greet  us  in  our  way ; 
When  tavern-lights  flit  on  from  room  to  room. 
And  guide  the  tippling  sailor  staggering  home : 
There  as  we  pass,  the  jingling  l^Us  betray 
How  business  rises  witii  the  closing  day : 
Now  walking  silent,  by  the  river's  side, 
The  ear  perceives  the  rippling  of  the  tide ; 
Or  measured  cadence  of  the  lads  who  tow 
Some  cnter'd  hoy,  to  fix  her  in  her  row ; 
Or  hollow  sound,  which  from  the  parSsh-bell 
To  some  departed  spirit  bids  farewell  I 

Thus  shall  you  something  of  our  Boaouoe  know. 
Far  as  a  verse,  with  Fancy's  aid,  can  show ; 
Of  sea  or  river,  of  a  quay  or  street. 
The  best  description  must  be  incomplete; 
But  when  a  happier  theme  succeeds,  and  when 
Men  are  our  subjects  and  the  deeds  of  men ; 
Then  may  we  find  the  Muse  in  happier  style, 
And  we  may  sometimes  sigh  and  sometimes  smile 
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THECHUBCH. 
-FaitiMt  enfan  deeomre  Tek» 


A  •  dam  bibiaiu.  dbm  Mite,  uotueoi*,  pneliai 
Ftoeinai,  o<»«pil  non  iDtellecia  flOMOtus. 

JUYENAL.  SaUr.  iz.  lin.  120. 
And  wiMq  at  kM  thy  )ov«  thAH  die. 

Wilt  tlM»u  raemve  his  partiag  breath  1 
Wilt  ttioa  repraw  eaeb  •tracglinc  MCh, 
Aodeboor  withiinilwthe  bad  of  dealhl 

PERCY. 


fie?eEBl  Meanings  of  the  word  Ckureh—TheBvaid. 
ing  BO  called,  here  hitended-^Its  Antiquity  and 
Grandeur — Coiuvins  and  Aislea— The  Tower: 
the  Stains  made  by  Time  compared  with  the 
mock  Antiquity  of  the  Artist — rromra  of  Ye- 
gdation  on  such  Bmldings — Bells— ^omba :  one 
m  decay — Mival  Monuments,  and  the  Nature  of 
their  Inscriptions — An  Instance  in  a  departed 
Biuvess' — Churchyard  Graves  —  Mourners  for 
the  Dead — ^A  Story  of  a  betrothed  Pair  in  hum- 
ble Li^  and  Effects  of  Grief  in  the  Survivor. 


**  What  is  a  Church  7"^— Let  Truth  and  Reason 
■peak. 
They  would  reply,  ^  The  &ithful,  pure,  and  meek, 
Fioin  Christian  iolds,  the  once  selected  race, 
Of  iH  professions,  and  in  every  place." 

**  What  is  a  Church  7"— ."A  flock,"  our  vicar  cries, 
•Whom  bishops  govern  and  whom  priests  advise ; 
Wherein  are  various  states  and  due  degrees, 
llie  bench  for  honour,  and  the  stall  for  ease ; 
That  ease  be  mine,  which,  after  all  his  cares, 
The  pious,  peacefid  prebendary  shares.** 

''What  b  a  Church  ?**— Our  honest  sexton  tells, 
I        ''T  is  a  tall  building,  with  a  tower  and  bells ; 
'        Where  priest  and  derk  with  joint  exertion  strive 
To  keep  the  ardour  of  their  flock  alive ; 
That,  ^  his  peHods  ek>quent  and  grave ; 
Hus,  by  responses,  and  a  weU-.set  stave  i 
Tliese  lor  the  living ;  but  when  life  be  fled, 
I  toll  myself  the  requiem  for  the  dead.'* 

*T  is  to  this  Church  I  call  thee,  and  that  place 
!        Where  slept  our  lathers  when  they'd  run  their  race : 
We  too  shaQ  rest,  and  then  our  children  keep 
Hieir  road  in  life,  and  then,  forffotten,  sleep ; 
HeanwhiJe  the  building  slowly  &IIs  away. 
And,  like  the  builders,  will  in  time  decay.  . 

The  old  ibundatiim — ^bnt  it  is  not  dear 
When  it  was  laid — ^you  care  not  for  the  year ; 
Od  this,  as  parts  deoay'd  by  time  and  storms, 
Arose  these  various  disproportion'd  forms ; 
Tet  Gothic,  all  the  learn'd  who  visit  Us 
(And  our  small  wonders)  have  decided  thus ; 
*"  Yon  noble  gothic  arch,*'  **  That  gothic  door  ;'*   ^ 
So  have  they  said ;  of  proof  you  '11  need  nb  more. 

Here  large  plain  columns  rise  in  solemn  style, 
ToD*d  love  the  gloom  they  make  in  either  aisle ; 


When  the  sun*s  rays,  enfeebled  as  they  pass, 
(And  shorn  of  splendour)  through  the  storied  glass, 
Faintly  display  the  figures  on  the  floor. 
Which  pleased  distinctly  in  their  place  before. 

But  ere  you  enter,  yon  bold  tower  survey. 
Tall  and  entire,  and  venerably  grey. 
For  time  has  soften'd  what  was  harsh  when  new. 
And  now  the  stains  are  all  of  sober  hue ; 
The  living  stains  which  Nature's  hand  alone. 
Profuse  of  life,  pours  forth  upon  the  stone ; 
For  ever  growing ;  where  the  common  eye 
Can  but  tne.bare  and  rocky  bed  descry ; 
There  Science  leves  to  trace  het  tribes  mmute, 
The  juioeless  foliage,  and  the  tasteless  fruit ; 
There  she  perceives  them  roimd  the  sur&oe  creep. 
And  while  they  meet,  their  vdue  distinction  keep ; 
Miz'd  but  not  blended ;  each  its  name  retains, 
And  these  are  nature's  ever-during  stains. 

'  And  wouldst  thou,  artist !  with  thy  tints  and 

brush. 
Form  shades  like  these?    Pretender,  where  thy 

blush? 
In  three  short  hours  shall  thy  presuming  hand. 
Th'  effect  of  three  slow  centuries  command  7* 
Thou  mayst  th^  various  greens  ai)d  grc^s  cantrive^ 
They  are  not  hchens,  nor  like  aught  alive ; — 
But  yet  proceed,  and  when  thy  tints  are  lost, 
Fl^d  in  the  shower,  or  crumbled  by  the  frost; 
When  all  thy  work  is  done  away  as  dean 
As  if  thou  never  spread'st  thy  grey  and  green ; 
Then  mayst  thou  see  how  Nature's  work  is  done, 
How  slowly  true  she  lays  her  colours  on ; 
When  her  least  speck  upon  the  hardest  ^t, 
Has  mark  and  form  and  is  a  living  tint ; 
And  so  embodied  with  the  rock,  that  fow 
Can  the  small  germ  upon  the  substance  view.t 

Seeds,  to  our  eye  invisible,  will  find 
On  the  rude  rock  the  hed  that  fits  their  kind; 
There,  it  the  rugged  soil,  they  safoly  dwell, 
Tin  showers  and  snows  the  subtle  atoms  swell. 
And  spread  th'  endiuing  foliage ; — ^then  we  trace 
The  fi^kled  flower  upon  the  flinty  base ; 
These  all  increase,  till  in  unnoticed  years 
The  stony  tower  as  grey  with  age  appears ; 
With  coats  of  vegetation,  thinly  spread. 
Coat  above  coat,  me  living  on  the  dead ; 
These  then  dissolve  to  dust,  and  make  a  way 
For  bolder  foliage,  nursed  by  their  decay : 
The  k>ng.endurmg  foms  !n  time  will  all  * 
Die  and  depose  their  dust  upon  the  wall ; 


*  If  it  aboiild  be  objeetad.  tbat  oeotarkt  ara  not  ilowar  than 
honn,  bacansa  tbe  qwad  ortima  iniut  be  unifona,  I  wonld  an- 
■wer<that  I  oodentand  to  much,  and  mean  that  ther  ara  dowar 
in  no  other  misa.  than  became  thar  ara  not  finiihed  w  looa. 

t  Tbb  kind  of  vegetation,  ai  it  begina  upon  ■iUeeoin  etonei, 
is  rwy  thin,  and  frequentlr  not  to  be  dietingniahed  from  the  euro 
faoe  of  the  flint.  The  hjmM  jolithne  of  Linnsiu  (lepraria  jo- 
lilhue  of  thaoreaent  lyitem},  an  adheeivc  earmine  crait  on  rocks 
and  old  boifi|iagt,  war,  wren  bf  eoientiflc  penooa,  Uken  for  the 
•Qbetanee  on  vfaieh  it  epfead.  A  great  Tarietr  of  thaw  minala 
vegetabtei  are  to  be  found  on  eome  parti  of  the  ooaat,  where 
the  beach,  formed  of  etooea  of  variooa  kinda,  ia  nndiaturbed, 
and  exposed  to  erery  ehai^o  of  weather ;  in  rtiia  ailaation,  tha 
diflferent  apeciea  of  licheo,'in  their  di^rent  aUgea  of  growth, 
have  an  appearance  intereating  and  agreeable  even  to  tbois 
who  ara  igdorant  of,  and  indiilereot  to  the  cadae. 
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Where  the  wingM  seed  may  rest,  till  many  a  flower 
Show  Flora's  trimnph  o'er  the  fidfing  tower. 

Bbt  oura  yet  stanilB,  and  has  ita  bella  renowned 
For  aize  magnificent  and  solemn  soond ; 
Each  has  its  motto :  some  contrived  to  tell. 
In  monkiah  rhyme,  the  uses  of  a  bell  ;* 
Sach  WMidrous  good,  as  few  conceive  could  spring 
From  ten  loud  coppers  when  their  dappers  swing. 
EnterM  the  Charch ;  we  to  a  tomb  proceed. 
Whose  names  and  titles  few  attempt  to  read ; 
Old  English  letters,  and  those  half  pick'd  out,    - 
Leave  us,  nnskilfiil  readera,  much  in  doubt : 
Our  sons  shall  see  its  more  degraded  state ; 
The  tomb  of  grandeur  hastens  to  its  fate : 
That  rararble  arch,  our  sexton's  favourite  show, 
With  all  those  niff*d  and  painted  pairs  below ; 
The  noble  lady  and  the  lord  who  rest 
Supine,  as  ooiully  dame  and  warrior  dresi^d  i 
All  are  departed  from  their  state  sublime, 
Mangled  and  wounded  in  their  war  with  time, 
Coll^ued  with  mischief:  here  a  leg  is  fled, 
And  lo !  the  baron  with  but  half  a  head ; 
Midway  is  deft  the  arch ;  the  very  base 
Is  batter'd  round  and  shifted  from  its  place. 

Wonder  not,  mortal,  at  thy  quick  decay—' 
See !  men  of  marble  piece-meal  meh  away; 
When  whose  the  image  we  no  longer  read. 
But  monuments  themselves  memorials  neeilt 

With  few  such  statdy  proo&  of  grief  or  pride   - 
By  wealth  erected,  is  our  Church  supplied ; 
But  we  have  mtiral  tablets,  every  size. 
That  woe  could  wish,  or  vanity  devise. 

Death  levels  man<-4he  wicked  and  th%  Just, 
The  wise,  the  weak,  Ka  blended  in  the  dust ; 
And  by  the  honours  dealt  to  every  name, 
The  king  of  terroiB  seems  to  level  fame. 

Sec ! — here  lamented  wives,  and  every  wift 
The  pride  and  oomfort  of  h<fr  husband'a  life;. 
Here,  to  her  spouse,  with  every  virtue  graced,    . 
His  mournful  widow  has  a  trophy  plaiMd ; 
And  hero  't  is  doubtful  if  the  duteooB  son. 
Or  the  good  father,  be  in  praise  outdone. 

This  may  be  nature ;  when  our  friends  we  lose, 
Our  alter'd  feelings  alter  too  our  views ; 
What  in  their  tempers  teased  us  or  distress'd. 
Is,  wifh  our  anger  and  the  dead,  at  rest ; 
And  inuch  we  ^eve,  no  longer  trial  made. 
For  that  impatience  which  we  then  disphy'd ; 
Now  to  their  love  and  worth  of  every  kind 
A  soft  compunction  turns  th'  afflicted  mind ; 
Tirtues  neglected  then,  adored  become. 
And  graces  alighted,  Uossom  on  the  tomb. 

^  'T  is  well ;  but  let  not  love  nor  grief  believe 
That  we  asseAt  (who  neither  teved  nor  grieve) 
To  all  that  praise  which  on  the  tomb  is  read. 
To  all  that  passion  dictates  for  the  dead ; 
But  more  indignant,  we  the  tomb  deride, 
Whose  bold  inscription  flattery  sells  to  pride.  - 

*  The  MTsral  pinpom  for  whieh  ImUi  an  oMd  era  eipiatwd 
is  two  Lattu  T«nn  of  tbii  kind. 
t  QuandoQutdeai  daU  sant  ipm  qaoqne  &u  wimlehrii. 

Jt7VENAl4.8at.a.L14l. 


Read  of  this  Burgess— on  the  stone  appear   . 
How  worthy  he !  how  virtuous !  and  how  dear ! 
What  wailing  was  there  when  his  spirit  fled. 
How  moum'd  his  lady  for  her  lord  when  dead. 
And  tears  abundant  through  the  town  were  abed ; 
See !  he  was  liberal,  kind,  religious,  wise, 
And  &ee  from  all  disgrace  and  all  disgaba ; 
His  sterlinr  worth,  wnich  words  cannot  ezpress. 
Lives  with  his  friends,  their  pride  and  their  diatreos. 

All  this  of  Jacob  Holmes  7  fer  his  the  name  ; 


He  thus  kind,  liberal,  just,  religious  1 
What  is  the  truth  7  Old  Jacob  married  thrioe  ; 
He  dealt  in  coals,  and  av'rioe  was  his  viae; 
He  ruled  the  Borough  when  his  year  came  on. 
And  some  forget,  and  some  are  rlad  be 's  gone  i 
For  never  yet  with  shilling  could  he  part; 
But  when  it  left  hia  hand,  it  struok  hn  heart.    . 

Vet,  here  will  love  its  last  attentions  pay. 
And  place  memorials  on  these  beds  of  clay. 
Large  levd  stones  lie  flat  upon  the  grave. 
And  half  a  centijry^s  sun  and  tefnpest  brave ; 
But  many  an  honest  tear  and  heartfdt  aigfa 
Have  fbllow'd  those  who  now  unnoticed  lie ; 
Of  these  what  numbers  rest  on  every  side !' 
Without  one  token  left  by  grief  or  pride ; 
Their  graves  soon  levdPd  to  the  earth,  and  then 
With  other  hillocks  rise  o'er  other  men ; 
Daily  the  dead  on  the  decay'd  are  thrust. 
And  generations  follow  **  dust  to  dust** 

Yes !  theve  are  real  moamer»— I  Have  sees 
A  fidr,  sad  ffiri,  mild,  sufllering,  and  serene ; 
Attention  (mrough  the  day)  her  duties  daim*d» 
And  to  be  usefid  as  resign'd  she  aim'd  : 
Neat^v  Buw  dress'd,  nor  vainly  seein'd  t'  expect 
Pity  for  grief^  or^jnxdon  for  negbct; 
But  when  her  wearied  parents  sunk  to  deep. 
She  sought  her  place  to  meditate  and  weep : 
Then  to  her  mind  was  all  the  past  display'd. 
That  faithful  memory  brings  to  sorrow's  aid : 
For  then  she  thought  on  one  regretted  youtfa^ 
Her  tender  tmst,  and  his  unquestion'd  truth  i 
In  w^ty  place  she  wander'd,  where  they'd  been. 
And  sadly-sacred  held  the  parting^scene ; 
Where  last  for  sea  he  took  Ms  leave — ^tbat  place 
With  double  interest  Would  sh^  nightly  trace ; 
For  lon^  the  courtship  was,  and  he  would  say. 
Each  time  he  sail'd,— *"  This  once,  and  then  lh^ 

day:" 
Tet  prudence  tarried,  but  when  last  he  went. 
He  drew  from  pitying  love  a  full  consent. 

Happy  he  sail'd,  and  great  the  card  she  took, 
ThaX  he  should  softly  sleep,  and  smartly  look  ; 
White  was  his  better  linen,  and  Iris  check 
Was  made  more  trim  than  any  on  the  deck  ; 
And  every  comfort  men  at  sea  can  know 
Was  hers  to  buy,  to  make,  and  to  bestow : 
For  he  to  Greenland  sail'd,  and  much  she  told. 
How  he  should  guard  against  the  climate's  cold; 
Yet  saw  not  danger ;  dangers  he  'd  withstood. 
Nor  could  she  trace  the  fever  in  his  blood : 
His  messmates  smiled  at  flushings  in  his  cheek. 
And  he  too  smiled,  but  seldom  wotdd  he  speak  ; 
For  now  he  found  the  danger,  f^h  the  pain. 
With  grievqos  symptoms  he  could  not  explain  i 
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Hope  waa  awaken'd,  as  &r  home  he  Baii'd^ 
Alt  qaicklj  aanki  and  neyer  more  prevailed. 

He  t^lIM  his  friend,  and  prefaced  with  a  wigh 
A  k)veF*8  Bwnaage— **  Thomas,  I  most  die : 
WoqU  I  eouM  see  my  Sailj,  and  oould  test 
My  IhffobtMDg  teroplefl  on  her  &ithiiil  breast. 
And  gaaing-  go ! — if  not,  this  trifle  take, 
And  say,  till  death  I  wore  it  ibr  her  sake ; 
Tes  *  I  mu0t  die-^blow  on,  sweet  breeze,  Uow  on  *- 
Gbn  me  one  kwk,  before  my  life  be  ^one, 
Oh !  give  me  that,  and  let  me  not  despair. 
One  last  fimd  look — and  now  repeat  the  prayer/* 

He  had  his  wieh,  had  more ;  i  will  not  paint 
The  kivere'  iBeeting :  she  beheld  him  faint, — 
With  tender  ftars^  she  took  a-  nearer  view. 
Her  terron  donhfing  aa  her  hopes  withdrew ; 
.  He  tried  fee  smile,  and^  half  sueoeeding,  said, 
**  Tes!  I  most  die  f*  and  hope  Oor  ever  fled. 

Still  long  she  nursed  him :  tender  thooghts  mean- 
time 
Woe  interchanged,  and  hopes  and  views  sublime. 
To  her  he  eame  to  die,  and  every  day 
She  took  some  portion  of  the  dread  away ; 
With  him  she  pray*d,  to  him  his  Bible  read. 
Soothed  the  faint  heart,  and  held  the  aching  head : 
fibs  eame  with  smiles  the  hour  of  pain  to  <^eer; 
Aptrt  she  eiffh^d ;  alone,  she  shed  the  tear  r    ' 
Tben,  as  if  breaking  fiom  a  cloud,  she  gave 
Fieih  light,  and  gilt  the  prospect  of  the  grave. 
One  day  he  tighter  seemM,  and  th^  forgot 
The  care,  the  dread,  the  anguish  of  their  lot ; 
They  spoke  with  cheerfulness,  and  seem'd  to  think, 
Tet  said  not  bo — **  Perhaps  he  will  not  sink  :*' 
A  sadden  brightness  in  his  look  appear'd, 
A  sodden  vigour  in  his  voice  was  heard ;— - 
Sm  bad  been  leading  in  the  Book  of  Prayer, 
And  led  him  forth,  and  placed  him  in  his  chair ; 
Lhely  he  seara'd,  and  spoke  ef  all  he  knew. 
The  friendly  many;  and  the  favourite  few ; 
llw  one  that  day  did  he  to  mind  recall 
But  she  has  treasured,  and  she  loves  them  all  ;* 
When  in  her  way  ahe  meets  them,  they  appear 
Pecqfiar  peo|4e— death  has  made  them  dear. 
He  named  hu  friend,  but  tben  his  hand  she  press*d, 
And  fondly  whisper'd,  **  Thou  must  go  to  rest  ;** 
*'I  fOi"  he  wid ;  but  as  he  spoke,  she  found 
His  hand  more  cold,  and  fluttering  was  the  sound  I 
Then  gated  afiVigfatenM ;  but  she  caught  a  last, 
A  dying  k)ok  of  love^ — and  all  was  paist  I 

She  traced  a  decent  stone  his  grave  above, 
Neotlv  enmved — an  offering  of  her  love ; 
For  that  &e  wrought,  for  that  forsook  her  bed, 
Awake  alike  to  duty  and  the  dead ; 
Sbe  woald  haye  grieved,  had  friends  presumed  to 

spare 
^  feast  assistance'— *t  was  her  proper  care. 

Here  will  she  come,  and  on  the  grave  wiU  sit. 
Folding  her  arms,  in  Ions  abstracted  fit ;  '  * 

Bat  if  observer  pass,  wiu  take  her  round, 
Aad  careless  seem,  fbr  she  would  not  be  found ; 
Tboi  go  again,  and  thus  her  hour  employ, 
^Qe  visions  please  her,  and  while  woes  destroy. 

Forbear,  sweet  maid !  nor  be  by  fiincy  led. 
To  boU  mysterious  converse  with. the  dead; 


Por  sure  at  lengtii  thy  thoughts,  thy  spirits  paun. 
In  this  sad  conflict  will  disturb  thy  brain : 
All  have  their  tasks  and  tria^ ;  thme  are  hard, 
But  short  the  time,  and  glorious  the  reward; 
Thy  patient  spirit  to  thy  duties  give. 
Regard  the  dead,  but  to  the  living  live.* 


LETTER  III. 


TBE  VICAR— THE  CDBATE,  KTC. 

And  tsUinff  me  tin  io«*r8isn'tt  thine  on  earth  ^ 
Wu  punn«citr  for  ao  iowurd  braiw. 

SHAKSPEARE,  Harg  TV,  Part  1,  Act  L 
So  gentle,  yet  to  bixik.  io  wondroos  eweet. 
So  fit  to  prattle  at  a  lady'a  feet.       ,..w^«„^  , 
CHtTRCHtLL. 

Mneh  axe  the  preeions  boon  of  jeoth  miapeat 
In  elimbini  learainc'a  rosged,  itaep  aaeent: 
When  to  the  top  tbe  bold  adventorar  *•  got, 
He  teigna  vain  monarch  of  a  bamn  apot ; 
While  in  the  Tale  of  igaoraoee  below, 
Follr  and  vice  to  rank  luxuiianoe  grow ; 
Honottra  and  wealth  pour  in  on  every  aide, 
And  prood  preferment  toMi  her  golden  itfe. 

CHURCHILL. 


The  lately  departed  Minister  of  the  Borowh — His 
soothing  and  supplicatory  Manners — His  cool 
and  timid  AflSBctions — ^No  Praise  doe  to  such 
negative  Virtue— Address  to  Characters  of  thia 
Kind— The  Vicar's  £mployment»— His  Talents 
and  moderate  Ambition — His  Dislike  of  Inno- 
vation— His  mild  but  ineflfectnal  Benevolence— 
A  Summary  of  his  Character. 

CUKATK 

Mode  of  paying  the  Borough-minister — The  Curate 
has  no  such  Resources — ^His  Learning  and  Po- 
verty— Erroneous  ideas  of  his  Parent — His  Fed- 
ings  as  a  Husband  and  Father — ^The  dutiful  Re- 
gard of  his  numerous  family — ^His  Pleasures  as 
a  Writer,  how  interrupted — No  Resource  in  the 
Press^— Vulffar  Insult — ^His  Account  of  a  Literary 
Society,  and  a  Fund  fbi  the  Relief  of  Indigent 
i^uthors,  etc 


Whkre  ends  our  chancel  in  a  vaulted  space. 
Sleep  tbe  departed  vicars  of  the  place ; 
Of  most,  all  mention,  memory,  thought  are  past-* 
But  take  a  slight  memorial  of  the  last 

To  what  famed  college  we  our  Vicar  owe, 
To  what  fair  country,  let  historians  show ; 
Few  now  remember  when  the  mild  young  man. 
Ruddy  and  fair,  his  Sunday-task  began ; 


*  It  haa  been  obaerved  to  me.  thai  in  the  first  part  or  the  ttory 
T  have  repreaented  this  young  woman  aa  rasiKned  and  atlentire 
to  her  dutiea ;  from  which  it  ahould  appear  that  the  concluding - 
adviee  ia  nnnecswary ;  but  ir  the  reader  will  construe  the  ex- 
Mion  "to  the  living  live."  into  the  aenae— live  entirely  for 
them,  attend  to  dntiea  only  which  are  real,  and  not  thoae  im- 
poaed  by  the  imagination.  I  ahall  have  no  need  to  alter  the  liM* 
which  terminatea  the  atoiy. 
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CRABBE'S   POETICAL  WORKS. 


Few  live  to  speak  of  that  sof!  soothing  look 
He  cast  around,  as  he  prepared  his  book ; 
It  was  a  kind  of  supplicating  smile, 
But  nothing  hopeless  of  applause,  the  while; 
And  when  he  finished,  his  corrected  pride 
Felt  the  desert,  and  yet  the  praise  denied. 
Thus  he  his  race  began,  and  to  the  end 
His  constant  care  was,  no  man -to  offend  ; 
No  haughty  virtues  sCirrM  his  peaceful  mind, 
Nor  urged  the  priest  to  leave  the  flock  behind; 
He  was  his  Master's  soldier,  but  not  one 
7'o  lead  an  army  of  his  martyrs  on : 
Fear  was  his  ruling  passion  ;  yet  was  love. 
Of  timid  kind,  once  known  his  heart  to  move ; 
It  led  his  patient  spirit  where  it  paid 
Its  languid  offering  to  a  listening  maid ; 
She,  with  her  widow*d  mother,  heard  him  speak, 
And  sought  awhile  to  find  what  he  would  seek : 
Smiling  he  came,  he  smiled  when  be,  withdrew, 
And  paid  the  saiQo  attention  to  the  two ; 
Meeting  and  parting  without  iov  or  pain. 
He  seem*d  to  come  that  he  nught  go  again. 
'  The  wondering  ffirl,  no  prude,  but  something  nice. 
At  length  was  chillM  by  his  unmelting  ice ; 
She  found  her  tortoise  held  such  sluggish  pace,* 
That  shd  must  turn  and  meet  him  in  the  chaae  : 
This  not  approving,  she  withdrew  till  one 
Came  who  appeared  with  livelier  hope  to  run ; 
Who  sought  a  readier  way  the  heart  to  move,  - 
Than  by  faint  dalliance  of  unfixing  love. 

Accuse  me  not  that  I  approving  paint 
Impatient  hope  or  love  without  restraint ; 
Or  think  the  passions,  a  tumultuous  throng. 
Strong  as  they  are,  ungovernably  strong : 
But  is  the  laurel  to  the  soldier  due. 
Who  cautious  comes  not  into  danger*8  view  ? 
What  wortli  has  virtue  by  desire  untried. 
When  Nature's  self  enlists  on  duty's  side? 

The  married  dame  m  vain  assail'd  the  truth 
And  guarded  bosom  of  the  Hebrew  youth ; 
But  with  the  daughter  of  the  Priest  of  On 
The  love  was  lawful,  and  the  guard  was  gone ; 
But  Joseph's  fame  had  lesaen'd  in  our  view, 
Had  he,  refusing,  fled  the  maiden  too. 

Yet  our  good  priest  to  Joseph's  praise  aspired. 
At  once  rejecting  what  his  heart  desired ; 

'*  I  am  escaped,"  he  said,  when  none  pursued ; 
When  none  attack'd  him,  **  I  am  unsubdued  ;** 
**Oh  pleasing  pangs  of  love,"  he  sang  again, 
Cohi  to  the  joy,  and  stranger  to  the  pain. 
Ev'n  in  hi»  age  would  he  address  the  young, 
**  I  too  have  felt  these  fires,  and  they  are  strong ;" 
But  from  the  time  he  left  his  favourite  maid, 
To  ancient  females  his  devoirs  were  paid ; 
And  still  they  miss  him  after  nnorning  prayer ; 
Nor  yet  successor  fiUs  the  Vicar's  chair. 
Where  kindred  spirits  in  his  praise  agree, 
.  A  happy  few,  as  mild  and  cool  as  he ;     ' 
'The  easy  followers  in  the  female  trahi, 
ILcd  without  love,  and  captives  without  chain. 

Yc  lilies  male !  think  (as  your  tea  you  sip, 
*  While  the  town  smah-talk  flows  from  lip  to  lip; 
'.  Intrigues  half.gather'd,  conversation-scrape, 
IKitchen-cabals,  and  nursery-mishaps,) 


If  the  vast  world  may  not  some  scene  prodooe, 
Some  state  where  jrour  small  talents  might  have 

use; 
Within  seraglios  you  might  harmless  move, 
<*Mid  ranks  of  beauty,  and  in  haunts  of  love ; 
There  from  too  daring  man  the  treasure  guard, 
An  easy  duty,  and  its  own  reward ; 
Nature's  soft  substitutes,  you  there  might  save 
From  crime  the  tyrant,  and  from  wrong  Ibe  slavB, 

But  let  applause  be  dealt  in  all  we  may. 
Our  priest  was  cheerful,  and  in  season  gay; 
His  fi«quent  visits  seldom  fail'd  to  pleasie ; 
Easy  himself,  he  sought  his  neighbour's  ease: 
To'a  small  garden  with  delight  he  came. 
And  gave  successive  flowers  a  summer's  ftme ; 
These  he  presented  with  a  grace  his  own 
To  his  fair  inends,  and  made  their  beauties  known, 
^ot  without  moral  compliment ;  how  they 
**  Like  flowers  were  sweet,  and  must  like  flowen 
decay." 

Simple  he  was,  and  loved  the  simple  truth. 
Yet  had  some  useful  cunning  from  his  youth ; 
A  cunning  never  to  ;dishonour  lent. 
And  rather  for  defence  than  conquest  meant ; 
'Twas  fear -of  power,  with  some  desire  to  rifle, 
But  not  enouffh  to  make  him  enemies. 
He  ever  aim'd  to  please ;  and  to  offisnd 
Was  ever  cautious ;  for  be  sought  a  friend ; 
Yet  for  the  fiiendship  never  much  would  pay, 
Content  to  bow,  be  silent,  and  obey, 
And  by  a  soothing  suff'rance  find  his  way. 
Fiddling  and. fishing  were  his  arts:  at  times 
He  alter'd  sermons,  and  he  aim'd  at  rhymes ; 
And  his  fair  friends,  not  yet  intent  coi  cards 
Oft  he  amused  with  riddles  and  charades. 

Mild  were  his  doctrines,  and  not  one  discosne 
But  gain'd  in  softness  wfhvt  it  lost  in  force : 
Kind  his  opinions;  he  would  not  receive 
An  ill  report,  nor  evil  act  believ*; 
**  If  true,  't  was  wrong;  but  blemish  great  or  iman 
Have  all  mankind ;  yea,  smners  are  we  all." 

If  ev6r  fi^tfiil  thought  disturb'd  his  breast. 
If  aught  of  gloom  that  cheerful  mind  oppress'd. 
It  sprang  from  innovation ;  it  was  then 
He  spake  of  mischief  made  by  restless  men ; 
Not  by  new  doctrines :  never  in  his  life 
Would  he  attend  to  controversial  strife; 
For  sects  he  cared  not :  **  They  are  not  of  ns. 
Nor  need  we,  brethren,  their  concerns  discoss ; 
But  'tis  the  change,  the  schism  at  home  I  iael; 
Ills  few  perceive,  and  none  have  skill  to  heal : 
Not  at  the  altar  our  young  brethren  read 
(Facing  their  flock)  the  decalogue  and  creed ; 
But  at  their  duty,  in  their  desks  they  stand. 
With  naked  surplice,  lacking  hood,  and  band : 
Churches,  are  now  of  holy  song  berefl. 
And  half  our  ancient  customs  changed  or  left ; 
Few  sprigs  of  ivy  are  at  Christmas  seen. 
Nor  crimson  berry  tips  the  holly's  green ; 
Mistaken  choirs  refuse  the  solemn  strain 
Of  ancient  Stemhold,  which  from  ours  amain 
Comes  flying  forth  from  aisle  to  aisle  about. 
Sweet  links  of  harmony  and  long  drawn  out.** 

These  were  to  him  essentials ;  all  tilings  new 
He  deem'd  supcriluous,  useless,  or  untrue ;       < 
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T«  all  beside  indifierent,  easy,  cold, 

Here  the  fire  kindled,  and  the  woe  was  told. 

Habit  wrth  him  was  all  the  test  of  trath, 
"It  most  be  right :  I  *ve  done  it  from.mj  yoath.'* 
QiKstioos  he  answerM  in  as  brief  a  way, 
*Ic  must  be  wrongs — i^  was  of  yesterday.'* 

Tboogh  mild  benevolence  our  priest  possessM^ 
T  was  hat  by  wishes  or  by  words  express^ : 
Circles  in  water,  as  they  wider  flow, 
The  less  conspicuous  in  their  progress  grow ; 
And  when  at  last  they  touch  upon  the  i£ore, 
Distinction  ceases,  and  they're  viewed  no  more* 
His  love,  like  that  last  circle,  all  embraced, 
But  with  effect  that  never  could  be  traced. 

Now  rests  oar  Vicar.    They  who  knew  hikn  best 
Proclaim  his  life  'thave  been  entirely  rest; 
Free  from  all  evils  which  disturb  his  mind 
Whom  studies  vex  and  controversies  blind. 
l%e  rich  approved,— of  them  in  awe  he  stood ; 
Tbs  poor  admirodf-^they  all  believed  him  good : 
Hie  old  and  serious  of  his  habits  spoke-; 
Hm  frank  and  yottthful  loved  his  pleasant  joke ; 
Mothers  approved  a  safe  contented  guest. 
And  daughters  one  who  back'd  each  smaU  request : 
In  him  his  flock  found  nothing  to  condemn ; 
Him  sectaries  liked, — he  never  troubled  them; 
No  trifles  fiiil'd  his  yieldio^  naind  to  please, 
And  aA  hw  passions  sunk  m  early  ease ; 
Nor  one  so  .old  has  left  this  world  of  siii 
More  like  the  being  that  he  enter'd  in. 


THE  CURATE. 

Ask  yo«  what  landi  our  pastor  tithes  7 — ^Alas ! 
I        But  Kw  our  acres,  and  but  short  our  grass : 
b  some  &t  pastures  of  the  rich,  indeed, 
May  rail  the  single  cow  or  fiivourite  steed ; 
WIks  stable-fed,  is  here  for  pleasure  seen, 
ffis  sleek  sides  bathing  in  the  dewy  green ; 
Bot  these,  our  hilly  heath  and  common  wide 
Yield  a  sUght  portion  for  the  parish-guide ; 
No  crops  luxuriant  in  our  borders  stand. 
For  here  we  plough  the  ocean,  not  the  land ; 
Still  reason  wills  that  we  our  pastor  pay. 
And  custom  does  it  on  a  certain  day : 
Much. is  the  duty,  small  the  legal  due. 
And  this  with  grateful  minds  we  keep  in  view ; 
Each  makes  his  offering,  some  by  habit  led, 
JSoroe  by  the  thought,  that  all  men  must  be  fed  ; 
Doty  and  kive,  and  piety  and  pride. 
Have  each  their  force,  and  fer  the  priest  provide. 

Not  thus  our  Curate,  one  whom  all  believe 
Pioos  and  just,  and  for  whose  fate  they  grieve ; 
All  see  him  poor,  but  ev*n  the  vulgar  know 
He  merits  love,  and  their  respect  bestow. 
A  man  so  leam'd  you  shall  but  seldom  see. 
Nor  one  so  honour'd,  so  aggrieved  as  he  ;-« 
Not  grieved  by  years  alone ;  though  this  appear 
Dark  and  more  dark ;  severer  on  severe : 
Not  in  his  need, — and  yet  we  all  must  grant 
Ho«r  painful  'tis  for  feeling  age  to  want : 
Nor  in  his  body's  sufferings ;  yet  we  know 
Where  time  has  plough'd,  there  misery  k^vea  to  sow ; 
7  K 


But  in  the  wearied  mind,  that  all  in  vain  * 
Wars  with  distress,  and  struggles  with  its  pam. 

His  father  saw  his  powers — *^  1  '11  give,"  quoth  he, 
**  My  first-born  leammg ;  't  will  a  portion  be :" 
Unhappy  gift !  a  portion  fi>r  a  son !.  , 

But  all  he  had : — he  leam'd,  and  was  undone ! 

Better,  apprenticed  to  an  humble  trade. 
Had  he  the  cassock  for  the  priesthood  made. 
Or  thrown  the  shuttle,  or  the  saddle  shaped, 
And  all  these  pangs  of  feeling  souls  escaped. 

He  once  had  hope— hope,  ardent,  lively,  light. 
His  feelings  pleasant,  and  his  prospects  bright : 
Imager  of  tame,  he  read,  he  though^  he  wrote, 
Weigh'd  the  Greek  page,  and  added  note  on  note ; 
At  mom,  at  evening  at  his  wo:rk  was  he. 
And  dream'd  what  his  Euripides  would  be. 

Then  care  began  ;-^he  loved,  he  woo'd,  he  wed ; 
Hope  cheer'd  him  still,  and  Hymen  bless'd  his  bed-^ 
A  Curate's  bed !  then  came  the  woful  years ; 
The  iMuband's  tierrors,  and  the  father's  tears  { 
A  wife  grown  feeble,  mourning,  pining,  vex'd, 
With  wants  and  woes — ^by  daily  cares  perplex'd ; 
No  more  a  help,  a  smiling,  soothing  aid, 
But  boding,  drgoping,  sicklyv  and  dfraid. 

A  kind  physician,  and  without  a  fee. 
Gave  his  opinion — ^  Send  her  to  the  sea.'- 
**  Alas !"  the  good  man  answer'd,  **  can  I  send 
A  friendless  woman  7  Can  I  find  a  friend  ? 
No ;  I  must  with  her,  in  her  need,  repair 
To  that  new  {dace ;  the  poor  lie^^very  where  ^— 
Some  priest  will  pay  me  for  iny  pious  pains :" 
He  said,  he  came,  and  here  he  yet  remains. 

Behold  his  dwelling ;  this  poor  hut  he  hires. 
Where  he  from  view,  Uiough  not  from  want,  retires ; 
Where  four  fiiir  daughters,  and  five  sorrowing  sonSf 
Partake  his  sufferings,  and  dismiss  his  duns, 
All  join  their  efforts,  and  in  patience  learn 
To  want  the  comferts  they  aspire  to  earn ; 
For  the  sick  mother  something  they'd  obtain. 
To  soothe  her  grief  and  mitigate  her  pain ; 
For  the  sad  father  something  they'd  procure, 
To  ease  the  burden  they  themselves  endure. 

Virtues  like  these  at  once  delight  and  press 
On  the  fend  father  with  a  proud  distress ; 
On  all  around  he  looks  vrith  care  and  love, 
grieved  to  behold,  but  happy  to  approve. 

Then  'firom  his  care,  his  love,  his  grief  he  steals, 
And  by  himself  an  author's  pleasure  feels  : 
Each  line  detains  him ;  he  omits  not  one. 
And  all  the  sorrows  of  his  state  are  gone,-^- 
Alas !  even  then,  in  that  delicious  hour. 
He  feels  his  fertune,  and  laments  its  power. 

Some  tradesman's  bill  his  wandering  eyes  engage, 
Some  scrawl  for  payment  thrust  'twixt  page  and 

page; 
Some  bold,  loud  rapping  at  his  humble  door. 
Some  surly  message  he  has  heard  bcfere, 
Awake,  alarm,  and  tell  him  he  is  poor. 

An  angrv  dealer,  vulgar,  rich,  and  proud. 
Thinks  of  his  bill,  and  passing,  raps  aloud ; 
The  elder  daughter  meekly  makes  him  way— « 
**  I  want  my  money,  and  I  cannot  stay  i 


74 


CRABBE'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


My  mill  is  stopped ;  what»  Mias!  I  cannot  grind ; 
Go  tel]  yotir  father  he  muet  raise  the  wind.:*' 
Still  trembling,  troubled,  the  ddected  maid 
Says,  "  Sir !  ray  &ther ! — *'  and  then  stops  afraid : 
Kv*n  his  hard  heart  is  aofien'd,  and  he  hears 
Her  voice  with  pity ;  he  respects  her  tears ; 
His  stubborn  features  half  admit  a  smile, 
And  h\B  tone  softens— *«  Well !  I  'U  wait  awhile." 

Pity  !  a  man  so  good,  so  mild,  so  meek« 
At  such  an  age,  should  have  Ids  bread  to  se^ ; 
And  aU  Uiose  rude  and  fierce  attacks  to  dread. 
That  are  more  harrowing  than  the  want  of  bread ; 
Ah  I  who  shall  whisper  to  that  misery  peace  1 
And  say  that  want  and  insolence  shall  oease  ? 

"  But  why  not  pnbliah  ?*'— thos&  who  know  too 
well. 
Dealers  in  Greek,  are  fearful  H  will  not  sell ; 
Then  he  himself  is  timid,  troubled,  slow, 
Nor  likes  his  labours  nor  his  griefi  to  show; 
The  hope  of  fame  may  in  his  heart  have  place, 
But  he  has  dread  and  horror  of  disgrace ; 
Nor  has  he  that  confiding,  easy  war. 
That  mi^ht  his  learning  and  himself  display; 
But  to  his  work  he  fl'om  the  world  retreats, 
And  freti  and  gtories  o'er  the  fayourite  BheetB. 

But  9ee !  the  man  himself;  and  sure  I  trace 
Signs  of  new  joy  exulting  in  that  feoe 
O'er  care  that  sleeps-^we  err,  or  we  disoen 
Life  in  thy  looks— the  reason  may  we  learn? 

**  Yes,"  he  repfied, "  I  'm  happ^,  I  confess. 
To  learn  that  some  are  pleased  with  happinesi 
Which  others  feel — ^there  are  who.  now  combiDe 
The  worthiest  Jiaturea  in  the  beat  design. 
To  aid  the  letter'd  poor,  and  soothe  such  ills  as 


We  who  mora  keenly  feel  the  world's  contempt, 
And  from  its  miseries  are  the  least  exempt ; 
Now  hope  shall  whisper  to  the  wounded  breast, 
And  grie^  in  soothing  expectation,  rest 

**  Tes,  I  am  taught  that  men  who  think,  who  fed, 
^  Unite  the  pains  of  thoughtfbl  men  to  heal ; 
Not  with  disdainful  pride,  whose  bounties  make 
The  needy  curse  the  benefits  they  take ; 
Not  with  the  idle  Tanity  that  knows 
Only  a  selfish  joy  when  it  bestows ; 
Not  with  o'erbearing  wealth,  that,  in  disdain. 
Hurls  the  superfluous  bliss  af  groaning  pain ; 
But  these  are  men  who  yield  such  blms'd  relief, 
That  with  the  grievance  they  destroy  the  grief; 
Their  timely  aid  the  needy  sufferers  find. 
Their  generous  manner  soothes  the  suffering  mind ; 
Theirs  is  a  ^rracious  bounty,  form'4  to  raise 
Him  whom  it  aids ;  their  charity  is  praise ; 
A  common  bounty  may  relieve  distress. 
But  whom  the  vulgar  succour,  they  oppress ; 
This  though  a  fevour,  b  an  honour  too. 
Though  mercy's  duty,  yet  'tis  merit's  doe; 
When  our  rehef  from  such'  resources  rise, 
All  painful  sense  of  obligation  dies; 
And  grateful  feelings  m  the  bosom  wake. 
For  'tis  their  offerings,  not  their  alms,  we  take. 

**  Long  may  these  feonts  of  charity  remain, 
And  never  shrink,  but  to  be  fill'd  again ; 
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But  east  your  «yw  agtiB, 

And  view  those  enon  which  new  aacta  msinl . 

Or  which  of  old  diMurb'a  the  Churehee*  peseeAil  ivicni 

And  we  can  ooint  each  period  of  the  Ubm 

When  ther  bevan  aod  who  berat  the  crime; 

Can  ealeaiate  how  long  th'  eelipae  eodored ; 

Who  tnlerpoeed ;  what  digita  wei«  obaeuied ; 

Of  all  which  afe  already  paM*d  awsy. 

We  knew  the  hm,  the  profreaa,  andileeaj. 

DRTDBN,  Hind  nd  Pntktr,  Ptet  Q. 

Oh!  aaid  the  Hind,  how  many  •onthtTeywi 
Who  ean  yon  mother,  whom  yoa  nefer  knew  t 
But  moat  of  them  who  that  nlntion  plead 
Am  anch  ancnciona  yontha  aa  wiah  yon  dead ; 
They  gmpe  at  rich  raveonm  which  yon  hoU, 
And  fUn  wouM  nibble  at  yonr  frandame  gold. 


True !  to  the  author  they  are  now  confined. 

To  him  who  gave  the  treasure  of  his  mind. 

His  time,  his  health,  and  thankless  found  mankind 

But  there  is  hope  that  fixxn  these  founts  may  floir 

A  sideway  stream,  and  equal  good  bestow ; 

Good  that  may  reach  us,  whom  the  day's  distiesi 

Keeps  from  the  fame  and  perils  of  the  press; 

Whom  study  beckons  from  the  ills  of  lifis. 

And  they  from  study;  melancholy  strife! 

Who  then  can  say,  but  bounty  now  so  free,  i 

And  so  diffused,  may  find  its  way  to  me  7  I 

**  Tes !  i  may  see  my  decent  table  yet  | 

Cheer'd  with  the  meal  that  adds  not  to  my  debt;        \ 
May  talk  df  those  to  whom  so  much  we  owe^  -! 

And  guess  their  names  whom  yet  we  mmf  bsI 

know ;. 
Bless'd  we  shall  say  are  those  who  thus  can  ffif% 
And  next  who  thus  upon  the  boun^  live ; 
Then  shall  I  close  with  thanks  my  humble  meai^ 
And  ieel  so  wen— Oh !  God  •  how  I  aball  feel !» 


Sects  and  Pktjfbssions  in  Religion  are  numeroofl 
and  successive — General  Effect  of  fidse  ^nl  . 
DeistB— Fanatical  Idea  of  Church  Reformer*-^ 
The  Church  of  Rome— Baptists— SwedenboK^ 
gians — Universalists — Jews. 

Methodists  of  two  kinds ;  Calvinistic  and  AnnI  • 


The  Preaching  of  a  Calvinistic  Enthusiast — iRm 
Contempt  of  Learning — Dislike  to  sound  Mo. 
rality :  why — His  Idea  of  Conversion — His  Suo- 
oess  and  Pretensions  to  Hamility. 

The  Arminiim  Teacher  of  the  older  Flock — ^Their 
Notions  of  the  Operations  and  Power  of  Sataa 
—Description  of  his  Devices— Their  Opinion  of 
regular  Ministers— Comparison  of  these  with 
the  Preacher  himself— A  Rebuke  to  his  Hear. 
ers;  introduces  a  Description  of  the  poweHol 
•Effects  of  the  Words  in  the  eaf  ly  aod  awaken 
ing  days  of  Methodiam. 


THE  BOROUGH. 
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in  Rdigi^  ?•* — Yea,  of  every  race 
We  irarae  aoioe  portion  in  car  &yoar'd  place ; 
Hot  one  warm  preacher  of  one  growiiig  sect 
Can  aay  oar  Boroogh  treats  him  with  neglect : 
Fluent  as  fashions,  they  with  ns  appear, 
And  yon  might  ask,  **  How  think  we  for  this  year  !** 
Tliey  oome'to  ns  as  riders  in  a  trade, 
And  with  nnch  art  exhibit  and  persuade. 

Miads  are  fi>r  sects  of  Tarious  kinds  decreed. 
As  difTreot  soils  are  ibrm'd  for  difPrent  sedd ; 
Some  when  converted  sigh  in  sore  ama«e. 
And  some  are  wrapt  in  joy's  ecstatic  blaze ; 
Others  a|run  will  change  to  each  extreme, 
Thitj  know  not  why — as  hurried  in  a  dream ; 
Unstable  they,  like  water,,  take  all  fornut 
Are  qai«:k  axid  stagnant^  have  their  calms  and 

storDM; 
Higli  on  the  hills,  they  in  the  suibeams  glow, . 
ncn  miiddiW-  they  move,  debased  and  slow ; 
Or  oold  and  fro«n  rest,  and  neither  rise  nor  flow. 

Tet  Bone  the  oool  and  prudent  teacher  priie, 
Ob  him  they  dote  who  wakes  their  ecstasies ; 
With  paflfdons  ready  primed  snch  guide  they  meet. 
And  wsrm  and  kindle  with  th'imported  heat ; 
T  is  he  who  wakes  the  nameless  strong  desire, 
ne  mating  rapture,  and  the  flowing  fire ; 
*T  is  he  win  pieroes  deep  the  tortnred  breast, 
And  stirs  the  terrors,  never  more  to  rest 

Opposed  to  tliese  we  have  a  prouder  kind. 
Bash  without  heat,  and  without  raptures  blind ; 
These  oar  Glad  Tidings  unconcerned  peruse, 
Search  without  awe,  and  without  fear  refuse ; 
Tlie  troths,  the  blessings  found  in  Sacred  tVrit, 
GaU  forth  their  spleen,  and  exercise  their  wit ; 
Select  fion  those  nor  sainis  nor  martyrs  |[ain, 
The  seal  ibey  soom,  and  they  deride  tlie  pain ; 
And  take  their  transient,  eool,  contemptuous  riew. 
Of  thai  which  most  be  tried^-and  doabUess— fnoy 
he  trwt. 

Friends  of  onr  faith  we  have,  whom  doubts  like 


And  keen  remarks,  and  bold  objections  plme ; 
They  g^rant  audi  doiribts  have  weaker  minds  op- 

Tin  somid  ooDvietian  gave  the  troubled  rest 
"But  itin,"  they  cry,  **Iei  none  their  censures 

Hiey  hot  confirm  the  glorious  hopes  we  share ; 
From  doubt,  disdain,  derision,  scorn,  and  lies, 
With  fivefold  triomi^  sacred  troth  shall  rise.** 

Tes!  I  aBow,  so  truth  shall  stand  at  last. 
And  gidn  ftesb  glory  by  the  conflict  past : — 
As  Solway-Moss  (a  barren  mass  and  cold. 
Death  to  the  seed,  and  poisoii  to  the  fold,) 
.The  smiling  plain  and  fertile  vale  o'erlaid. 
Choked  the  green  sOd,  and  kilPd  the  springing 

blade; 
ITiat,  changed  by  culture,  may  in  time  be  seen, 
Enrich'd  by  golden  grain,  and  pasture  green ; 
And  tiiese  (air  acres  rented  and  enjo/d, 
May  those  excel  hj  fiolway-Moss  destroy*d.* 


*  For  so  aeeoaDt  of  tkb  eHraoniinaiT  ud  inUrettmff  eT«tal, 
Imtm  wn  rawifln  to  the  Joenali  of  tbs  jmx  1779. 


Still  niust  have  monm*d  the  tenant  of  the  day 
For  hopes' destroyed  and  harvests  swept  away; 
To  him  the  gain  ef  future  years  unknown. 
The  instant  grief  and  suflering  were  bis  own : 
So  must  I  grieve  for  many  a  wounded  heart, 
Chill*d  by  those  doubts  whidi  bolder  minds  iin> 

part: 
Truth  in  the  end  shall  shine  divinely  dear. 
But  sad  the  darkness  till  those  times  appear ; 
Contests  for  truth,  as  wars  for  freedom,  yield 
Glory  and  joy  to  those  who  |piin  the  field : 
But  stiU  the  Christian  must  m  pity  sigh 
For  all  who  suffer,  and  uncertain  die^ 

Here  are,  who  all  the  Church  maintains  approve, 
But  yet  the  Church  herself  they  will  not  love ; 
In  angry  speech,  they  blame  the  carnal  tie, 
Which  pure  Religion  lost  her  spirit  by ; 
What  time  from  prisons,  flames,  and  tortures  led. 
She  slurober'd  careless  in  a  royal  bed ; 
To  make,  they  add,  the  Churches'  glory  shine. 
Should  Diocletian  reign,  not  Constantino. 

"  In  pomp,'*  they  cry,  •*  is  England's  Chnirch 
array'd. 
Her  cool  reformers  wrought  like  men  afraid. 
We  would  have  pull'd  her  gorgeous  temples  down. 
And  spurn'd  her  mitre,  and  defiled  her  gown ; 
We  would  have  trodden  low  both  bench  and  stall. 
Nor  left  a  tythe  remaining,  great  or  smaU." 

Let  us  be  serious — Should  such  trials  come, 
Are  they  themselves  prepared  for  martyrdom  7 
It  seems  to  us  that  our  reformers  knew 
Th'  iijaportant  work  they  undertook  to  do; 
An  equal  priesthood  they  were  loth  to  tr^. 
Lest  zeal  and  care  should  with  ambition  die ; 
To  them  it  seem'd  that,  take  the  tenth  away. 
Yet  priests  must  eat,  and  you  must  feed  or  pay : 
Woidd  they  indeed,  who  hdd  such  pay  in  scorn, 
Put  on  the  nrazzle  when  they  tread  the  corn  7 
Would  they  ajl,  gratis,  watch  and  tend  the  fold. 
Nor  take  cne  fleece  to  keep  them  firom  the  cold? 

Men  are  not  equal,  and  't  is  meet  and  right 
That  robes  and  titles  our  respect  ezcHe ; 
Order  requires  it ;  't  is  by  vulgar  pride 
That  such  regard  is  censured  and  denied ; 
Or  by  that  fidse  enthusiastic  zeal 
That  thinks  the  spirit  will  the  priest  reveal, 
And  show  to  aU  men,  by  thdr  powerful  spceeh, 
Who  are  appointed  and  inspired  to  teaeh ; 
Alab !  could  we  the  dangerous  rule  bdieve. 
Whom  for  their  teaeher  should  the  crowd  receive  f 
Since  all  the  varying  kinds  demand  xespecti 
All  press  you  on  to  join  their  chosen  sect, 
Although  but  in  this  single  point  fgreed^ 
*'  Desert  your  churches  and  adopt  our  creed." 

We  know  full  well  how  much  our  fbrms  oflbnd 
The  burtfaen'd  papist  and  the  simple  friend ; 
Him,  who  new  robes  for  every  ponrice  takes. 
And  who  in  drab  and  beaver  sighs  and  shaken ; 
He  on  the  priest  whom  hood  and  band  adorn. 
Looks  with  the  sleepy  eye  of  silent  scorn ; 
But  him  I  would  not  for  my  friend  and  guide. 
Who  views  such  things  wi^i  spleen,  of  wears  with 
pride. 
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See  next  our  several  sects, — ^but  first  behold 
The  Church  of  Rome,  who  here  is  pbor  and  old  ; 
.Use  not  triumphant  rairry,  or  at  least. 
Let  not  thy  mother  be  a  whore  and  beast ; 
Great  wa«  her  pride  indeed  in  ancient  times, 
Yet  shall  we  think  of  nothing^  but  het  crimes  7 
Ejudted  high  above  all  earthly  things, 
She  placed  .her  foot  upon  theneck  of  kings ; . 
But  some  havie  deeply  sinoe  avenged  the  crown. 
And  thrown  jier  glory  and  her  honours  down ; 
Nor  neck  nor  ear  con  site  of  kin^  command^ 
Nor  place  a  foot  upon  her  own  fau  land. 

Among  her  sons,  with  us  a  quiet  fbw, 
Obscure  themselves,  her  ancient  state  review; 
And  fond  and  melancholy  glances  cast 
On  power  insulted,  and  on  triumph  pass*d : 
They  look,  they  can  but  look,  with  many  a  sigh,. 
On  sacred  buildings  doom*d  in  dust  to  lie ; 
**  On  seats,**  they  tell,  **  where  priests  'mid  taperv 

dim 
Breathed  the  warm  prayer,  or  tuned  the  midnight 

hymn; 
Where  trembling  penitents  their  guilt  oonfessM, 
Where  want  had  succour,  and  contrition  rest; 
There  weary  men.  from  trouble  found  rdie^ 
There  men  in  sorrow  found  repose  from  |rrief : 
To  scenes  like  these  t^  fainting  soul  retu^d ; 
Revenge  and  anger  in  these  celk  e^pi^ed ;    ' 
By  pity  soothed,  remorse  lost  half  her  fears, 
Ajid  soflenM  pride  dropp'd  penitential  tears. 

**  Then  convent-walls  and  nunnery-spires  arose. 
In  pleasant  spots. which  monk  or  abbot  chose ; 
When  counts  and  barons  saints  devoted,  fed. 
And,  making  cheap  exchange,  had  prayV  for  bread. 

**  Now  all  is  lost — the  earth  where  abbeys  stood 
Is  layman's  land,  the  glebe,  the  stream,  the  wood ; 
His  oxen  low  where  monks  retired  to  eat. 
His  cows  repose  upon  the  prior's  seat ; 
And  wanton  doves  within  the  cloisters  bill. 
Where  the  chaste  votary  warr*d  with  wanton  will.'* 

Such  is  the  change  they  mourn ;  but  they  restrain 
The  rage  of  grief,  and  passively  complain. 

We  *ve  Baptists  old  and  new ;  forbear  to  ask 
What  the  distmction — I  decline  the  task ; 
This  I  perceive,  that  when  a  sect  grows  old. 
Converts  are  few,  and  the  converted  oold  : 
First  comes  the  hot-bed  heat,  and  while  it  glows 
The  plants  spring  up,  and  each  with  vigour  grows ; 
Then  comes  the  cooler  day,  and  though  awhile 
The  verdure  prospers  and  the  blossoms  smile, 
-  Yet  poor  the  fruit,  and  form'd  by  long  delay, 
Nor  will  the  profits  for  the  culture  pay ; 
The  skilful  gard'ner  then  no  longer  stops, 
But  turns  to  other  beds  for  bearing  crops. 

Some  Swedenborgians  in  our  streets  are  found. 
Those  wandering  v^ers  on  enchanted  ground ; 
Who  in  our  world  can  other  worlds  survey. 
And  speak  with  spirits  thoueh  confined  in  clay : 
Of  Bible-mysteries  thev  the  keys  possess. 
Assured  themselves,  where  wiser  men  but  guess : 
'T  is  theirs  to  see  around,  about,  above, — 
How  spirits  mingle  thoughts,  and  angels  move ; 
Those  whom  out  grosser  views  from  us  excludCi 
To  them  appear — a  heavenly  multitude ; 


While  the  dark  sayings,  seal'd  to  men  like  us, 
Their  priests  interpret,  and  their  flocks  discuss. 

But  while  these  gifted  men,  a  favour'd  fold, 
New  powers  exhibit  and  new  worlds  behold : 
Is  there  not  danger  lest  their  minds  confound 
The  pure  above  them  with  the  gross  around  f 
May  not  these  Phaetons,  who  thus  contrive 
'Twixt  heaven  above  and  earth  beneath  to  drive. 
When  from  their  fiaming  chariots  they  descend. 
The  worlds  they  visit  in  their  fancies  blend  f 
Alas !  too  sure  on  both  they  bring  disgrace. 
Their  earth  is  crazy,  and  their  heav'ji  is  base. 

We  have,  it  seems,  who  treat,  and  doubtless  well 
Of  a  chastising,  not  awarding  hell ; 
Who  iMre  osiBured  that  on  offended  God 
Will  cease  to  use  the  thunder  and  the  rod ; 
A  soul  on  earth,  by  crime  and  folly  stain'd 
When  here  corrected  has  improvement  gain*d ; 
In  other  state  still  more  improved  to  gro^w. 
And  nobler  powers  in  happier  world  to  know.; 
New  strength  to  use  in  each  divine  employ,    . 
And,  more  enjoying,  looking  to  more  joy. 

A  pleasing  vision !  could  we  thus  be  -sure 
PoUnted  soius  would  be  at  length  so  pure ; 
The  view  is  happy*  we  may  think  it  just. 
It  may  he  true----but  who  shall  add  it  must  ? 
To  the  plain  words  and  sense  of  sacred  writ, 
With  all  my  heart  I  reverently  submit : 
But  where  it  leaves  me  doubtful,  Fm  afraid 
To  call  conjecture  to  my  reason's  aid ; 
Thy  thoughts,  thy  ways,  great  God!  ore  qot  as 

mine. 
And  to  thy  mercy  I  my  soul  resign. 

Jews  are  with  us,  but  for  unlike  to  those, 
Who,  led  by  David,  warr'd  with  Israd's  fiws ; 
Unlike  to  those  whom  his  imperial  son 
Taught  truths  divine — the  preacher  Solomon-: 
Nor  war  nor  wisdon^  yield  our  Jews  delight ; 
They  will  not  study,  and  they  dare  not  ^ht* 

These  are,  with  us,  a  slavish,  knavish  cr6w, 
Shame  and  dishonour  to  the  name  of  Jew; 
The  poorest  masters  of  the  meanest  arts. 
With  cunniner  head,  and  cold  and  cautious  hearts' 
They  grope  their  dirty  way  to  petty  gains, 
While  poorly  paid  for  their  nefarious  pains. 

'    Amazing  race  i  deprived  of  land  aod  laws, 
A  general  language,  and  a  public  cause ; 
With  a  religion  none  can  now  obey. 
With  a  reproach  that  none  can  take  away : 
A  people  still,  whose  common  ties  are  gone ; 
Who,  mix'd  with  every  race,  are  lost  in  none. 

What  said  their  prophet?—''  Shouldst  tbov  dia> 
obey. 
The  Lord  shall  take  thee  from  thy  land  away ; 
Thou  shalt  a  by^word  and  a  proverb  be. 
And  all  shall  wonder  at  thy  woes  and  thee ; 
Daughter  and  son  shalt  thou,  while  captive  have. 
And  see  them,  made  the  bond-maid  and  the  slave ; 


*  Some  max  object  to  thii  aiwriion :  to  whom  I  bee  kave  to 
aniwer,  that  I  do  oot  uae  the  word  fight  in  the  noM  of  the  Jew 
Meodosa. 
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Be,  whom  thou  leaTest,  the  Lord  thy  God,  shall 

hring 
War  to  thy  country  on  an  eagle- wincr : 
A  people  stroog  and  dreadful  to  behold. 
Stern  to  the  young,  remorseless  to  the  old ; 
Nuters  whose  speech  thou  canst  not  understand,  ^ 
By  crael  sijorns  shaU  give  the  harsh  command ; 
Dmibliiil  oflife  shall  thou  by  night,  by  day. 
For  grie^  and  dread,  and  trouble  pine  away ; 
Thy  evening  wish,— 'Would  God  !  I  saw  the  sun ; 
Tkj  iDonung  sigh, — Would  God  I  the  day  were 

done. 
Tliitt  shslt  thou  suffer,  and  to  distant  times 
ficfivt  thy  miseryt  and  lament  thy  crimes.*^ 

A  part  there  are,  whom  doubtless  man  might  trust, 
Worthy  as  wealthy,  pure,  religious,  just ;  ' 
Hwy  who  with  patience,  yet  with  rapture  look 
On  the  stronff  proraiseTof  the  sstcred  book : 
As  unfulfiird  th*  endearing  words  they  view. 
And  blind  to  truth,  yet  own  their  prophets  true : 
Wefl  pleased  they  look  for  Sion*s  coming  state, 
Nor  think  of  Julian's  boast  and  Julian's  fate.t 

More  might  I  add ;  I  might  describe  the  flocks 
Hade  by  seeders  from  the  ancient  stocky  r 
Hose  who  will  not  to  an^  guide  submit, 
Kor  find  one  ereed  to  their  conceptions  fitr-^ 
Each  sect,  they  judge,  in  somotliing  goes  astray. 
And  every  church  has  lost  the  certain  way ; 
Then  for  themselves  they  carve  out  creed  and  laws. 
And  weigh  their  atoms,  and  divide  their  straws. 

A  lect  remains  which,  though  divided  long 
In  hostUe  parties,  both  are  fierce  and  strong, 
And  into  each  enlists  a  warm  and  zealous  throng. 
Soon  as  they  rose  in  fiune,  the  strife  arose. 
The  Calvinistic  these,  Ch'  Arminian  those ; 
With  Wesley  some  remain*d,  the  remnant  Whit- 
field chose. 
Now  various  leaders  both  the  parties  take. 
And  the  divided  hosts  their  new  divisions  make.. 

See  yonder  preacher !  to  his  people  pass. 
Bone  up  and  swell*d  by  tabemade-gas ; 
Maeh  he  discoaraes,  and  of  various  points, 
M  nnconnected,  void  of  limbs  and  joints ; 
He  nih,  persuades,  explains,  and  moves  the  will, 
%  fierce  bold  words,  and  strong  mechanic  skilL 

''That  Gospd,  Paul  with  zeal  and  k)ve  main- 
taln'd. 
To  others  kist,  to  you  is  now  exi^n'd ; 
Ko  worldly  learning  can  these  points  discuss, 
Boob  teach  them  not  as  they  are  taught  to  us ; 
Ufiterate  call  us !  let  their  wisest  pian 
Onw  forth  his  thousands  as  your  teacher  can : 
^^  give  their  moral  precepts ;  so,  they  say^ 
^  fipictetus  once,  and  Seneca ; 
One  wu  a  slave,  and  alaves  we  all  must  be, 
}^  the  Spirit  comes  and  sets  us  free. 
Jj^hear you  nothing  from  such  men  but  works ; 

"  '    se  the  christian  service  like  the  Turks*. 


leinearyo 
"Riey  make 


*flM te  Bo9k  of  DsutwonoQlr,  cbaptOT  urii.  and  varioaa 


t  Bii  koaat.  that  he  wooU  rebuild  the  Tenplo  of  JwwaiMB : 
■*nto  (whatever  bMona*  of  the  aiiraeuloiu  pait  of  the  itory,) 
■w  ke  4M  bdbn  lbs  foomiatioB  was  lakl. 
7» 


**  Hark  to  the  churchman :  day  by  day  he  crieSg 
*  Children  of  men,  be  virtuous  and  be  wise ; 
Seek  patienoe,  justice,  temp*rance»  meekness,  truth ; 
In  age  be  courteous,  be  sedate  in  youth.'-^ 
So  they  advise,  and  when  such  things  be  read) 
How  can  we  wonder  that  their  flocks  are  dead  7 

"The  heathens  wrote  of  virtue,  they  could  dwell 
On  such  light  points ;  in  them  it  might  be  well. 
They  might  for  virtue  strive ;  but  I  maintain. 
Our  strife  for  virtue  would  be  proud  and  vain. 
When  Samson  carried  Gaza*s  gatea  so  far, 
Lack*d  he  a  helping  hand  to  bear  the  bar  7 
Thus  the  most  virtuous  must  in  bondage  groan  :^ 
Samson  is  grace,  and  carries  all  alone.* 

**  Hear  you  not  priests  their  feeble  spirits  spend. 
In  bidding  sinners  turn  to  God,  and  mend ; 
To  check  their  passions  and  to  walk  aright. 
To  run  the  race,  and  flght  the  glorious  nght7 
Nay  more— to  pray,  to  study,  to  improve, 
Tb  grow  in. goodness,  to  advance  in  bve  7 

**  Oh !  babes  and  sucklings,  dull  of  lieart  and  slow. 
Can  grace  be  gradual  7 — Csn  conversion  grow  7 
The  work  is  done  by  instantaneous  call ; 
Converts  at  once  are  made,  or  not  at  all ; 
Nothing  is  left  to  grow,  reibrm,  amend ; 
llie  first  emotion  is  the  movement's  end : 
If  once  forgiven,  debt  can  be  no  more ; 
If  once  adopted,  will  the  heir  be  poor  7 
The  man  who  gains  the  twenty-thousand  priae. 
Does  he  by- little  and  by  little  rise  7 
There  can  no  fortune  for  the  soul  Be  made. 
By  peddling  cares  and  savings  in  her  trade. 

"  Why  arc  our  sins  forgiven  7— Priests  reply, 
— *  Because  by  faith  on  morcy  we  rely ; 
Because,  believing,  we  repent  aivl  pray.* — 
Is  this  their  doctrme  7 — ^then  they  go  astray : 
We  *re  pardonM  neither  fbr  belief  nor  deed. 
For  faith  nor  practice,  pridciple  nor  creed; 
Nor  for  our  sorrow  for  our  former  sin. 
Nor  for  our  fears  when  better  thoughts  berin ; 
Nor  prayers  nor  penance  in  the  cause  avail. 
All  strong  remorse,  all  soft  contrition  fail  -r-* 
It  is  the  eaU !  till  that  proclaims  us  Sree, 
In  darkness,  doubt,  and  bondage  we  must  be ; 
Till  that  atturea  us,  we  *ve  in  vain  endured. 
And  all  is  ovei'  when  we  *re  once  assured. 

**  This  is  conversion : — First  there  comes  a  cry 
Which  utters,  *  Sinner,  thou  *rt  condemn*d  .to  die  ;* 
Then  the  struck  soul  to  every  aid  repairs. 
To  church  and  altar,  ministers  and  prayers ; 
In  vain  she  strives, — involved,  inguIPd  in  sin, 
She  looks  for  hell,  and  seems  already  in  : 
When  in  this  travail,  the  new  birth  com^  on, 
And  in  an  instant  every  pan?  is  gone  ; 
The  mighty  work  is  done  without  our  pains,-^ 
Claim  but  a  part,  and  not  a  part  remains. 

**  All  this  experience  tells  the  soul,  and  yet 
These  moral  men  their  pence  and  farthings  set 
Against  the  terrors  of  the  countless  debt: 


•  Whoavar  haa  ailaodad  to  the 
aothoaiaatio  poopia,  B»Qst  have 
abtiird  and  fooliah  appRaatioo  of 
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Bat  wch  compoynders  when  they  ooine  to  jail. 
Will  find  that  virtues  never  serve  as  balL 

**  So  much  to  duties :  now  to  learning  look, 
And  see  tfieir  priesthood  piling^  book  on  book; 
Yea,  books  of  infidels,  we  *re  told,  and  plays, 
Put  out  by  heathens  in  the  winkM<on  days; 
.  The  Very  letters  are  of  crooked  kind. 
And  show  the  strange  perverseness  of  their  mind. 
Have  f  this  learning  ?  When  the  Lord  would  speak, 
Think  ye  he  needs  the  Latin  or  the  Greek  7 
And  lo !  with  all  their  learning,  when  they  rise 
To  preach,  in  view  the  ready  sermon  lies ; 
Some  low-priied  stuff  they  purchased  at  the  stalls, 
And  more  like  Seneca*s  tlian  mine  or  PauPs : 
Children  of  bondage,  how  should  they  explain 
.  The  Bpirit*8  freedom,  while  they  wear  a  chain  7 
They  study  words,  for  meanings  grow  perplexed, 
'  And  slowly  hunt  for  truth  from  text  to  text, 
Through  Ureek  and  Hebrew:— we  the  meaning 

'   s^k 
Of  that  within,  who  every  tongue  can  speak : 
This  all  can  witness;  yet  the  more  I  know, 
The  more  a  meek  and  humble  mind  I  show. 

.  ^  No ;  let  the  pope,  the  high  and  mighty  prieet, 
Lord  to  the  poor,  and  servant  to  the  b^ust ; 
Let  biebops,  deans,  and  prebeudaries  swell 
With  pride  and  fatness  till  their  hearts  rebel  j     . 
I  'ni  meek  and  modest — If  I  could  be  proud. 
This  crowded  meeting,  lo !  th*  araaling  crowd ! 
Your  mute  attention,  and  year  meek  respect, 
My  spirit's  fervour,  and  my  words*  effect. 
Might  stir  th*  unguarded  soul ;  and  od  to  me 
The  tempter  speucs,  whom  I  compel  to  flee ; 
He  goes  in  fear,  fot  he  my  force  has  tried, — 
Such  is  my  power !  but  can  you  call  it  pride  7 

**  No,  fellow-pilgrims !  of  the  things  I*ve  shown 
I  might  be  proud,  were  they  indeed  my  own ! 
But  Siey  are  lent;  and  well  you  know  the  sooroe 
Of  all  that's  mine,  and  must  confide  of  oootse; 
Mine !  no,  I  err ;  *t  is  but  consign*d  to  me, 
And  I  am  nought  but  steward  and  trustee.** 


Far  other  doctrines  yon  Arminian  speaks: 
■■Seek  grace,"  he  cries,  **fi)r  he  shall  find  who 

seeks.** 
This  is  the  ancient  slock  by  Wesley  led ; 
Thej  the  pure  body,  he  the  reverend  head : 
AU  innovation  they  with  dread  decline. 
Their  John  the  elder,  was  the  John  divine. 
Hence,  still  their  moving  prayer,  the.  melting  hymn. 
The  varied  accent,  and  the  active  limb ; 
Hence  tfiat  implicit  faith  in  Satan*8  might. 
And  their  own  matchless  prowess  in  the  fight 
In  every  act  they  see  that  lurking  foe, 
,  Let  loose  awhile  about  the  world  to  ffo ; 
A  dragon  flying  round  the  earth,  to  kill 
The  heavenly  hope,  and  prompt  the  carnal  wiM ; 
Whom  sainted-  knights  attack  in  sinners*  cause. 
And  force  the  wounded  victim  fi'om  his  paws ; 
Who  but  for  them  would  man*s  whole  race  Jubdue, 
For  not  a  hireling  will  the  foe  pursue. 

**  Show  me  one  churehman  who  will  rise  and  prey 
through  half  the  night,  though  ]ab*ring  all  the  day, 
Always  abounding — show  me  him,  I  say  :'* — 


Thus  cries  the  preacher,  and  he  adds,  ^  their  she^ 

Satan  devours  at  leisure  as  they  sleep. 

Not  so  with  us ;  tve  drive  him  fixmi  the  fold. 

For  ever  barking  and  for  ever  bold ; 

While  they  securely  slumber,  all  his  schemes 

Take  full  effect,— the  devil  never  dreams : 

Watchfnl  and  changeful  through  the  world  he  gMS| 

And  few  can  trace  this  deadliest  of  their  foes; 

But  I  detect,  and  at  his  work  surprise 

The  subtle  serpent  under  all  disguise. 

**  Thus  to  man's  soi|l  the  foe  of  souls  will  speak; 
— *  A  saint  elect,  you  can  have  nought  to  seek  ; 
Why  all  this  labour  in  so  plain  a  case, 
Such  care  to  run,  when  certain  of  the  race  V 
All  this  he  urges  to  the  carnal  will. 
He  knows  ydu*re  slothfiil,  and  would  have  joa 

stiU: 
Be  this  your  answer,— *  Satan,  I  will  keep 

*  Still  on  the  watch  till  you  are  laM  asleep.* 
Thus  too  the  Chri8tian*s  progress  he  *11  retard  »— » 

*  The  gates  of  mercy  are  for  ever  barr*d ; 
And  that  with  bolte  so  driven  and  so  stout, 
Ten  thousand  workmen  cannot  wrench  them  oat.' 
To  this  deceit  you  have  but  one  reply, — 
Give  to  the  fiither  of  all  lies,  the  lie. 

^  A  Bister*s  weakness  he  *11  by  fits  surprises 
His  her  wild  laughter,  his  her  piteous  ones ; 
And  should  a  pastor  at  her  side  attend, 
He  *11  use  her  organs'  to  abuse  her  fViend : 
These  are  possessions — unbelieving  wite 
Impute  them  all  to  nature  :  *  They  're  her  fits, 

*  Caused  by  commotions  in  the  nerves  ai^d  brains;*— 
Vain  talk !  but  they  '11  be  fitted  for  their  pains. 

**  These  are  in  part  the  ills  the  foe  has  wrought. 
And  these  the  churchman  thinks  not  worth  his 

thought ; 
They  bid  the  troubled  try  for  peace  and  rest. 
Compose  their  minds,  and  be  no  more  distressM ; 
As  well  miglit  they  command  the  passive  shore 
To  keep  secure,  and  be  o'erflow'd  no  more ; 
To  the  wrong  suljject  is  their  skill  applied, — 
To  act  like  workmen,  they  should  stem  the  tide. 

"These  are  the  church-physicians ;  they  ate  pei^' 
With  noble  fees  for  their  advice  and  aid ; 
Yet  know  they  not  the  inward  pulse  to  feel. 
To  ease  the  anguish,  or  the  wound -to  heal. 
With  the  sick  sinner,  thus  their  work  begins, 

*  Do  you  repent  you  of  your  former  sins  7 
Will  you  amend  if  you  revive  and  live  7 
And,  pardon  seeking,  will  you  pardon  give  ? 
Have  you  belief  in  what  your  Lord  has  done. 
And  are  you  thankful  7-^1  is  well,  my  son.' 

**  A  way  far  diffisrent  oUrs~we  thus  sucpriao 
A  soul  with  questions,  and  demand  replies ; 

"  •  How  dropp'd  you  first,'  I  ask, » tiie  legal  yoke  T 
What  the  first  word  the  living  Witness  spoke  ? 
Perceived  you  thunders  roar  and  lightnings  shine. 
And  tempests  gathering  ere  the  birtii  divine ! 
Did  fire,  and  storm,  and  earthquake  all  appear 
Before  that  still  small  voice.  What  dosftkou  here  f 
Hast  thou  by  day  and  night,  and  soon  and  late. 
Waited  and  watch'd  before  Admission-gate ; 
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And  to  a  pilffrim  and  a  soldier  pessM 

To SioD*fl  hill  through  battle  and  through  blast? 

Then  in  Uiy  way  didst  tliou  thy  foe  attack^ 

And  madest  thou  proud  ApoUyon  turn  hia  back  7* 

**  Hearl-aearehing  things  are  these,  and  ahake 
the  mind, 
Tea,  like  the  rustling  of  a  mighty  wind. 

•*  Thus  would  I  ask :— *  Nay,  let  me  question  now. 
How  sink  my  sayings  in  your  bosom  7  how  7 
Feel  you  a  quickening  7  <&ops  the  subject  deep  7 
Stupid  and  stony,  no  ?  you  *re  all  asleep ; 
Listlew  and  lazy,  waiting  fbt  a  dose, 
As  if  atshurch — Do  I  allow  repose  7 
Am  I  a  legal  minister  7  do  I 
With  form  or  rubrick,  rule  or  rite  comply  7 
Then  whence  this  qniet,  tell  me,  J  beseech  7     - 
One  might  believe  you  heard  your  rector  preach. 
Or  his  assistant  dreamer : — Oh  !  return, 
Te  times  of  burning,  when  the  heart  would  bom  ! 
Now  hearts  are  ice,  and  you,  my  freezing  fold. 
Have  spirits  sank  and  said,  and  bosoms  stony  cold.* 

"Oh!  now  again  for  those  preTailing  powers, 
Which  once  began  this  mightf  work  of  oars ; 
When  the  wide  field,  God*s  temple,  was  the  place. 
And  birds  flew.bv  to  catch  a  breath  of  grace ; 
When  *mtd  his  timid  friends  and  threatening  foes, 
Oor  seakHis  ehief  like  Paul  at  Athens  rose : 
When  with  infernal  spite  and  knotty  dubs. 
The  iU-one  ann*d  his  scoundrels  and  his  scrubs ; 
And  there  were  flying  all  around  the  spot 
Brands  at  the  preacher,  but  they  touchM  him  not ; 
Slakes  brought  to  smite  him,' threatened  in  his  cause, 
Aiid  tongues,  attuned  to  curtes,  roar*d  applause ; 
I<ooder  and  loader  grew  iiis  awful  tones, 
Sohbings  and  sighs  were  heard,  and  rueful  ff roans ; 
Soft  wooien  fainted,  prouder  man  expressed 
Wonder  and  wo,  and  butchers  smote  the  breast ; 
%e8  wept,  ears  tingled ;  stifiening  on  each  head» 
^  hair  drew  txack,  and  Satan  towl'd  and  fled. 

**  In  that  sofl  season  when  the  gentle  breeze 
Uwt  all  round,  and  swells  by  slow  degrees ; 
TiO  tempests  gather,  when  through  all  the  sky 
TV  thunders  rattle,  and  the  lightnings  fly ; 
When  rain  in  torrents  wood  and  vale  deform, 
^Bd  all  is  horror,  hurricane,  and  storm : 

"So,  when  the  prq^cher  in  thal-gloiloas  time, 
Ulan  clouds  more  melting,  more  uan  storm  sub- 
lime, 
I^pp*d  the  new. word,  there  came  a  charm  around ; 
Tumors  and  terrors  rose  upon  the  sound ; 
'^  atobbom  spirits  by  his  force  he  broke. 
As  the  fbrk*d  lightninsr  rives  the  knotted  oak : 
Fear,  hope,  dismay,  all  signs  of  shame  or  grace, 
ChamM  every  foot,  or  featured  every  face ; 
Then  took  his  sacred  trump  a  louder  swell. 
And  now  they  groanM,  they  sicken*d  and  they  ftil; 
Afain  he  sounded,  and  we  beard  the  cry 
Of  the  word-wounded,  as  about  to  die ; 
Further  and  farther  spread  the  conquering  word,- 
As  loud  he  cried,^*  the  battle  of  the  Lord  !* 
Ev'd  those  apart  who  were  the  sound  denied. 
Fell  down  instinctive,  and  in  spirit  died. 
Nor  staid  ye  yet — his  eye,  his  frown,  his  speech. 
His  very  gesUve  had  a  power  to  teach ; 


With  outstretchM  arms,  strong  voice,  and  piercing 
call,  '  •   ^ 

He  won  the  field,  and  madethe  Dagons  fall ; 
And  thus  in  triumph  toqk  his  glorious  wray. 
Through  scenes  of  horror,  terror,  and  dismay.*' 


LETtjER  V. 


ELBCTION& 


Bf  thm  which  daa  to  freatar  felly  stooii. 
The  graat  io  promiM,  or  Ui«  0oor  in  hope  1 

Bs  bnTs.  for  four  hadei'  is  bravo,  and  vow*  rorormatioo ;  tbors 
•hsU  foe  in  Eof  land  ssvon  hairpoooy  loaves  told  for  a  pens j : 
and  the  Uiree-booped  pot  shall  have  ten  hoofM.  1  wiU  make 
i» felony  to  drink  lAiaO  beer:  all  ahal)  eat  and  drink  on  my 
•core,  and  I  wiU  apparel  ibem  all  in  one  livery,  that  they  nay 
acres  like  brolhen ;  and.  they  ihall  all  worship  me  as  their 
lord. 

8HAKdP£AR£*B  JErmry  F/. 


The  Evils  of  the  Contest,  and  how  in  part  to  be 
avoided — The  Miseries  endured  by  a  Friend  of 
Ihe  Candidate — ^The  various  Liberties  taken  with 
him,  who  has  no  personal  interest  in  the  Success 
— The  unreasonable  Expectations  of  Voters — 

'  The  censures  of  the  opposing  Party — The  Vices 
as  well  as  Follies  shown  in  such  Time  of  Con- 
test—  Plans  and  Cunnipg  of  Electors  —  Evils 
which  remain  after  the  Decision,  opposed  in  vain 
by  the  .efforts  of  the  Friendly,  and  of  the  Snc- 
cessful ;  among  whom  is  the  Mayor — Story  of 
his  Advancement  till  be  was  raised  to  the  Go^ 
vernment  of  the  Borough  —  These  Evils  not 
to  be  plaeed  in  Balance  with  the  Liberty  of  the 
People,  but  are  yet  Subjects  of  just  Complaint. 


Yes,  our  Election 's  past,  and  we  Ve  been  free. 
Somewhat  as  madmen  without  keepers  be ; 
And  such  desire  of  freedom  has  been  shown, 
That  both  the  parties  wished  her  all  their  own : 
All  our  freo  smiths  and  cobblers  in  the  town 
Were  loth  to  lay  such  pleasant  freedom  down ; 
To  put  the  bludgeon  and  cockade  aside, 
And  let  us  pass  unhurt  and  undefied. 

True !  you  mi^ht  then  vour  party's  sign  produce 
And  so  escape  with  only  half  the  abuse ; 
With  half  the  danger  as  you  walk'd  along. 
With  rage  and  threatening  but  from  half  the  throng : 
This  you  might  do,  and  not  your  fortune  mend. 
For  where  you  lost  a  foe,  you  gain'd  a  friend : 
And  to  distress  you,  vex  you,  and  expose, 
EledJon-friends  are  worse  than  any  foes; 
The  party -curse  is  with  the  canvass  past. 
But  party.friendship,  for  your  grief,  will  last 

FHends  of  all  kinds,  the  civil  and  the  rude. 
Who  humbly  wish,  or  boldly  dare  to  intrude ; 
These  beg  or  take  a  liberty  to  come 
(Friends  should  be  fi'ee,).and  make  your  bouse 

their  home; 
They  know  that  warmly  you  their  cause  espouse;, 
And  come  to  make  their  boastings  and  their  bows . 
You  Scorn  their  manners,  you  their  words  mistrust. 
But  yon  must  hear  tbem,  and  they  know  ypu^nust 
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One  plainly  sees  a  fiiendsbip  firm  find  true, 
Between  the  noble  candidate  and  you ; 
So  humbly  begs  (and  states  at  largre  the  caie,) 
"•  You  'U  think  of  Bobby  and  the  little  place.*' 

Stifling  his  sharae  by  drink,  a  wretch  will  come. 
And  prate  your  wife  and  daughter  from  the  room ; 
In  pain  you  hear  lum,  and  at  heart  despise,  . 
Yet  with  lieroic  mind  your  pangs  disguise ! 
And  still  in  patience  to  the  sot  attend. 
To  show  what  man  can  bear  to  serve  a  friend. 

One  enters  hungry — ^not  to  be  denied. 
And  takes  his  place  and  iokes — ^*  We  *re  of  a  side." 
Yet  worse,  the  proser  who,  upon  the  strength 
Of  his  one  Totc,  has  tales  of  three  hours*  length; 
This  sorry  rogue  you  hear,  yet  with  surprise 
Start  at  bis  oaths,  and  sicken  at  his  lies. 

Then  comes  there  one,  and  tells  in  friendly  way. 
What  the.  opponents  in  their  anger  say ; 
All  that  through  life  has  TezM  you,  all  abuse, 
Will  this  kind  friend  in  pure  regard  produce'; 
And  having  through  your  own  offences  run. 
Adds  (as  appendage)  what  your  friends  have  done. 

Has  any  female  cousin  made  a  trip 
To  GretnvOreen,  or  more  vexatious  slip  ? 
Ffas  your  wife's  brother,  or  your  uncle*s  son 
Done  aught  amiss,  or  is  he  thought  t'  bave  done  ? 
Is  there  of  all  your  kindred  some  who  lack 
Vision  .direct,  or  have  a  gibbous  back  7 
From  your  unlucky  name  may  quips  and  puni 
Bfi  made  by  these  upbraiding  Goths  and  Huns  7 
To  some  great  public  character  have  you 
Assigned  the  fame  to  worth  and  talents  due, 
Proud  of  your  praise? — In  this,  in  any  case. 
Where  the  brute-spirit  may  affix  disgrace. 
These  friends  will  smiling  bring  it,  and  the  while 
You  silent  sit,  and  practise  for  a  smile. 

Vain  of  their  power,  and  of  their  value  sure, 
They  nearly  guess  the  tortures  you  endure ; 
Nor  9pare  one  pang — for  they  perceive  your  heart 
Goes  with  the  cause ;  you  *d  die  before  you  'd  start ; 
Do  what  they  may,  they  *re  sure  you  *11  not  offend 
Men  who  have  pledged  their  honours  to  your  friend. 

Those  friends  indeed,  who  start  as  in  a  race. 
May  love  the  sport,  and  laugh  at  this  disgrace ; 
They  have  in  view  the  glory  and  the  prise, 
Nor  heed  the  dirty  steps  by  which  thev  rise : 
But  we  their  poor  associates  lose  the  &me. 
Though  more  than  partners  in  the  toil  and  shame. 

.   Were  this  the  whole ;  and  did  the  time  produce 
But  shame  and  toil,  but  riot  and  abuse ; 
We  might  be  then  from  serious  griefs  exempt. 
And  view  the  whole  with  pity  and  contempt 
Alas !  but  here  the  vilest  passions  rule ; 
It  is  Seduction^  is  Temptation's  school ; 
Where  vices  mingle  in  the  oddest  ways. 
The  grossest  slander  and  the  dirtiest  praise : 
Flattery  enough  to  make  the  vainest  sick, 
And  clumsy  stratagem,  and  scoundrel  trick ; 
Nay  more,  your  ansper  and  contempt  to  cause. 
These,  while  they  fish  for  profit,  claim  applause ; 
Bribed,  bought,  and  bound,  they  banivh  shame  and 

fear; 
Tell  you  they  're  staunch,  and  have  a  soul  sincere ; 


Then  talk  of  honour,  and  if  doubt's  expresa'd. 
Show  where  it  lies,  and  smite  upon  the  breast    j 

Among  these  worthies,  some  at  first  declare 
For  whom  they  vote ;  be  theil  has  most  to  spare ; 
Others  hang  off-— when  coming  to  the  pott 
Is  spurring  time,  and  then  he  11  spare  the  moat : 
While  some  demurring,  wait,  and  find  at  last 
The  bidding  languish,  and  the  market  pass'd; 
These  will  affect  all  bribery  to  condemn. 
And  be  it  Satan  laughs,  he  laughs  at  them. 

Some  too  are  piou»— One  desired  the  Lord 
To  teach  him  where  **  to  drop  his  little  word  ; 
To  lend  his  vote,  .where  it  will  profit  best ; 
Promotion  came  not  from  the  east  or  west; 
But  as  their  freedom  had  promoted  some, 
He  should  be  glad  to  know'  which  way  't  wocJd 

come.     • 
It  was  a  naughty  world,  and  #here  to  sell 
His  precious  charge,  was  more  than  he  ooold  telL** 

**  But  you  succeeded  7" — ^true,  at  mighty  cost. 
And  our  good  friend,  I  fear,  will  think  be 's  loet : 
Inns,  horses,  chaises,  dinnera,  balls,  and  notes ; 
What  fill'd  their  purses,  and  what  drench'd  their 

throats; 
The  private  pension,  and  indulgent  lease, — 
Have  all  been  granted  to  these  firiends  who  fieeoe; 
Friends  who  will  bang  like  burs  upon  his  ooat. 
And  boundless,  judge  the  value  Qf  a  vote. 

And  though  the  terrors  of  the  time  be  pasa'd. 
There  still  remain  the  scatterings  of  the  bla«t« 
The  boughs  are  parted  that  entwined  before. 
And  ancient  harmony  exists  no  more ; 
The  gusts  of  wrath  our  peaceful  seats  deform. 
And  sadly  flows  the  siglung  of  the  storm : 
Those  who  have  gain'd  are  sorry  for  the  gloom. 
But  tJiey  who  lost,  unwilling  peace  should  come; 
There  open  envy,  here  suppress'd  delight. 
Yet  live  till  time  shall  better  thoughts  exdte, 
And  so  prepare  us,  by  a  six-years'  truce. 
Again  for  riot,  insult,  and  abuse. 

Our  worthy  mayor,  on  the  victorious  part. 
Cries  out  for  peace,  and  cries  with  all  his  hmrt ; 
He,  civil  creature !  ever  does  his  best,  > 
To  banish  wrath  from  every  voter's  breast ; 
**  For  where,"  says  he,  with  reason  strong  and  plain, 
**  Where  is  the  profit  7  what  will  anger  gain  7" 
His  short  stout  person  he  is  wont  to  brace 
In  good  brown  broad-cloth,  edged  with  two-mcli 

lace. 
When  in  his  scat ;  and  still  the  coat  seems  new. 
Preserved  by  common  use  of  seanian's  blue. 

He  was  a  fisher  from  his  earliest  day. 
And  placed  bis  nets  within  the  Borough'd  bay;* 
Where  by  his  skates,  his  herrings,  and  his  solea, 
He  lived,  nor  dream'd  of  corporation-doles;* 


*  I  am  informed  that  mmm  explanatjon  ii  bare  i 
thooth  I  am  ignorenUbr  what  clam  of  my  reader*  it  can  ba  nr 
quired.  Some  corporate  bodies  have  actual  propertj,  ae  ap- 
pear* by  their  receiving  renti;  and  they  obtain  mooey  on  the 
ndmimion  of  memben  into  their  eociety :  thii  they  may  law 
fully  ahare  p<*rhaiM.  There  are,  moreover,  other  dole*,  of  adP 
areaier  value,  of  which  it  ia  not  neeemary  for  ate  to  explaia  Ihs 
nature,  or  to  inoaire  into  iJm  legality. 
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Etot  toiling-  sarcd,  and  saving,  never  ceased 

1111  he  had  box^d  up  twelve  score  pounds  at  least : 

He  knew  not  money's  power,  but  judged  it  best 

Safe  in  hla  trunk  to  let  his  treasure  rest ; 

Tet  to  a  friend  cooiplain'd :  ^  Sad  charge,  td  keep 

So  many  pounds,  anid  tlien  I  cannot  sleep :" 

•"Then  put  it  out,'*  reolied  the  friend :—'' What  * 

give 
My  money  up  7  why  then  I  could  not  live/* 
**  Nay,  but  for  interest  place  it  in  his  hands, 
Who'll  give  you  mortsmge  on  his  house  or  lands." 
■^  Oh  but,"  said  Danie^  **  that  *s  a  dangerous  plan ; 
He  maj  be  robbed  like  any  other  man  :** 
**  Still  he  is  bound,  and  you  ma^  be  at  rest. 
More  sa^  the  money  than  withm  your  chest ; 
And  700*11  receive,  from  all  deductions  clear, 
five  pociiids  for  every  hundred,  every  year.** 
**  What  good  in  that  7**  quoth  Daniel,  **  for  *t  is  plain, 
If  part  I  take,  there  can  but  part  remain  :** 
**  What !  jon,  my  friend,  so  skill*d  in  gainful  things, 
Have  joa  to  learn  what  interest  money  brings  7*' 
"Not  so,*'  said  Daniel,  *«  perfectly  I  know, 
He\i  the  most  interest  who  has  most  to  show.** 
"  True !  and  he*U  show  the  more,  the  more  he  lends; 
TI1US  be  his  weight  and  consequence  extends ; 
For  they  who  borrow  must  restore  each  sum. 
And  pay  for  use — ^What,  Daniel,  art  thou  dumb, 7** 
For  mach  amaxed  was  that  good  man — ^  Indeed  !** 
Said  he  with  |rladd*ning  eye,  **  will  money  breed  7 
How  have  I  lived !  I  grieve,  with  aU  my  heart, 
For  my  late  knowledge  in  this  precious  art : — 
Five  pounds  for  every  hundred  will  he  give  7 
And  then  the  hundred  ? — I  begin  to  live.** 
So  he  began,  and  other  means  he  found, 
As  he  went  on,  to  multiply  a  pound :. 
Though  blind  so  long  to  interest,  all  allow 
That  no  man  better  understands  it  now : 
Him  in  our  body-corporate  we  chose, 
And  once  among  us,  he  above  us  rose ; 
Stepping  from  post  to  poet,  he  reach*d  the  chair, 
And  there  he  now  reposes — ^that  *s  the  mayor. 

But  *t  is  not  he,  *t  is  not  the  kinder  few, 
"Hie  mild,  the  good,  who  can  our  peace  renew ; 
A  peevish  humour  swells  in  every  eye, 
The  warm  are  angry,  and  the  cool  are  shy ; 
There  is  no  more  the  social  board  at  whist. 
The  good  old  partners  are  with  scorn  dismiss'd ; 
No  more  with  dog  and  lantern  comes  the  maid. 
To  guide  the  mistress  when  the  rubber  *s  play'd ; 
Ssd  sfaifU  are  made  lest  ribands  blue  and  green 
Should  at  one  table,  at  one  time  be  seen : 
On  care  and  merit  none  will  now  rely, 
*T  is  ptrty  sells,  what  party-frienda  roust  buy ; 
The  warmest  burgess  wears  a  bodger*s  coat. 
And  ftshion  gains  less  int*rest  than  a  vote ; 
Uncheck*d  the  vintner  still  his  poison  vends, 
For  he  too  votes,  and  can  command  his  friends. 

But  this  admitted ;  be  it  still  agreed. 
These  ill  effects  from  noble  cause  proceed ; 
Though  like  some  vile  excrescences  they  be. 
The  tree  they  spring  from  is  a  sacred  tree. 
And  its  true  produce,  strength  and  liberty. 

Tet  if  we  could  th*  attendant  ills  suppress. 
If  we  ooold  make  the  sum  of  mischief  less ; 
X- 


i  If  we  could  warm  and  angry  men  persuade 
;  No  more  man's  common  comforts  to  invade ; 
And  that  old  ease  and  harmony  re-seat 
In  all  our  meetings,  so  in  joy  to  meet ; 
Much  would  of  glory  to  the  Muse  ensue, 
And  our  good  Vicar  would  have  less  to  do. 


LETTER  VI. 


PROFESSIONS-LAW. 

Qoid  letet  ans  moribos 
Vaa«  pro6eiirat  t 

HORACE. 

Va!  roiMro  nihi,  SMS  Done  fadiiora 
Apsrioolur,  dam  qvm  spwavi  for*. 

MANIUUS. 


Trades  and  Professions  of  every  Kind  to  be  found 
in  the  Borough — Its  Seamen  and  Soldiers— 
Law,  the  Danger  of  the  Subject — Coddrinetoo's 
Ofience^Attorneys  increased;  their  splendid 
Appearance,  how  supported — Some  worthy  Ex- 
ceptions — Spirit  of  Litigation,  how  stirred  up— 
A  Boy  articled  as  a  Clerk ;  his  Ideas— How  this 
Profession  perverts  the  Jud|rnient — Actions  ap- 
pear through  this  Medium  in  a  false  Light- 
Success  from  honest  Application — Archer,  a 
worthy  Character — Swallow,  a  Character  of  dill^ 
ferent  Kind — His  Origin,  Progress,  Success,  etc 


**  Trades  and  Professions** — ^these  are  themeb 
the  Muse, 
Lefl  to  her  freedom,  would  forbear  to  choose ; 
But  to  our  Borough  they  in  truth  belong. 
And  we,  perforce,  must  take  them  in  our  song. 

Be  it  then  known  that  we  can  boast  of  these 
In  all  denominations,  ranks,  degrees ; 
All  whom  our  numerous  wants  through  life  supply^ 
Who  soothe  us  sick,  attend  us  when  we  die. 
Or  for  the  dead  their  various  talents  try. 
Then  have  we  those  who  live  by  secret  arts. 
By  hunting  fortunes,  and  by  stealing  hearts ; 
Or  who  by  nobler  means  themselves  advance ; 
Or  who  subsist  by  charity  and  chance. 

Say,  of  our  native  heroes  shall  I  boast. 
Bom  in  our  streets,  to  thunder  on  our  coast. 
Our  Borough-seamen  7    Could  the  timid  Muse  • 
More  pntriot-ardour  in  their  breasts  infuse ; 
Or  could  she  paint  their  merit  or  their  skill. 
She  wants  not  love,  alacrity,  or  will ; 
But  needless  all,  that  ardour  is  their  own. 
And  for  their  deeds,  themselves  have  made  thenu 

known. 
Soldiers  in  arms !  Defenders  of  our  soil ! 
Who  from  destruction  save  us ;  who  from  spoil 
Protect  the  sons  of  peace,  who  traffic,  or  who  toil^ 
Would  I  could  duly  praise  you ;  that  each  deed 
Youf  foes  might  honour,  and  your  friends  mighti 

read: 
This  too  is  needless ;  you've  imprinted  well 
Your  powers,  and  told  what  I  should  feebly  tell :. 
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Beside,  a  Muae  like  mine,  to  satire  prone, 
Would  fail  in  themes  where  there  is  praise  alone. 
— Law  shall  I  sing,  or  what  to  Law  belong*  ? 
Alas !  there  may  be  danger  in  sach  songs ; 
A  foolish  rhyme,  *t  is  said,  a  trifling  thing, 
Tlie  law  found  treason,  lor  it  toucli'd  the  king. 
But  kings  have  mercy,  in  these  happy  times, 
Or  surely  one  had  sufil-r'd  for  his  Rhymes  ; 
Our  glorious  Edwards  and  our  Henrys  bold. 
So  touch*d,  had  kept  the  reprobate  in  hold ; 
But  he  escaped, — ^nor  fear,  thank  Hcav'n,  have  I, 
Who  love  my  king,  for  such  offence  to  die. 
But  I  am  taught  the  danger  would  be  much, 
If  these  poor  lines  should  one  attorney  touch— 
(One  of  those  limbB  of  law  who  *re  always  here ; 
The  heads  come  down  to  guide  them  twice  a  year.) 
I  might  not  swing  indeed,  but  he  in  sport 
Would  whip  a  rhymer  on  from  court  to  court ; 

•Stop  him  in  ea4:h,  and  make  him  pay  for  oil 
The  long  proceedings  in  that  dreaded  Hall : — 

^hen  let  my  numbers  flow  discreetly  on, 
WamM  by  the  fate  of  luckless  Coddrington,* 

Xest  some  attorney  (pardon  me  the  name)       ' 

'UShould  wound  a  poor  Sfjlicitor  for  fame. 

One  man  of  law  in  George  the  Second's  reign 
'Was  all  our  frugal  fiithers  would  maintain  ; 
!H«  too  was  kept  fi)r  forms ;  a  man  oi  peace, 
'To  frame  a  contract,  or  to  draw  a  lease : 
I  He  had  a  clerk,  with  whom  he  used  to  write 
.All  the  day  long,  with  whom  be  drank  at  night ; 
^fipare  was  his  visage,  moderate  his  bill, 
.And  he  so  kind,  men  doubted  of  his  skill. 

Who  thinks  of  this,  with  some  amazemept  feees, 
IFor  one  so  poor,  three  flourishing  at  ease ; 

Nay,  one  in  splendour ! — see  that  mansion  tall, 
'That  lofly  door,  the  Ar-resounding  hall ; 

Well-fiirnish*d  rooms,  plate  shining  on  the  board, 
^ay  liveried  lads,  and  cellar  proudly  stored  : 
'Then  say  how  comes  it  that  such  fortunes  crown 
'These  sons  of  strife,  these  terrors  of  the  town  7 

Lo !  that  small  office !  there  th*  incautious  guest 
•Goes  blindfold  in,  and  that  maintains  the  rest ; 
*  There  in  \m  web,  th*  observant  spider  lies, 
.And  peers  about  for  fat  intruding  flies ; 
Boubtfbl  at  first,  he  hears  the  distant  hum. 
And  feels  them  fluttering  as  they  nearer  come ; 
'  They  buzz  and  blink,  and  doubtfully  they  tread 
'  On  the  strong  birdlime  of  the  utmost  thread ; 
But  when  they  're  once  entangled  by  the  gin, 
'With  what  an  eager  elasp  he  draws  them  in ! 
.Nor  shall  they  'scape,  till  after  long  delay, 
■And  aH  that  sweetens  life  is  drawn  away. 


**  Nay,  this,*'  you  cry,  **  is  common-place,  the  tale 
•Of  petty  tradesmen  o'er  their  evening.4de; 
'  There  are  who,  living  by  the  legal  pen. 
Are  held  in  honour — *■  honourable  men.*  *• 

Doubtless — ^there  ore  who  hold  manor^d  coiirts, 
<Or  whom  the  trust  of  powerful  friends  supports ; 
•Or  who,  by  labouring  through  a  letigth  of  time,  , 
*Have  pick'd  their  way,  unsullied  by  a  crime. 
^Tliese  are  the  few— in  this,  in  every  place, 
'Fix  the  litigious  rupture-stirring  race ; 


*Theaccoaatof  Coddrioirtoa  ocean  id  "  TluMtmnr  ftr 
.JtmgittnUs  ;**  ha  loflsnd  ia  Ihs  x^n  of  Richard  HI. 


Who  to  conisntion  as  to  trade  are  led. 

To  whom  dispute  and  strife  are  bliss  and  bread. 

There  is  a  doubtful  pauper,  and  we  think 
'T  is  not  with  us  to  give  him  meat  and  drink ; 
There  is  a  child,  and  't  is  not  mighty  clear 
Whether  the  mother  lived  with  us  a  year : 
A  road 's  indicted,  and  our  seniors  doubt 
If  in  our  proper  boundary  or  without : 
But  what  says  our  attorney  7  He  our  friend 
TeHs  us  *t  is  just  and  manly  to  contend. 

**  What !  to  a  neighbouring  parish  yield  your 
cause, 
While  you  have  money,  and  the  nation  laws  7 
What  I  lose  without  a  trial,  that  which  tried. 
May — nay  it  must — be  given  on  our  side  7  * 

All  men  of  spirit  wouM  contend ;  snch  men 
Than  lose  a  pound  would  rather  hazard  ten. 
What,  be  imposed  on  7  No !  a  British  soul 
Despises  imposition,  hates  control ; 
The  law  is  open ;  let  them,  if  they  dare. 
Support  their  cause ;  the  Borough  need  not  spore : 
All  I  advise  is  vigour  and  good-will : 
Is  it  agreed  then  7— ShoU  I  file  a  bill  7" 

The  trader,  grazier,  merchant,  priest  and  all. 
Whose  sons  aspiring,  to  professions  coll, 
Choose  from  their  lads  some  bold  and  subtle  boy. 
And  judge  him  fitted  for  this  grave  employ  : 
Him  a  keen  old  practitioner  admits. 
To  write  five  years  and  exercise  his  wits  : 
The  youth  has  heard — it  is  in  fact  his  creod—- 
Mankind  dispute,  that  lawyers  may  be  fee'd  : 
Jails,  bailiffs,  writs,  all  terms  and  threats  of  law. 
Grow  now  familiar  as  once  top  and  taw ; 
Rage,  hatred,  fear,  the  mind's  severer  ills, 
All  bring  employment,  all  augment  his  bills  : 
As  feels  the  surgeon  for  the  mangled  limb. 
The  mangled  mind  is  but  a  job  £r  him ; 
Thus  taught  to  tliink,  these  legal  reasoners  draw 
Morals  and  maxims  from  their  views  of  law  ; 
They  cease  to  judge  by  precepts  taught  in  i 
By  man's  plain  sense,  or  by  religious  rules ; 
No !  nor  by  law  itself,  in  truth  aiscem*d. 
But  as  its  statutes  may  be  warpM  and  tum'd  : 
How  they  should  iudge  of  man,  his  word  and  deed. 
They  in  their  books  and  not  their  bosoms  read  : 
Of  some  good  act  you  speak  with  just  applause, 
**  No !  no !"  says  he,  "  't  would  be  a  losing  cause  :** 
Blame  you  some  tyrant's  deed? — ^he  answers  **  Nay, 
He  '11  get  a  verdict ;  heed  you  what  you  say." 
Thus  to  conclusions  from  examples  led. 
The  heart  resigns  all  judgment  to  the  head ; 
Law,  law  ak>ne  for  ever  kept  in  view. 
His  measures  guides,  and  rules  his  consoience  too ; 
Often  commandmentB,  he  confesses  three 
Are  yet  in  force,  and  tells  you  which  the^  be. 
As  law  instructs  him,  thus:  *'Tour  neighbour** 

wife 
You  roust  not  take,  his  chattels,  nor  his  life ; 
Break  these  decrees,  for  damage  you  must  pay  ; 
These  you  must  reverence,  and  the  rest — ^yoa  may." 

Law  was  design'd  to  keep  a  state  in  peace ; 
To  punish  robbery,  that  wrong  might  cease ; 
To  be  impregnable ;  a  constant  fbrt, 
To  which  the  weak  and  injured  might  reeort : 
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6at  tliete  perperted  minds  its  force  employ. 
Not  to  protect  mankind,  but  to  annoy ; 
And  long  as  ammvnition  can  be  found. 
Its  U^fatniBf  flashes  and  its  thondera  sound. 

Or  law  with  l^^yers  is  an  ample  stUl, 
Wrought  by  the  passions^  heat  with  chymic  skill : 
While  the  fire  bnrns,  the  gains  are  quickly  made^ 
And  freely  flow  the  profits  of  the  trade ; 
Nay,  when  the  fierceness  fails,  these  artists  bbw  ' 
The  dying  fire,  and  make  the  embers  glow. 
As  long  as  they  can  make  tlie  smaller  profits  flow 
At  length  the  process  of  itself  will  stop, 
When  they  perceive  they  Ve  drawn  out  every  drop. 

Yet  I  repeat,  there  are,  who  nobly  striTo 
To  keep  the  sense  of  moral  worth  dive ; 
Men  who  wooM  starve,  ere  meanly  deign  to  lh» 
On  what  deception  and  chican*ry  give. 
And  these  at  Ien|[th  succeed ;  they  have  their  stri^ 
rbeir  apprehensions,  stops,  and  rubs  in  lifQ ; 
But  hoDonr,  appGcation,  care  and  skill. 
Shall  bend  opposing  fortune  to  their  will. 

Of  snch  is  Archer,  he  who  keeps  in  awe 
Contending  parties  by  his  threats  of  law : 
He,  ronghly  honbst,  has  been  long  a  guide 
In  Boroogb-business,  on  the  conquering  side ; 
And  seen  so  much  of  both  sides,  and  so  long. 
He  thinks  the  bias  of  man^s  mind  goes  wrong : 
Thns,  though  he  *s  friendly,  he  is  still  severe, 
Sorlj  though  kind,  suspiciously  sincere : 
So  much  he  *8  seen  of  baseness  in  the  mind. 
That,  while  a  friend  to  man,  he  scorns  mankind ; 
He  knvws  the  hamon  heart,  and  sees  with  dread, 
By  aligbt  temptation,  how  the  strong  are  led ; 
lie  kmnrs  how  intafest  dan  asunder  rend 
The  bond  of  parent,  master,  gaardian,  friend. 
To  form  a  new  and  a  degrading  tie 
*Twixt  needy  viee  and  tempting  vittany. 
Soand  in  hiuMsl^  yet  when  sndi  flaws  appear. 
He  dodhfai  of  all,  and  learns  that  self  to  h^i 
For  where  so  dark  the  moral  view  is  grown, 
A  tinaid  conscience  trembles  for  her  own; 
The  pitchy  taint  of  general  vice*  is  such 
As  danba  the  fancy,  and  you  dread  the  touch. 

Far  unlike  him  was  one  in  former  times, 
Famed  fi>r  the  spoil  he  gathered  by  his  crimes ; 
Who,  while  his  brethren  nibUtng  held  tfaeur  prey. 
He  IBLe  an  eagle  seized  and  bore  the  whole  away. 

Swallow,  a  poor  attorney,  brought  his  boy 
Up  at  his  desk,  and  gave  him  his  employ ; 
He  would  have  bound  him  to  an  honest  trade, 
Coold  preparations  have  been  ddly  made. 
The  clerkship  ended,  both  the  sire  and  son 
Together  did  what  business  could  be  done ; 
Sometimes  they  M  lock  to  stir  up  small  disputes 
Among  their  friends,  and  raise  them  into  suits : 
Though  close  and  hard,  the  &ther  was  content 
With  this  resource,  now  old  and  indolent : 
Bat  his  young  Swallow,  gaping  and  alive 
To  fiercer  feaings,  was  resolved  to  thrive  :—• 
•  Father,^  he  said,  •  but  little  can  they  win. 
Who  hunt  in  couples  where  the  game  is  thin  ; 
Let  'a  |Kurt  in  peace,  and  each  pursue  his  gain 
Whnre  it  may  start    our  love  may  yet  remain.'* 


The  parent  growPd,  be  vouldnH  think  that  love 
Made  the  young  cockatrice  his  den  remove ; 
But,  taught  by  habit,  he  the  truth  snppress'd, 
Forced  a  frank  look,  and  said  he  **  thought  it  best** 
Not  long  they  *d  parted  ere  dispute  arose  ; 
The  game  they  hunted  quickly  made  them  foes : 
Some  bouse,  the  father  by  his  qirt  had  won, 
Seem*d  a  fit  cause  of  contest  to  the  son. 
Who  raised  a  claimant,.and  then  found  a  way 
By  a  staunch  witness  to  secure  his  prey> 
The  people  cursed  him,  but  in  times  of  need 
Trusted  in  one  so  certain  to  succeed : 
By  law*s  dark  by-ways  he  had  stored  his  mind 
with  wicked  knowledge,  how  to  cheat  mankind. 
Few  are  the  freeholds  in  our  ancient  town ; 
A  copy-right  from  heir  to  heir  came  down. 
From  whence  some  heat  arose,  when  there  wm 

doubt. 
In  point  of  heirship ;  but  the  fire  went  out, 
Till  our  attorney  had  the  art  to  raise 
The  dying  spark,  and  btowit  to  a  blaze : 
For  this  he  now  began  his  friends  to  treat ; 
His  wa^  to  starve  uem  was  to  make  them  eat. 
And  drmk  oblivions  draughts — to  hb  applause 
It  must  be  said,  he  never  starved  a  cause ; 
He  *d  roast  and  boiled  upon  bis  board ;  the  boast 
Of  half  his  victims  was  his  boilM  and  roast ; 
And  these  at  every  hour — he  seldom  took 
Aside  his  client,  till  be  M  praised  bis  cook ; 
Nor  to  an  office  led  him,  there  in  pain 
To  give  his  story  and  go  out  a^n ; 
But  first  the  brandy  and  the  dune  were  seen. 
And  then  the  business  came  by  starts  between. 

**  Well,  if  *t  is  so,  the  house  to  you  belongs ; 
But  have  you  money  to  redress  these  wrongs  ? 
Nay,  look  not  sad,  my  fHend ;  if  you  *re  correct, 
You  *11  find  the  friendship  that  you  M  not  expect** 

If  right  the'  man,  the  house  wat  SwaUow*s  own; 
If  wrong,  his  kindness  and  good-will  were  shown ; 
"Rogue!"   "ViUain!"  "Scoundieir    cried    the 

losers  all; 
He  let  them  cry,  for  what  would  that  recall  7 
At  length  be  fell  us,  took  a  village  seat. 
And  like  a  vulture  lookM  abroad  for  meat ; 
The  Borough-booty,  give  it  all  its  praise, 
Had  only  served  the  appetite  to  raise ; 
But  if  fWira  simple  heirs  he  drew  their  land. 
He  might  a  noble  fbast  at  wiU  command ; 
Still  he  proceeded  by  his  former  rides, 
His  bai^  their  pleasures,  when  he  fiah'd  for  ibels  ;— 
Flagons  and  haunches  on  his  boajKl  were  placed. 
And  subtle  avarice  lookM  like  tiioughtless  waste  i 
Most  of  his  friends,  though  youth  fipom  him  had 

fled, 
Were  young,  were  minors,  of  their  sires  in  dread ; 
Or  those  whom  widowM  mothers  kept  in  bounds, 
And  eheck*d  their  generons  rage  ror  steeds  and 

hounds ; 
Or  sneh  as  travelled  'cross  the  land  to  view 
A  Christian's  conflict  with  a  boxing  Jew : 
Some  too  had  ran  upon  Newmarket  heath 
With  so  much  speed  that  they  were  out  of  breathy 
Othera  had  tasted  claret,  till  they  now 
To  humbler  port  would  turn,  and  knew  not  how. 
All  these  fbr  favours  would  to  Swallow  run, 
Who  never  sought  their  thanks  for  alkhe  'd  don«  t 
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He  Ifindly  took  them  by  the  hand,  then  bow*d 
Politely  low,  and  thus  his  love  avow'd — 
(For  he  *d  a  way  that  many  judged  polite, 
A  canning  dog-^he  M  fawn  before  he  M  bite) — 

"  Observe,  my  friends,  the  frailty  of  our  race 
When  age  unmans  us — let  me  state  a  case : 
There  *s  our  friend  Rupert — we  shall  soon  redress 
His  present  evil — drink  to  our  success — 
I  flatter  not ;  but  did  you  6ver  see 
Limbs  better  turnM  ?  a  prettier  boy  than  he  7 
His  senses  all  acute,  his  passions  such 
As  nature  gave — she  never  does  too  much ; 
His  the  bold  wish  the  cup  of  joy  to  drain, 
And  strength  to  bear  it  without  qualm  or  pain. 

**  Now  view  his  father  as  he  dozing  lies. 
Whose  senses  wake  not  when  be  opes  hb  eyes ; 
Who  slips  and  shuffles  when  he  means  to  walk, 
And  lisps  and  gabbles  if  he  tries  to  talk ; 
Feeling  he  *s  none,  he  could  as  soon  destroy 
The  earth  itself^  as  aught  it  holds  enjoy ; 
A  nurse  attends  him  to  lay  straight  his  limbs, 
Present  his  gruel,  and  respect  his  whims : 
Now  shall  tills  dotard  from  our  hero  hold 
His  lands  and  lordships  7  Shall  he  hide  his  gold  7 
That  which  he  cannot  use,  and  dare  not  show, 
And  will  not  give— why  longer  should  he  owe  7 
Yet,  't  would  be  murder  should  we  snap  the  locks, 
And  take  the  thing  be  worships  from  the  box ; 
So  let  him  dote  and  dteam :  but,  till  he  die, 
Shall  not  our  generous  heir  receive  supply  7 
For  ever  sitting  on  the  river*8  brink, 
And  ever  thirsty,  shall  he  fear  to  drink  7 
The  means  are  simple,  let  him  only  wish, 
Then  say  he  *s  willing,  and  I  Ul  fill  his  dish.** 

They  all  applauded,  and  not  least  the  boy, 
Who  now  replied,  **  It  fiU'd  his  heart  with  joy 
To  find  he  needed  not  deliverance  crave 
Of  death,  or  wish  the  justice  in  the  grave; 
Who,  while  be  spent,  would  every  art  retail 
Of  luring  home  the  scattered  gold  again : 
Just  as  a  fountain  gaily  spirts  and  pbys 
With  what  returns  in  still  and  secret  ways.** 

Short  was  the  dream  of  bliss ;  he  qoickly  fiiand. 
His  father*s  acres  all  were  Swallow's  ground. 
Yet  to  those  arts  would  other  heroes  lend 
A  willing  ear,  and  Swallow  was  their  friend : 
Ever  successfiil,  some  began  to  think 
That  Satan  helped  him  to  his  pen  and  ink ; 
And  shrewd  suspicions  ran  about  the  place, 
**  There  was  a  compact" — I  must  leave  the  case. 
But  of  the  parties,  had  the  fiend  been  one, 
The  business  could  not  have  been  speedier  done : 
Still  when  a  man  has  angled  day  and  night. 
The  silliest  gudgeons  will  refuse  to  bite  : 
So  Swallow  tried  no  more ;  but  if  they  came 
To  seek  his  friendship,  that  remained  the  same : 
Thus  he  retired  in  peace,  and  some  would  say 
He  *d  balk'd  his  partner,  and  had  leamM  to  pray. 
To  this  some  zealots  lent  an  ear,  and  sought 
How  Swallow  felt,  then  said  **  a  change  is  wrought:** 
*T  was  true  there  wanted  all  the  sipns  of  grace. 
But  there  were  strong  professions  in  their  place : 
Then  toorthe  less  that  men  from  him  expect. 
The  more  the  praise  to  the  converting  sect ; 


He  had  not  yet  subscribed  to  all  their  creed. 
Nor  own*d  a  call,  but  he  confessed  the  need : 
His  acquiescent  speech,  his  gracious  look, 
That  pure  attention,  when  the  brethren  spoke* 
Was  all  contrition, — he  had  felt  the  wound. 
And  with  confession  would  again  be  soundl 

True,  Swallow's  board  had  still  the  sumptuous  treat: 
But  could  they  blame  7  the  warmest  zealots  eat* 
He  drank — *t  was  needful  his  pocnr  nerves  to  brace : 
He  swore — *twas  habit;  he  was  grieved — *twas 

grace. 

Wbot  could  they  do  a  new-born  zeal  to  nurse  t 
**  His  wealth  *s  undoubted — ^let  him  hoM  our  pune; 
He  ^11  add  his  bounty,  and  the  house  we  *]1  raise 
Hard  by  the  church,  and  gather  all  her  strays ; 
We  *11  watch  her  sinners  as  they  home  retire, 
And  pluck  the- brands  from  the  devouring  fire.** 

Alas !  such  speech  vras  but  an  empty  boast ; 
The  ffood  men  reckon*d,  but  without  tneir  host : 
Swalu>w,  delighted,  took  the  trusted  store. 
And  own*d  the  sum — they  did  not  ask  for  more. 
Till  more  was  needed ;  when  they  callM  for  aid — 
And  had  it  7 — No,  their  affent  was  afraid ! 
''Could  he  but  know  to  whom  he  should  refund, 
He  would  most  gladly-^nay,  he  *d  go  beyond ; 
But  when  such  numbers  claim*d,  when  some  wen 

gone. 

And  others  going — ^he  must  bold  it  on. 
The  Lord  would  help  them.** — Loud  their  anger 

grew. 

And  while  they  threat*ning  from  bis  door  withdrew, 
He  bow*d  politely  low,  and  bade  them  all  adieu. 

But  lives  the  man  by  whom  such  deeds  are  done? 
Yes,  many  such — ^but  Swallow's  race  is  nm ; 
His  name  is  lost, — for  though  ^lis  sons  have  name, 
It  is  not  his,  they  all  escape  the  shame ; 
Nor  is  there  vestige  now  of  all  he  bad. 
His  means  are  wasted,  for  his  heir  was  mad : 
Still  we  of  Swallow  as  a  monster  speak, 
A  hard  bad  man,  who  prey*d  upon  the  weak. 
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Finireot  multi  lethomala;  eradula  Titain 
Spet  nlit,  et  oielius  crM  Tore  lemper  ait 

TIBULLUa. 

He  fell  to  Juffsle,  cant,  and  cheat— 
For  «•  those  fowli  that  live  in  watar 
Are  never  wet,  he  did  botantaner; 
Whatever  he  laboarM  to  appear, 
His  uoderaianding  still  waa  clear. 
A  paltry  wretch  be  had,  balMoived, 
That  him  in  place  orxany  Mrred. 
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Not,  to  a  mver  tribe  we  turn  onr  view, 

And  vield  the  praise  to  worth  and  science  doe ;  . 

Bot  this  with  serious  words  and  sober  style, 

fa  these  are  firiends  with  whom  we  seldom  smile, 

Helpers  of  men*  they  're  caiPd,  and  we  confess 

Theirs  the  deep  study,  theirs  the  lucky  guess. 

We  own  that  numbers  join  with  care  and  skill, 

A  temperate  judgment,  a  devoted  will ; 

Hen  who  suppress  their  feelings,  but  who  feel 

The  painful  symptoms  they  delight  to  heal : 

Patient  in  all  their  trials,  they  sustain 

The  starts  of  passion,  the  reproach  of  pain ; 

With  hearts  affected,  but  with  looks  serene. 

Intent  they  wait  through  all  the  solemn  scene, 

Gkd  if  a  hope  should  rise  from  nature's  strife, 

To  aid  their  skill  and  save  the  lingering  life ; 

Bat  this  must  virtue's  generous  enort  he^ 

And  ipring  from  nobler  motives  than  a  fee : 

To  the  physicians  of  the  soul,  and  these. 

Ton  the  distressM  fer  safety,  hope,  and  ease. 

Bot  as  physicians  of  that  nobler  kind 
Have  their  warm  zealots,  and  their  sectaries  blind. 
So  among  these  for  knowledge  most  renown*d. 
Are  dreaimerB  strange,  and  stubborn  bigots  fei^d. 
Sooae,  too,  admitted  to  this  honour'd  name. 
Have,  without  learning,  feund  a  way  to  fame ; 
And  some  by  learning— young  physicians  write, 
To  set  their  merit  in  the  fairest  light ; 
With  them  a  treatise  is  a  bait  that  draws 
Approving  voices — *t  is  to  gain  applause. 
And  to  ealt  them  in  the  public  view. 
More  than  a  life  of  worthy  toil  could  do. 
When 't  is  proposed  to  make  the  man  renown'd. 
In  every  age,  convenient  doubts  abound ; 
Convenient  themes  in  every  period  start. 
Which  he  may  treat  with  all  the  pomp  of  art ; 
Curious  conjectures  he  may  always  make. 
And  either  side  of  dubious  questions  take : 
He  may  a  system  broach,  or,  if  he  please. 
Start  new  opinions  of  an  old  disease ; 
Or  may  lome  simple  in  the  woodland  trace, 
And  be  its  patron,  till  it  runs  its  race ; 
Af  nistic  dameeb  from  their  woods  are  won. 
And  hve  in  splendour  till  their  race  be  run ; 
It  weighs  not  much  on  what  their  powers  be  shown, 
^'^hen  all  his  purpose  is  to  make  them  known. 

To  show  the  world  what  k>ng  experience  gains, 
Requires  not  courage,  though  it  calls  for  pains ; 
Bat  at  life's  outset  to  inferm  mankind 
la  a  bold  effort  of  a  valiant  mind. 

The  great  good  man,  fer  noblest  cause,  displays 
What  many  labours  taught,  and  many  days ; 
^^ese  sound  instruction  from  experience  give, 
*Tie  others  show  us  how  they  mean  to  live ; 


That  they  have  genius,  and  they  hope  mankind 
Will  to  its  efforts  be  no  longer  blind. 

There  ore  beside,  whom  powerful  friends  advance, 
Whom  fashion  favours,  person,  patrons,  chance ; 
And  merit  sighs  to  see  a  fortune  made 
By  daring  rashness  or  by  dull  parade. 

But  these  are  trifling  evils ;  there  is  one 
Which  walks  uncheck'd,  and  triumphs  in  the  sun. 
There  was  a  time,  when  we  beheld  the  quack, 
On  public  stage,  the  licensed  trade  attack ; 
He  made  his  kbour'd  speech  with  poor  parade. 
And  then  a  laughing  zany  lent  him  aid : 
Smiling  we  pass'd  him,  but  we  felt  the  while 
Pity  so  much,  that  soon  we  ceased  to  smile ; 
Assured  that  fluent  speech  and  flow'ry  vest 
Disguised  the  troubles  of  a  man  distress'd. 

But  now  our  quacks  are  gamesters,  and  they  play 
With  crafl  and  skill  to  ruin  and  betray ; 
I  With  monstrous  promise  they  delude  the  mind, 
And  thrive  on  all  that  tortures  human^kind. 

Yoid  of  all  honour,  avaricious,  rash, 
ThQ  daring  tribe  compound  their  boasted  trash — 
Tincture  or  syrup,  lotion,  drop  or  pill : 
Ail  tempt  the  sick  to  trust  the  lying  bill ; 
And  twenty  names  of  cobl^lers  turn'd  to  squires, 
Aid  the  bold  language  of  these  blushless  liars. 
There  are  among  them  those  who  cannot  read. 
And  yet  they  'II  buy  a  patent,  and  succeed ; 
Will  dare  to  promise  dying  sufferers  aid. 
For  who,  when  dead,  can  threaten  or  upbraid  7 
With  cruel  avarice  still  they  recommend 
More  draughts,  more  syrup  to  the  journey's  end, 
*•  I  feel  it  not;"—"  Then  take  it  every  hour :" 
"  It  makes  me  worse ;" — **  Why  then  it  shows  its 

power*'* 
**  I  ffear  to  die ;" — ••  Let  not  your  spirits  sink, 
You're  always  safe,  while  you  believe  and  drink." 

How  strange  to  add,  in  this  neferious  trade. 
That  men  of  parts  are  dupes  by  dunces  made ! 
That  creatures,  nature  meant  should  clean  oar 

streets. 
Have  purchased  lands  and  mansions,  parks  and 

seats; 
Wretches  with  conscience  so  obtuse,  they  leave  ' 
Their  untaught  sons  their  parents  to  deceive ; 
And  when  they  're  laid  upon  their  dying-bed. 
No  thought  of  murder  comes  into  their  head, 
Nor  one  revengeful  ghost  to  them  appears, 
To  fill  the  soul  with  penitential  fears. 
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*  QpUaniaeper  orbeoa  dicor. 


Yet  not  the  whole  of  this  imposing  train 
l^heir  garden?,  seats,  and  carriages  obtain ; 
Chiefly,,  indeed,  they  to  the  robbers  fell. 
Who  are  most  fittea  to  disgrace  them  all : 
But  there  is  hazard — patents  must  be  bought^ 
Venders  and  puffers  for  the  poison  sought; 
And  then  in  many  a  paper  through  the  year, 
Must  cures  and  cases,  oaths  and  proofs  appear ; 
Men  snatch'd  from  graves,  as  they  were  dropping  in, 
Their  lungs  cough'd  up,  their  bones  pierced  through 

the  skin ; 
Their  liver  all  one  scirrhus,  and  the  frame 
Poison'd  with  evils  which  they  dare  not  name ; 
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Men  who  spent  all  upon  physicians*  fees, 

Who  never  slept,  nor  had  a  moment's  ease. 

Are  now  as  roaches  sound,  and  all  as  brisk  as  bees. 

If  the  sick  ffudffeons  to  the  bait  attend, 
And  come  m  ^kmIb,  the  angler  gains  Iris  end ;    • 
But  should  the  advertising  cash  be  spent. 
Ere  yet  the  town  has  due  attention  lent. 
Then  bursts  the  bubble,  and  the  hungry  cheat 
Pines  lor  the  bread  he  ill  deserves  to  eat ; 
It  is  a  lottery,  and  ho  shares  perhaps 
The  rich'man*s  feast,  or  begs  the  pauper's  scraps. 

From  powerful  causes  spring  th'  empiric's  gains, 
Man's  love  of  liie,  his  weakness,  and  his  pains ; 
These  iirst  indaoe  him  the  vile  trash  to  try. 
Then  lend  his  name,  that  other  men  may  buy : 
This  love  of  life,  which  in  our  nature  ri^es. 
To  vile  imposture  makes  us  dupes  and  tools ; 
Then  pain  compels  th'  impatient  soul  to  seiie 
On  promised  hopes  of  instantaneous  ease ; 
And  weakness  too  with  every  wish  compUes, 
Worn  out  and  won  by  importunitias. 

Troubled  with  something  in  your  bile  or  Uood, 
You  think  your  doctor  does  you  little  good ; 
And,  grown  impatient,  you  require  in  haste 
The  nervous  cordial,  nor  dislike  the  taste ; 
It  comforts,  heals,  and  strengUiens ;  nay,  you  think 
It  makes  you  better  every  time  you  drink : 
**  Then  lend  your  name" — ^you  're  loth,  but  yet  con- 
fess 
Its  powers  are  great,  and  so  you  acquiesce ; 
Yet  think  a  moment,  ore  your  name  you  l^id, 
With  whose  't  is  placed,  and  what  you  recommend ; 
Who  tipples  brandy  will  some  comfort  feel. 
But  wiU  he  to  the  med'cine  set  his  seal  ? 
Wait,  and  you  '11  find  the  cordial  you  admire 
Has  added  fuel  to  your  fever's  fire : 
Say,  should  a  robber  chance  jour  puzse  to  spare^ 
Would  you  the  honour  of  the  man  declare  ? 
Would  you  assist  his  purpose  7  swell  his  crime  7 
Besides,  be  might  not  spare  a  second  time. 

Composskm  sometimes  sets  the  fatal  sign ; 
The  man  was  poor,  and  humbly  be^'d  a  line; 
Else  how  should  noble  names  and  tiues  back 
The  spreading  praise  of  some  advent'rous  qua^  7 
But  he  the  moment  watches,  and  entreats 
Your  honour's   name, — ^your    honour  joins  the 

cheats; 
You  judged  the  med'cine  harmless,  and  you  lent 
What  help  you  could,  and  with  the  best  mtent; 
But  can  it  please  you,  thus  to  league  with  all 
Whom  he  can  beg  or  bribe  to  swell  the  scrawl  7 
Would  you  those  wrappers  with  your  name  adorn. 
Which  hold  the  poison  for  the  yet  unborn  7 

No  class  escapes  them — from  the  poor  man's  pay 
The  nostrum  takes  no  trifling  part  away ; 
See !  those  square  patent  bottles  from  the  shop, 
Now  decoration  to  the  cupboard's  top; 
And  there  a  favourite  hoard  you  'II  find  within, 
Companions  meet !  the  julep  and  the  gin. 

Time  too  with  cash  is  wasted ;  'tis  the  fate 
Of  real  helpers  to  be  call'd  too  late ; 
This  find  die  sick,  when  (time  and  patience  gone) 
Death  with  a  tenfold  terror  harries  on. 


Suppose  the  case  surpasses  human  skill. 

There  comes  a  quack  to  flatter  weakness  still ; 

What  greater  evil  can  a  flatterer  do. 

Than  fh>m  himself  to  take  the  sufferer's  view  T 

To  turn  firom  sacred  thoughts  his  reasoning  powers, 

And  rob  a  sinner  of  his  dying  hours  7 ' 

Yet  this  they  dare,  and  craving  to  the  last. 

In  hope's  strong  bondage  hold  their  victim  flurt: 

For  soul  or  body  no  concern  have  they. 

All  their  inquiry,  **  Can  the  patient  pay  ? 

And  will  he  swallow  draughts  until  his  dying  day  7^ 

Observe  what  ills  to  nervous  females  flow. 
When  the  heart  flutters,  and  the  pulse  is  low ; 
If  once  induced  these  cordial  sips  to  tnr, 
All  feel  the  ease,  and  few  the  dangers  flj ; 
For  while  obtain'd,  of  drams  they  've  all  the  fyne^ 
And  when  denied,  then  drams  are  the  resouzoe. 

Nor  these  the  only  evils— there  are  those 
Who  tor  the  troubl^  mind  prepare  repose ; 
They  write :  the  young  are  tenderly  addrcss'd* 
Much  danger  hinted,  much  concern  ezpress'd  ; 
Thej  dweU  on  freedoms  lads  are  prone  to  take. 
Which  makes  the  doctor  tremble  for  their  sake  ; 
Still  if  the  jrouthful  patient  will  but  trust 
In  one  so  kind,  so  pitiful,  and  just ; 
If  he  will  take  the  tonic  all  the  time. 
And  hold  but  moderate  intercourse  with  crime. 
The  sage  will  gravely  give  his  honest  word, 
That  strength  and  apinls  shall  be  both  restored; 
In  plainer  English— if  you  mean  to  sin. 
Fly  to  the  drops,  and  instanlly  begin. 

Who  would  not  lend  a  aympathiziqg  si^ 
To  hear  yon  infant's  pity-moving  cry  7 
Th^  feeble  sob,  unlike  the  new-bora  Boto» 
Which  came  with  vigour  firom  the  opening  throat ; 
When  air  and  li^ht  first  rush'd  on  hm^  aad  ejea. 
And  there  was  life  and  spirit  in  the  crjes ; 
Now  an  abortive,  faint  attempt  to  weep^ 
Is  all  we  hear;  sensation  is  asleep : 
The  boy  was  healthy,  and  at  first  ezpreas'd 
His  feelmgs  loudl^jr,  when  he  fail'd  to  r«8t ; 
When  cramm'd  with  food,  and  tigliten'd  erery  limlH 
To  cry  aloud  was  what  pertain'd  to  him  { 
Then  the  good  nurse  (who,  had  she  borne  a  brain« 
Had  sought  the  cause  that  made  her  babe  complain,) 
Has  all  her  efforts,  loving  soul !  ai^ilied. 
To  set  the  cry,  and  not  Uie  cause,  aside ; 
She  gave  her  powerful  sweet  without  remorse. 
The  $leeping  cor<2ui{— she  had  tried  its  fbroo. 
Repeating  ofl :  the  infant  freed  from  pain. 
Rejected  food,  but  took  the  dose  again. 
Sinking  to  sleep;  while  she  her  joy  ezprsasM, 
That  her  dear  charge  could  sweetly  take  hia  rest : 
Soon  may  she  spare  her  cordial ;  not  a  doubt 
Remains  but  quickly  he  will  rest  without 

This  moyes  our  grief  and  pity,  and  we  ri^ 
To  think  what  numben  from  these  causes  die  ; 
But  what  contempt  and  anger  should  we  show. 
Did  we  the  lives  of  these  imposton  know ! 

Ere  for  the  world's  I  left  the  cares  of  school. 
One  I  remember  who  assumed  the  fool : 
A  part  well  suited — when  the  idler  boys 
I  Would  shout  around  him,  and  he  loved  the 
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They  calTd  him  NwUy ; — Neddy  had  the  art 
To  pbj  with  skill  his  igrnominioua  part ; 
When  be  his  trifles  would  for  sale  display, 
Aod  act  the  mimic  for  a  school-boy's  pay. 
For  many  years  ke  plied  his  hamUe  trade. 
And  used  his  Uicks  and  talents  to  persuade ; 
The  fettsw  barely  read,  hot  chanced  to  look 
Among  the  fraginenta  of  a  tatler*d  book ; 
Where  after  many  effixtt  made  to  spell 
One  pinEKD|r  word,  be  found  it  oxymel ; 
A  potent  thing,  *t  w«e  said,  to  core  the  ills 
Of  aitiBg  laogs— the  oxymel  ^  $quUU : 
Sqoflb  be  procured,  but  found  the  bitter  strong. 
And  moat  tmpleasant ;  none  would  take  it  long ; 
Bat  the  pore  acid  and  the  sweet  would  make 
A  medicina  numbers  would  for  pleasure  taka 

There  was  a  fellow  near,  aa  artful  knave, 
Who  knew  the  plan,  and  much  assiatance  gave; 
He  wrote  the  puffa,  and  every  talent  plied 
To  nake  it  sell :  it  told,  and  then  be  died. 

Nov  all  the  profit  fell  to  Ned's  control. 
And  Pride  and  Avarice  qnairellM  for  his  soul ; 
When  mighty  profits  by  the  trash  were  made, 
Pride  bailt  a  palace,  Avarice  groan*d  and  paid ; 
Pride  placed  the  signs  of  grandeur  all  about. 
And  ATirioe  baxr*d  his  friends  and  children  out 

Now  see  him  doctor !  yes,  the  idle  fool, 
"niebQtt,  the  robber  ef  the  lads  at  school; 
Who  then  knew  nothing,  nothing  since  acquired, 
Bmme  a  dodor,  bonourM  and  lulmired ; 
Hif  dress,  his  fiwn,  his  dignity,  were  such, 
Some  who  had  known  him  thought  his  knowledge 


Nay,  men  of  skill,  of  apprehension  quick, 
Spas  of  their  knowledge,  trusted  him  when  sick : 
Tboogh  he  could  neither  reason,  write,  nor  spell, 
Tbtyjei  had  hope  his  trash  would  make  them  well: 
And  while  the/  soom'd  his  parts,  they  took  his 

ozvroeL 
Oh  I  when  his  nerves  had  once  received  a  shock, 
Sir  Isaac  Newton  might  have  gone  to  Rock  :* 
Hence  impositions  of  the  grossest  kind. 
Hence  thimght  is  foeble,  understanding  blmd ; 
Benee  sdins  enormous  by  those  cheats  are  made, 
And  deaths  unnumbered  by  their  dreadful  trade. 

Alas !  in  vain  is  my  contempt  expressed, 
To  itronger  passions  are  my  words  addressM ; 
To  pain,  to  fear,  to  terror,  their  appeal : 
To  those  who,  weakly  reasoning,  strongly  feeL 

What  then  our  hopes? — perhaps  there  may  by  law 
Be  method  found,  these  pests  to  curb  and  awe ; 
Tet  m  this  land  t^  freedom,  law  is  slack 
With  any  being  to  commence  attack ; 
^*hen  let  us  trust  to  science — there  are  those 
Who  can  their  falsehoods  and  their  frauds  diseloee. 
An  their  vile  trash  detect,  and  their  low  tricks  ex- 

pose: 
Perhaps  their  numbers  may  in  time  confound 
'Hieb  arte— as  scorpions  give  themselves  the  wound: 
Por  when  these  curers  dwell  in  every  place. 
While  of  the  cured  we  not  a  man  can  trace, 
Sltoag  truth  may  then  the  public  mind  persuade. 
And  spoil  the  fruitB  of  this  nefarious  trade. 


*  Aaaopirie  who  JUmritktd  at  Ibea 


BtioM  with  Ibis  treat 
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Noo  iMMMdeat«ii  mntla  voeaveris 
Bacta  beatum :  reetia*  oecopat 


Muneribiu  Mpwnler  uti, 
Duramaue  eallet  paoperiem  patL 

HOR.Ub.ir,od.9. 

Nod  uxor  mI? am  le  roK  noo  ffliui :  omnes 
Vidoi  oderuDt ;  ooti,  puari  atque  puelte. 
MirariSf  oqjd  tu  arirento  poet  omnia  ponaa. 
Si  nemo  pnsatat.  quam  non  maraaria,  amoram  1 
HOE.8at.IikL 

Non  propter  vitam  faeiaat  patrimonia  qoidaah 
Bad  Titio  eaoi  propter  patrimonia  muoL 

JUVENAL.  Sail  IS. 


No  extensive  Manufactories  in  the  Borough:  yet 
conaiderable  fortunes  made  there— lUJiidgment 
of  Parents  in  disposing  of  their  Sons— The  best 
educated  not  the  most  likely  to  succeed — In- 
stance—Want of  Success  compensated  by  tbs 
lenient  Power  of  some  Avoeatiens — ^The  Nato* 
ralist— The  Weaver  an  BIntomologist,  etc^-A 
Priie-Flower— <Story  of  Walter  and  William. 


Or  manufiictures,  trade,  inventions  nx9^ 
Steam-towers  and  looms,  you*d  ^now  our  Bo- 
rough's share — 
*Tis  small:  we  boast  not  these  rich  subjecta  here* 
Who  hazard  thrice  ten  thousand  pounds  a-year ; 
We  *ve  no  huge  buildings,  where  incessant  noise 
Is  made  by  springs  and  spindles,  girls  and  boys ; 
Where  *mid  such  thundering  sounds,  the  maiden's 

song 
Is  «*  Harmony  in  uproar*^  all  day  long.  ^ 

Still  common  minds  with  us,  in  commop  trader 
Have  gained  more  wealth  than  ever  student  made; 
And  yet  a  merchant,  when  he  gives  hi$  son 
His  college-learning,  thinks  his  duty  done ; 
A  way  to  wealth  he  leaves  his  boy  to  fiod. 
Just  when  he  *s  made  for  the  diseovery  blind. 

Jones  and  his  wife  perceived  their  elder  boy 
Took  to  his  learning,  and  it  gave  them  joy ; 
This  tliey  encoura^d,  and  were  bless'd  to  see 
Their  son  a  fellow  with  a  high  degree ; 
A  living  fell,  he  married,  and  his  sire 
Declar^  *t  was  all  a  father  could  require ;  ^ 
Children  then  blessM  them,  and  when  letters  came. 
The  parents  proudly  told  each  grandchild's  name. 

Meantime  the  sons  at  home  in  trade  were  placed, . 
Money  their  object— just  the  ikther*s  taste ;  - 
Saving  he  lived  and  long,  and  when  he  died. 
He  gave  them  all  his  fortune  to  diride : 

**  Martin,'*  said  he,  **  at  vast  expense  was  taught  ;: 
He  gainM  his  wish,  and  has  the  ease  he  sought** 

*  Ths  title  of  aalMft  niaas  of  Jiumonr  br  Arbutlsnl. 
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Thus  the  ^^ood  priest  (the  Christian  scholar!) 
finds 
What  estimate  is  made  by  vulgar  minds ; 
He  sees  his  brothers,  who  had  every  gill 
Of  thriving  now  assisted  in  their  thrift ; 
While  he  whom  learning,  habits,  all  prevent, 
Is  largely  malct  Ibr  each  impediment 

Yet  let  us  o\fn  that  trade  has  much  of  chance, 
Not  all  the  careful  by  their  care  advance ; 
With  the  same  parts  and  prospects,  one  a  seat 
Builds  for  himself;  one  finds  it  in  the  Fleet 
Then  to  the  wealthy  you  will  see  denied 
Comforts  and  joys  that  with  the  poor  abide : 
There  arc  who  labour  through  tlie  year,  and  yet 
No  more  have  gained  than — not  to  be  in  debt ; 
Who  still  maintain  the  same  laborious  course, 
Yet   pleasure  hails   them   from   some  favourite 

source; 
And  health,  amusements,  children,  wife  or  friend. 
With  life's  dull  views  their  consolations  blend. 

Nor  these  alone  possess  the  lenient  power 
Of  soothing  life  in  the  desponding  hour ; 
Some  favourite  studies,  some  delightful  care, 
Tlie  mind,  with  trouble  and  distresses,  share ; 
And  by  a  coin,  a  flower,  a  verse,  a  boat, 
The  stagnant  spirits  have  been  set  afloat ; 
They  pleased  at  first,  and  then  the  habit  grew, 
Till  the  fond  heart  no  higher  pleasure  knew ; 
Till,  from  all  cares  and  other  comforts  freed, 
Th*  important  nothing  took  in  life  the  lead. 

With  all  his  phlegm,  it  broke  a  Dutchman's 
heart. 
At  a  vast  price,  with  one  loved  root  to  part ; 
And  toys  like  these  fill  many  a  British  mind. 
Although  their  hearts  are  found  of  firmer  kind. 

Oft  have  I  smiled  the  happy  pride  to  see 
Of  humble  tradesmen,  in  their  evening  glee ; 
Wheh  of  some  pleasing,  fancied  good  possessM, 
Each  grew  alert,  was  busy,  and  was  blcssM ; 
Whether  the  call.bird  yield  the  hour's  delight. 
Or,  manpfied  in  microscope,  the  mite ; 
Or  whetner  tumblers,  croppers,  carriers  seize 
The  gentle  mind,  they  rule  it  and  they  please. 

There  is  my  friend  the  Weaver ;  strong  desires 
Reign  in  his  breast ;  't  is  beauty  he  admires : 
See !  to  the  shady  grove  he  wings  his  way, 
And  feels  in  hope  the  raptures  of  the  day — 
Ea^cr  he  looks ;  and  soon,  to  glad  his  eyes. 
From  the  sweet  bower,  by  nature  form'd,  arise 
Bright  troops  of  virgin  moths  and  firesh-born  but- 
terflies ; 
Who  broke  that  morning  from  their  half-year's 

sleep, 
'  To  fly  o'er  flow'rs  where  they  were  wont  to  creep. 

Above  the  sovereign  oak,  a  sovereign  skims, 
'The  purple  Emp'ror,  strong  in  wing  and  limbs : 
'There  fior  Camilla  takes  her  flight  serene, 
.  Adonis  blue,  and  Paphia  silver-queen  ; 
'With  every  filmy  fly  from  mead  or  bower, 
And  hungry  Sphinx  who  threads  the  honey'd 

flower  J 
^.Sheo'er  the' Larkspur's  bed,  where  sweets  abound, 
'View9  ev'ry  bell,  and  hums  th'  approving  sound ; 


Poised  on  her  busy  plumes,  with  feeling  nice 
She  draws  from  every  flower,  nor  tries  a  floral 
twice. 

He  fears  no  bailiff's  wrath,  no  baron's  Uamet 
His  is  untax'd  and  undisputed  game ; 
Nor  less  the  place  of  cunous  pknt  he  knowi  ;* 
He  both  his  Flora  and  his  Fauna  shows ; 
For  him  is  blooming  in  its  rich  array 
The  glorious  flower  which  bore  the  palm  away ; 
In  vain  a  rival  tried  his  utmost  art. 
His  was  the  prixe,  and  joy  o'erflow'd  his  heart. 

**  This,  this !  is  beauty ;  cast,  I  pray,  your  eyes 
On  this  my  glory  I  see  the  grace  I  the  size  i 
Was  ever  stem  so  tall,  so  stout,  so  strong. 
Exact  in  breadth,  in  just  proportion  long ! 
These  brilliant  hues  are  all  distinct  and  dean. 
No  kindred  tint,  no  blending  streaks  between ; 
This  is  no  shaded,  run  off,t  pun-^edl  thing, 
A  king  of  flowers,  a  flower  for  Ehigland's  king : 
I  own  my  pride,  and  thank  the  favouring  star 
Which  shed  such  beauty  on  my  fair  Biurre.''^ ' 

llius  may  the  poor  the  cheap  indulgence  seize. 
While  the  roost  wealthy  pine  and  pray  for  eaie ; 
Content  not  always  waits  upon  success. 
And  more  may  he  enjoy  who  profits  less. 

Walter  and^  William  took  (their  father  dead) 
Jointly  the  trade  to  which  they  both  were  bred ; 
When  fix'd  they  married,  and  they  quickly  fbund 
With  due  success  their  honest  laboure  crown'd : 
Few  were  their  losses,  but  although  a  few, 
Walter  was  vex'd,  and  somewhat  peevish  grew : 
*•  You  put  vour  trust  in  every  pleading  fool," 
Said  he  to  William,  and  grew  strange  and  cooL 
**  Brother,  forbear,"  he  answered ;  *"  take  your  doe. 
Nor  let  my  lack  of  caution  injure  you  :** 
Half  friends  thejp  parted, — better  so  to  close. 
Than  longer  wait  to  part  entirely  foes. 

Walter  had  knowledge,  prudence,  jealous  care ; 
He  let  no  idle  views  his  bosom  share ; 
He  never  thought  nor  felt  for  other  men — 
^  Let  one  mind  one,  and  all  are  minded  then.** 
Friends  he  respected,  and  believed  them  just. 
But  they  were  men,  and  he  would  no  man  trust; 
He  tried  and  wateh'd  his  people  day  and  night, — 
The  good  it  harm'd  not ;  for  the  bad  't  was  right : 
He  could  their  humours  bear,  nay  disrespect,* 
But  ho  could  yield  no  pardon  to  neglect; 


*  In  botanical  lansnag*  "  tk$  kabUat,*'  Ike  fsTMiiils  mfk 
or  situation  of  the  mora  icarce  epeciee. 

t  Thk  it  mail  be  acknowladiced.  ie  cotanij  to  the  opinion 
of  Thomson,  and  1  believe  of  some  other  poets,  who,  in  4o- 
scribinR  the  Tsrying  hues  of  our  moot  beaulifnl  flowera.  havo 
considered  them  ss  lost  and  blended  with  each  other ;  wheceaa 
tbeir  beauty,  in  the  eye  of  a  florist  (and  I  conceive  in  that  of 
the  uninitiated  also)  depends  open  the  distinctness  of  tbeir  col- 
ours ;  the  stronter  the  bounding  line,  and  the  lees  they  break 
into  the  neishboariog  tint,  so  much  the  richer  and  more  val- 
a  able  is  the  flower  esteemed. 

I  An  auricula,  or  any  other  single  flower,  is  so  called  whoa 
the  tiitima  (the  part  which  arises  from  the  seed-ves»el}  is  pro- 
truded beyond  the  lube  of  the  flower,  and  becomes  visible. 

%  This  word,  so  far  as  it  relates  to  flowers,  means  thoso  Tarie- 
gated  with  three  or  more  ooloara  irregularly  and  indeterminsialf  , 
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That  all  about  him  were  of  him  afraid, 

•Waa  right,"  he.said— "  so  shonld  we  be  obey'd." 

These  mcrchaiit-ma:dme,  much  good-fortune  loo, 
And  ever  keeping  one  grand  point  in  view, 
To  vast  amount  his  once  small  portion  drew. 

William  was  kind  and  easy  ;  he  complied 
With  all  requests,  or  griovcd  when  he  denied ; 
To  please  his  wife  he  made  a  costly  trip, 
To  please  his  child  he  let  a  bargain  slip ; 
Prone  to  compassion,  mild  with  the  distressM, 
.He  bore  with  all  who  poverty  profcssM, 
And  some  would  he  assist,  nor  one  would  he  arrestr 
He  had  some  loss  at  sea,  ba4  debts  at  land, 
W»  clerk  absconded  with  some  bills  in  hand. 
And  plans  ao  oftep  failed  that  he  no  longer  plann*d. 
To  a  small  house  (his  brother^s)  he  withdrew, 
At  easy  rent — the  man  was  not  a  Jew  ; 
And  there  his  loeaes  and  his  cares  he  bore, 
Nor  fband  that  want  of  wealth  could  make  him 
poor. 

No,  he  m  <kct  was  rich ;  nor  could  he  move. 
Bat  be  was  foUowM  by  the  looks  of  love ; 
All  he  had  snffer*d,  every  former  grief, 
Made  those  around  more  studious  in  relief; 
He  saw  a  cheerfbl  smile  in  every  face. 
And  lost  all  thoughts  of  error  and  disgrace. 

Pleasant  it  was  to  see  them  in  their  walk 
Roood  their  small  garden,  and  to  hear  them  talk ; 
Free  are  their  children,  but  their  love  refrains 
From  all  offence — none  murmurs,  none  complains ; 
Whether  a  book  amused  them,  speech  or  play, 
Their  looks  were  lively,  and  their  hearts  were  gay ; 
^We  DO  forced  efforts  for  delight  were  made, 
%  came  with  prudence,  and  without  parade ; 
Tbdr  common  comforts  they  had  all  in  view, 
lii^ht  were  their  troubles,  and  their  wishes  few : 
IVift  made  them  easy  for  the  coming  day, 
Beligiao  took  the  dread  of  death  away  ; 
A  cheerful  spirit  still  insured  content, 
Aodlove  smiled  round  them  wheresoe'er  they  went 

Walter,  meantime,  with  all  his  wea1th*s  increase, 
GamM  man^  points,  but  could  not  purchase  peace ; 
When  he  withdrew  from  business  for  an  hour. 
Sane  fled  his  presence,  all  confessed  his  power ; 
He  sooght  aflfection,  but  received  instead 
Fear  undisguised,  and  love-repelling  dread ; 
He  lookM  around  him — ^  Harriet,  dost  thou  love  ?" 
"I  do  my  duty,"  said  the  timid  dove ; 
•Good  Heav'n,  your  duty !  -prithee,  tell  me  now — 
To  bve  and  honour — was  not  that  your  vow  7 
Gone,  my  good  Harriet,  I  would  gladly  seek 
Yoor  inmost  thought— Why  can't  the  woman 

Have  you  not  all  things  ?"— «  Sir,  do  I  complain  ?*'— 
"No,  that  *s  my  part,  which  I  perform  in  vain ; 
1  want  a  simple  answer,  and  direct — 
Bnt  you  evade ;  yes  I  *t  is  as  I  suspect 
Come  then,  my  children !  Watt !  upon  your  knees 
»ow  that  you  love  me." — ^**  Yes,  sir,  if  you  please."— 
"Again !  by  Heav'n,  it  made  me ;  I  require 
Lwc,  and  they  '11  do  whatever  I  desire : 
|hii8  too  my  people  shun  me ;  I  would  spend 
^  thousand  pounds  to  get  a  single  friend ; 
I  wonld  be  happy — I  have  means  to  pay 
For  love  and  friendship,  and  you  run  away ; 
8*  M 


Ungrateful  creatures !  why,  you  seem  to  dread 
My  very  looks ;  I  know  you  wish  me  dead. 
Come  hither,  Nancy !  you  must  hold  me  dear; 
Hither,  I  say  ;  why !  what  have  you  to  feat  ? 
You  see  I  *m  gentle — Come,  you  trifler,  come  : 
My  God  !  she  trembles  !  Idiot,  leave  the  room  ! 
Madam  !  your  children  hate  me ;  I  suppose 
They  know  their  cue :  you  make  them  all  my  foes; 
I  *ve  not  a  friend  in  all  the  world — not  one  : 
I  *d  be  a  bankrupt  sooner ;  nay,  H  is  done ; 
In  every  better  hope  of  life  I  fail, 
You  're  all  tormentors,  and  my  house  a  jail ; 
Out  of  my  sight !  I  '11  sit  and  make  my  will — 
Whaf,  glad  to  go  7  stay,  ^levils,  and  be  still ; 
'T  is  to  your  uncle's  cot  you  wbh  to  run. 
To  learn  to  live  at  ease  and  be  undone ; 
Him  you  can  love,  who  lost  his  whole  estate, 
And  I,  who  gain  yoo  fortunes,  have  your  bate ; 
'Tis  in  my  absence,  you  yoprselves  enjoy : 
Tom !  are  you  glad  to  lose  me  7  tell  me,  boy : 
Yes  •  does  he  answer  7" — *^  Yes  !  upon  my  soul ;" 
'*  No  awe,  no  fear,  no  duty,  no  control ! 
Away !  away !  ten  thousand  devib  seize 
All  I  possess,  and  plunder  where  they  please ! 
What 's  wealth  to  me  ? — ^yes,  yes !  it  gives  me  sway. 
And  you  shall  feel  it — Qo !  begone,  1  say." 


LETTER  IX. 


AMUSEMENTS. 

IntarpoDS  tuia  inteidum  g audia  curis, 

Ut  poMH  aaimo  qoemvii  lufierre  laborem. 

CATULL.  Kb.  3. 

— ^— ^— ^  Nostim  falinat 
Laxatarqo*  chelyt,  viraa  iottigat  alitqaa 
Tempesliva  quiet,  major  post  otia  virlui. 

STATIUS  8YLV.  lib.  iv. 

Jamque  mare  et  teHua  nuOum  discrhneo  babebant ; 
Omnia  pontoi  eraot*  deerant  quoque  littora  ponto. 

'      OVID.  Metamorpk.  lib.  L 


Common  Amusements  of  a  Bathing.place — Mom- 
ing  Rides,  Walks,  etc. — Company  resorting  to 
the  Town — Different  Choice  of  Lodgings  — 
Cheap  Indulgences— Seaside  Walks— Wealthy 
Invalid — Summer-Evening  on  the  Sands — Sea 
Productions— »*  Water  parted  from  the  Sea" — 
Winter  Views  serene — In  what  Cases  to  be 
avoided— Sailing  upon  the  River — A  small  Islet 
of  Sand  off  the  Coast — Visited  by  Company- 
Covered  by  the  Flowing  of  the  Tide— Adventora 
in  that  Place. 


Or  our  amusements  ask  you  7 — ^We  amuse 
Ourselves  and  friends  with  sea-side  walks  and  views. 
Or  take  a  morning  ride,  a  novel,  or  the  news ; 
Or,  seeking  nothing,  glide  about  the  street. 
And  so  engaged,  with  various  parties  meet ; 
Awhile  we  stop,  discourse  of  wind  and  tide. 
Bathing  and  books,  the  raffle,  and  the  ride : 
Thus,  with  the  aid  which  shops  and  sailing  give, 
Life  passes  on ;  't  is  labour,  but  we  live.  . 
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CRABBE'S   POETICAL    WOEKS. 


When  erening  comce,  our  invalids  awake, 
Nerves  cease  to  tremble,  heads  forbear  to  ache ; 
Then  cheerful  meals  the  sunken  spirits  raise, 
Carols  or  the  dance,  wine,  visiting,  or  plays. 

Soon  as  the  season  comes,  and  crowds  arrive, 
To  their  superior  rooms  the  wealthy  drive ; 
Others  look  round  for  lodging  snug  and  small. 
Such  is  their  taste — they  Ve  hatred  to  a  hall ; 
Hence  one  his  favVite  habitation  ^ets. 
The  brick-floor*d  parlour  which  the  butcher  lets ; 
Where,  through  his  single  light,  he  may  regard 
The  various  business  ot  a  common  yard, 
Bounded  by  backs  of  buildings  fbrm'd  of  clay, 
By  stable,  sties,  and  coops,  et-ccetera. 

The  need^-vain,  themselves  awhile  to  shun, ' 
For  dissipation  to  these  dog-holes  run ; 
Where  each  (assuming  petty  pomp)  appears, 
And  quite  forgets  the  shopboard  and  the  shears. 

For  them  are  cheap  amusements:  they  may  slip 
Beyond  the  town,  and  take  a  private  dip ; 
When  they  may  urge  that,  to  be  safe  they  mean. 
They  've  heard  there  *s  danger  in  a  light  machine ; 
They  too  can  gratis  move  the  quavs  about, 
And  gather  kind  replies  to  every  doubt ; 
There  they  a  pacing,  lounging  tribe  may  view. 
The  stranger's  guictes,  who  've  little  else  to  do; 
The  Borough's  placemen,  where  no  more  they  gain 
Than  keeps  them  idle,  civil,  poor,  And  vain., 
Then  may  the  poorest  with  the  wealthy  look 
On  ocean,  glorious  pa^e  of  Nature's  book ! 
May  see  its  varying  views  in  every  hour. 
All  softness  now,  then  rising  with  all  power, 
As  sleeping  to  invite,  or  threat'ning  to  devour : 
•T  is  this  which  gives  us  all  our  ciKiicest  views ; 
Its  waters  heal  us,  and  itsv  shores  amusb. 

See !  those  fair  nymphs  upon  that  rising  strand, 
Yon  long  salt  lake  has  parted  from  the  land ; 
Well  pleased  to  press  that  path,  so  clean,  so  pure, 
To  seem  in  danger,  yet  to  feel  secure ; 
Trifling  with  terror,  while  they  strive  to  shun 
The  curling  billows ;  laughing  as  they  run ; 
They  know  the  neck  that  joins  the  shore  and  sea. 
Or,  ah !  how  changed  that  fearless  laugh  would  be. 

Observe  how  various  parties  take  their  way. 
By  sea*side  walks,  or  make  the  ^nd.hills  gay ; 
There  group'd  are  laughing  maids  and  sighing 

swains, 
And  some  apart  who  feel  unpitied  pains ; 
Pains  from  diseases,  pains  which  those  who  feel. 
To  the  physician,  not  the  fair,  reveal : 
For  nymphs  (propitious  to  the  lover's  sigh) 
Leave  these  poor  patients  to  complain  and  die. 
Lo  I  where  on  that  huge  anchor  sadly  leans 
That  sick  tall  figure,  loet  in  other  scenes ; 
He  late  ftom  India's  dime  impatient  sail'd. 
There,  as  his  fortune  grew,  his  spirits  fail'd ; 
For  each  delight,  in  search  of  wealth  he  went. 
For  ease  alone,  the  wealth  acquired  is  spent-- 
And  spent  in  vain ;  enrich'd,  aggrieved,  he  sees 
The  envied  poor  possess'd  of  joy  and  ease : 
And  now  he  flies  from  place  to  place,  to  gain 
Strength  for  enjoyment,  and  still  flies  in  vain: 
Mark !  with  what  sadness,  of  that  pleasant  crew, 
Boist'rous  in  ikiirth,  be  takes  a  transient  view ; 


And  fixing  tlien  his  eye  upon  the  sea, 
Thinks  what  has  been  and  what  must  shortly  bet 
Is  it  not  strange  that  man  should  health  destroy. 
For  joys  that  come  when  he  is  dead  to  joy  ? 

Now  is  it  pleasant  in  the  summer-eve. 
When  a  broad  shore  retiring  waters  leave, 
Awhile  to  wait  upon  the  firm  fair  sand. 
When  all  is  calm  at  sea,  all  still  at  land  ; 
And  there  the  ocean's  produce  to  explore. 
As  floating  by,  or  rolling  on  the  shore : 
Those  living  jeUies  *  which  tibe  flesh  inflame. 
Fierce^  as  a  ncUle,  and  from  that  its  name ; 
Some  in  huge  masses,  some  that  you  may  bring. 
In  the  small  compass  of  a  lady's  ring ; 
Figured  by  hand  divine — ^there  's  not  a  gem 
LWrought  by  man's  art  to  be  compared  to  them ; 
Bofl,  brilliant,  tender,  through  the  wave  they  glow. 
And  make  the  moon-beam  brighter  where  theyflofr* 
Involved  in  sea-wrack,  here  you  find  a  race. 
Which  science  doubting,  knows  not  where  to  plaMf 
On  shell  or  stone  is  dropp'd  the  embryo-seed. 
And  quickly  vegetates  a  vital  breed.t 

While  thus  with  pleasing  wonder  you  inspect 
Treasures  the  vulgar  jn  their  scorn  reject, 
See  as  they  float  along  th'  entangled  weeds 
Slowly  approach,  upborne  on  bladdery  beads ; 
Wait  tiU  they  Uuad,  and  you  shall  then  behold 
The  fiery  sparks  those  tangled  frons  infold. 
Myriads  of  living  points  ;t  th'  unaided  eye 
Can  but  the  fire  and  not  the  form  descry. 
And  now  your  view  upon  the  ocean  turn. 
And  there  the  splendour  of  the  waves  discern ; 
Cast  but  a  stone,  or  strike  them  with  an  oar. 
And  you  shall  flames  withm  the  deep  explore ; 
Or  scoop  the  stream  phosphoric  as  you  stand. 
And  the  cold  flames  shall  flash  along  your  hand  | 
When;  lost  in  wonder,  you  shall  walk  and  gaze 
On  weeds  that  sparkle,  and  on  waves  that  blaxe.§ 

The  ocean  too  has  winter-views  serene, 
When  all  you  see  through  densest  log  is  seen ; 
When  you  can  hear  the  lishers  near  at  hand 
Distinctly  tfpeak,  yet  see  not  where  they  stand ; 
Or  sometimes  them  and  not  their  boat  discern. 
Or  halflconceal'd  some  figure  at  the  stern ; 


*  Some  of  tiie  mialler  apeciet  of  the  Moduia  (Ma-iMttle)  am 
axquiiitdr  beautiful :  their  fomn  ii  nearir  oval.  Taricd  with  Mr- 
rated  loairitadiDal  lines;  they  are  extremeir  tender,  and  bj  ao 
means  which  I  am  aoqualntad  with  can  be  preserred.  for  tlwr 
Boon  dissoWe  in  etiber  spirit  of  wine  or  water,  and  loae  «vwy 
vestife  of  their  shape,  and  indeed  of  their  aubsUooe:  the  laiw 
species  are  found  in  mis-shapen  masses  of  many  pounds  weight  * 
these,  when  handled,  have  the  efleet  of  Uie  oeUle.  and  the 
stinginjT  is  often  accompanied  or  eueoeedod  by  the  more  unplea- 
sant feeJinff.  perhaps  in  a  sliffbt  decree  resembilns  that  cauad 
br  the  torpedo. 

t  Various  tribes  and  speoies  of  marioe  vermes  are  hec«  meanl : 
that  which  so  oeariy  resembles  a  vof  etable  ia  Us  form,  and  per* 
haps,  in  some  decree,  manner  of  growth.  ■  the  oorellioe  called 
by  nalorelists  Sertularia.  of  which  there  are  many  speciea,  in 
almost  every  part  of  the  coast.  The  animal  protrudos  its  many 
claws  (apparently  hi  search  of  prey)  from  certain  pelloetd  vesi- 
cles which  proceed  from  a  homy,  tenacious,  branchy  atom. 

t  These  are  said  to  be  a  minute  kind  of  animal  of  the  aama 
class ;  when  it  docs  not  shine,  it  b  invisible  lo  the  naked  ej«. 
.    $  For  the  cause  or  causes  of  this  phenomenon,  which  issoine- 
times.  though  rarely,  observed  on  uur  eoaits.  I  must  tefer  the 
reader  to  the  wiiten  on  natural  philoaophy  and  natural  kiatoiy. 
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The  riew  *s  all  bounded,  and  from  side  to  side 
Tour  utmost  prospect  bat  a  few  ells  wide ; 
Boji  who,  on  shore,  to  sea  the  pebble  cast. 
Will  hear  it  strike  a^inst  the  viewless  mast ; 
While  the  stern  boatman  growls  his  fierce  disdain, 
At  whom  he  knows  not,  whom  he  threats  in  vain. 

Tis  peasant  then  to  view  the  nets  float  past, 
Netafler  net  till  you  have  seen  the  last ; 
And  as  you  wait  till  all  beyond  you  slip, 
A  boat  comes  gliding  from  an  anchor'd  ship, 
Breaking  the  siknoe  with  the  dipping  oar, 
And  their  own  tones,  as  labouring  for  the  shore ; 
lluse  measured  tones  which  with  the  scene  agree, 
Ajid  give  a  sadness  to  serenity. 

AH  scenes  like  these  the  tender  maid  should 

■HDl, 

Nor  to  a  misty  beach  in  autumn  ran ; 
Moch  shonld  she  guard  against  the  evening  cold. 
And  her  slight  shape  with  fleecy  warmth  infold ; 
Tliis  ihe  adnuts,  but  not  with  so  much  ease 
GifMup  the  ragbt.walk  when  th*  attendants  fdeaae 
Hsr  have  I  seen,  pale,  vapour'd  through  the  day, 
With  crowded  parties  at  the  midnight  play ; 
Flint  in  the  mom,  no  powers  ooold  she  exert ; 
At  night  with  Pam  delighted  and  alert ; 
h  t  imall  shop  she^s  railed  with  a  crowd, 
B^ttthed  the  thick  air,  and  congh*d  and  laughM 

aloud; 
fte  who  will  tremble  if  her  eye  explore 
*The  smallest  monstrous  mouse  that  creeps  on 

floor,-" 
Whom  the  kind  doctor  charged  with  shaking  head. 
At  eariy  hour  to  quit  the  beaux  fi>r  bed  : 
fte  has,  oontemmng  fear,  gone  down  the  dance, 
Till  the  perceived  the  rosy  mom  advance ; 
Then  has  she  wonder'd,  minting  o^er  her  tea. 
Her  drops  and  jnlep  should  so  useless  be  : 
Ah !  sure  her  joys  must  ravish  every  sense, 
Who  buys  a  portion  at  aach  vast  expense. 

Among  those  joys,  H  is  one  at  eve  to  sail 
On  the  broad  river  with  a  fevourite  gale ; 
When  no  rough  waves  upon  the  bosom  ride, 
^  the  keel  cuts,  nor  rises  on  the  tide ; 
8tfe  from  the  stream  the  nearer  gunwaJe  stands, 
WheDB  playful  children  trail  their  idle  hands  : 
Or  ttrive  to  catch  long  grassy  leaves  that  float 
CHi  either  side  of  the  Impeded  boat ; 
What  time  the  moon  arising  shows  the  mud, 
A  thming  border  to  the  silver  flood : 
When,  by  her  dubious  light,  the  mcuuiest  views, 
Chtlk,  stones,  and  stakes,  obtain  the^richest  hues ; 
And  when  the  cattle,  as  thev  gazing  stand, 
Seem  nobler  objects  than  when  viow*d  from  land : 
^1mi  anchored  vessels  in  the  way  appear, 
And  Bea>bm  greet  them  as  they  pass, — **  What 

cheer  r* 
The  deeping  shell-ducks  at  the  sound  arise 
And  utter  loud  their  unharmonioos  cries ; 
I^Bttering  thev  move  their  weedy  beds  among. 
Or  UMtant  ^ving,  hide  their  plumeiess  younf. 

Along  the  waJl,  returning  fifom  the  town, 
IV  weaiy  rustic  homeward  wanders  down ; 
Who  stops  and  gases  at  such  joyous  crew. 
And  feels  his  envy  rising  at  the  view ; 


He  the  light  speech  and  laugh  indignant  hears. 
And  feels  more  pressM  by- want,  more  vex^d  by 

Ah !  go  in  peace,  good  fellow,  to  thine  home. 
Nor  fimcy  these  escape  the  general  doom  ; 
Gay  as  they  seem,  be  sure  with  them  are  hearts 
With  sorrow  tried ;  there's  sadness  in  their  parts . 
If  thou  couldst  see  them  when  they  think  alone, 
Mirth,  music,  friends,  and  these  amusements  gone ; 
Couldst  thou  discover  every  secret  ill 
That  paints  their  spirit,  or  resists  their  will ; 
Couldst  thou  behold  forsaken  Love*s  distress. 
Or  Envy's  pang  at  gloij  and  success. 
Or  Beauty,  conscious  of  the  spoils  of  Time, 
Or  Guilt  alarmM  when  Memory  sliows  the  crime  | 
All  that  gives  sorrow,  terror,  gr^ff  and  gloom ; 
Content  would  checfr  thee  trudging  to  thme  home.* 

There  are,  *t  is  true,  who  lay  their  cares  aside. 
And  bid  some  hours  in  calm  enjoyment  glide ; 
Perchance  some  fiiir  one  to  the  sober  night 
Addto  (by  the  ver^  sweetness  of  her  song)  delight; 
And,  as  the  music  on  the  water  floats. 
Some  bolder  shore  returns  the  softened  notes ; 
Then,  ^outh,  beware,  for  all  around  conspire 
To  banish  caution  and  to  wake  desire : 
The  day^s  amusement,  feasting,  beauty,  wine, 
These  accents  sweet  and  this  soft  hour  combine. 
When  most  unguarded,  then  to  win  that  heart  of 

thine: 
But  see,  they  land !  the  fond  enchantment  flies, 
And  in  its  place  lifeV  common  views  arise. 

Sometimes  a  party,  row*d  from  town,  will  land 
On  a  small  islet  formM  of  shelly  sand. 
Left  by  the  water  when  the  tides  are  low. 
But  which  the  floods  in  their  return  o*erflow : 
There  will  they  anchor,  pleased  awhile  to  view 
The  watery  waste,  a  prospect  wild  and  new ; 
The  now  receding  billows  give  them  space. 
On  either  side  the  growing  shores  to  pace ; 
And  then  returning,  they  contract  the  scene. 
Till  email  and  smaller  grows  the  walk  between ; 
As  sea  to  sea  approaches,  shore  to  shores, 
Till  the  next  ebb  the  sandy  isle  restores. 

Then  what  alarm !  what  danger  and  dismay. 
If  all  their  trust,  their  boat  should  drift  away ; 
And  once  it  happened — gay  the  friends  advanced. 
They  walked,  they  ran,  they  play'd,  they  sang,  they 

danced; 
The  urns  were  boiling,  and  the  cups  went  r^und* 
And  not  a  grave  or  thoughtflil  fece  was  found. 
On  the  bright  sand  they  trod  with  nimble  feet, 
Dry  shellv  sand  that  made  the  summer  seat; 
The  wondering  mews  flew  fluttering  o*er  the  head, 
And  waves  ran  softly  up  their  shining  bed. 

Some  ibrm*d  a  party  from  the  rest  to  stray. 
Pleased  to  collect  the  trifles  in  tlieir  way. 
These  to  behold  they  call  their  friends  around. 
No  friends  can  hear,  or  hear  another  sound : 
Alarmed  they  hasten,  yet  perceive  not  why. 
But  catch  ihe  fear  that  quickens  as  they  fly. 


*  This  »  MM  oflbrad  ai  a  reamnable  wane  of  oosMiliiMat, 
but  •■  oM  native  for  rwisoatioo :  tlwra  would  ooi  ha  m  aMoli 
•avy  if  thera  were  more  diwwnuDent. 
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For  lo !  a  lady  BO^e,  who  paced  the  sand 
With  her  fair  cliildron  one  in  either  hand. 
Intent  on  liome,  had  tarn*d,  and  eaw  the  bo^t 
SiippM  from  her  mooringfs,  and  now  far  afloat; 
She  gazed,  slie  trembled,  and  though  faint  her  call, 
It  seem'd,  like  thunder,  to  confound  them  alL 
Their  sailor-guides,  the  boatman  and  his  mate. 
Had  drunk,  and  slept  regardless  of  their  state. 
^  Awake  I**  they  cried  aloud :  "  Alarm  the  shore ! 
Shout  all,  or  never  shall  we  reach  it  more  !** 
Alas !  no  shout  the  distant  land  can  reach, 
Nor  eye  behold  them  from  the  foggy  beach. 
Again  they  join  in  one  loud  poweriul  cry, 
Then  cease,  and  eager  listen  for  reply. 
None  came — the  rising. wind  blew  sadly  by: 
They  shout  once  more,  and  then  they  turn  aside. 
To  see  how  quickly  flowM  the  coming  tide. 
Between  each  cry  they  find  the  waters  steal 
On  their  strange  prison,  and  new  horrors  ieel ; 
Foot  after  foot  on  the  contracted  groimd 
The  billows  fall,  and  dreadful  is  the  sonnd. 
Less  and  y^t  less  the  sinking  isle  became, 
And  there  waa  wailing,  weeping,  wrath,  and  blame. 

If  ad  one  been  there,  with  spirit  strong  and  high, 
Who  could  observe,  as  he  prepared  to  die, 
lie  might  have  seen  of  hearts  the  varying  kind, 
And  traced  the  movement  of  ^ach  different  mind : 
He  might  have  seen,  that  not  the  gentle  Inaid 
Was  ndore  than  stern  and  haughty  man  afraid ; 
Such,  calmly  grieving,  will  their  fears  suppreds. 
And  silent  prayers  \o  Mercy*s  throne  address ;      ^ 
While  fiercer  minds,  impatient,  angry,  loud. 
Force  their  vain  grief  on  tlie  reluctant  crowd : 
The  party*s  patron,  sorely  sighing,  cried, 
••  Why  would  you  urge  me  7  I  at  first  denied." 
Fiercely  they  answered,  "  Why  will  ^ou  complain. 
Who  saw  no  danger,  or  was  wamM  m  vain  7** 
A  few  essayM  the  troubled  soul  to  calm, 
But  dread  prevailM,  and  anguish  and  alarm. 

Now  rose  the  water  through  the  lessening  sand. 
And  they  seem*d  sinking  while  they  yet  could 

stand; 
The  sun  went  down,  they  look'd  from  side  to  side. 
Nor  aught  except  the  gathering  sea  descried ; 
Dark  and  more  dark,  more  wet,  more  cold  it  grew. 
And  the  most  lively  bade  to  hope  adieu ; 
Children,  by  love  then  lifled  from  the  seas, 
Felt  not  the  waters  at  the  parents*  knees. 
But  wept  aloud ;  the  wind  increased  the  sound. 
And  the  cold  billows  as  they  broke  around. 

"  Once  more,  yet  onoe  again,  with  all  our  strength. 
Cry  to  the  land — ^we  may  be  heard  at  length." 
Vain  hope«  if  yet  unseen  !  but  hark !  an  oar. 
That  sound  of  bliss !  comes  dashing  to  their  shore ; 
Still,  still  the  water  rises,  »•  Haste !"  they  cry, 
'*  Oh !  hurry,  seamen ;  in  delay  we  die :" 
(Seamen  were  these,  who  in  their  ship  perceived 
The  drifted  boat,  and  thus  her  crew  reheved.) 
And  now  the  keel  iust  cuts  the  coverM  sand, 
Now  to  the  ^nwaJe  stretches  every  hand : 
With  trembling  pleasure  all  confused  embark. 
And  kiss  the  tackling  of  their  welcome  ark ; 
While  the  most  giddy,  as  they  reach  the  shore, 
l*hink  of  their  danger,  and  their  God  adore. 


LETTER  X. 


CLUBS  AND  SOCIAL  MEETISKM. 


Noa  inter  Udcm  b 
CiHD  itapet  iMftDif  aciM  rulfforibin,  et  com 
AeclioM  fultia  aoimiu  meliora  rsciiMt ; 
Verum  hie  impranai  mecum  dnquirite. 

HOR.SaLS.Ub.SL 

O  prodiga  renua 
Luxuriet,  naDquan  parro  coateota  paradi. 
Et  QDaBntonim  lerra  peltfoqae  ciborom 
AmbiiMMa  famM  et  laaus  gloria  maaam. 

LUCAN.  lib.  4. 

Et  qoflBDon  prosunt  liagttla,  jaoela  jovaat 

RiMtieiM  aicricolam,  milaa  fera  bella  i 
Raetoraoi  dubia  navita  puppia  i 

OyiD.  PmU.  Ub.  2. 


Desire  of  Country  Gentlemen  for  Town  Associa. 
tions — Book-Clube— Too  much  of  literary  Char« 
acter  expected  from  them — ^Literary  Ckmvervu 
tion  prevented :  by  Feasting :  by  Cards — ^GkmxI, 
notwithstanding,  results — Card^ub  with  Ea^er. 
ness  resorted  to — Flayers — Umpires  at  the  Whist 
Table — Petulances  of  Temper  there  disoovered 
— Free-and^asy  Club:  not  perfectly  easy  or 
free — Freedonit  how  interrupted — The  snperior 
Member — Termination  of  the  Evenin&r — Drink« 
iog  and  Smoking  Clubs — The  Midnight  Conver- 
sation of  the  delaying  Members — Society  of  the 
poorer  Inhabitants:  its  Use:  gives  Pride  and' 
Consequence  to  the  humble  Character — ^Pleasant 
Habitations  of  the  frugal  Poor — Sailor  retunun|p 
to  his  Family — Freemasons*  Club — The  Mya- 
«tery — ^What  its  origin — Its  professed  Advanta- 
ges — Griggs  and  Uregorians — ^A  Kind  of  Ma- 
sons— ^Reflections  on  these  various  Societies. 


You  say  you  envy  in  your  calm  retreat 
Our  social  meetings ; — *t  is  with  joy  we  meet : 
In  these  our  parties  you  are  pleawd  to  find 
Good  sense  and  wit,  with  intercourse  of  mind ; 
Composed  of  men,  who  read,  xeflect  and  write. 
Who,  when  they  meet,  must  yield  and  share  delight: 
To  you  our  Book-club  has  peculiar  charm. 
For  which  you  sicken  in  your  quiet  fiirm ; 
Here  you  suppose  us  at  our  leisure  placed, 
Enjoying  freedom,  and  displaying  taste ;     . 
With  wisdom  cheerful,  temperately  gay. 
Pleased  to  enjoy,  and  willing  to  display. 

If  thus  your  envy  gives  your  ease  its  gloom, 
Give  wings  to  fancy,  and  among  us  come. 
We  *re  now  assemUcd ;  you^  may  soon  attend — 
I  'U  introduce  you — ^*  Gentlemen,  my  friend." 

**  Now  are  you  happy  ?  you  have  passM  a  night 
In  gay  discourse,  and  rational  delight** 

**  Alas !  not  so:  for  how  can  m<»lals  think. 
Or  thoughts  exchange,  if  thus  they  eat  and  drink  T 
No !  I  confess,  when  we  had  fairly  dined. 
That  was  no  time  for  intercourse  of  mind ; 


THE  BOROUGH. 


There  was  each  dish  prepared  with  skill  t*  invite, 

And  to  detain  the  atraggltng;  appetite; 

On  Mich  occasions  minds  with  one  consent 

Are  to  the  comforts  of  the  body  lent ; 

There   was  no  pause  —  the  wine  went  quickly 

round, 
Tin  struggling  Fancy  was  by  Bacchus  bound ; 
Wine  is  to  wit  as  water  thrown  on  fire. 
By  duly  sprinkling  both  are  raised  the  higher ; 
Thus  largely  dealt,  the  vivid  blaze  they  choke, 
And  all  &e  genial  flame  goes  off  in  smoke." 
*'Bat  when  no  more  your  boards  these  loads 

contain. 
When  wine  no  more  o*erwhelms  the  labouring 

brain. 
But  serves,  a  gentle  stimulus ;  we  know 
How  wit  must  sparkle,  and  how  fancy  flow.** 

It  might  be  so,  but  no  such  dub-days  come : 
We  always  find  these  dampers  in  the  room  : 
If  to  converse  were  all  (hat  brought  us  here, 
A  lew  odd  members  would  in  turn  appear ; 
Who  dwelling  nigh,  would  saunter  in  and  out, 
Overlook  the  list  and  toss  the  books  about ; 
Or  yawning  read  them,  walking  up  and  down, 
Just  as  the  loungers  in  the  shops  in  town ; 
Till  fancying  nothing  would  their  minds  amuse, 
Tliey  *d  push  them  by,  and  go  in  search  of  news. 

But  our  attractions  are  a  stronger  sort. 
Tie  earliest  dainties  and  the  oldest  port ; 
All  enter  then  with  giee  in  every  look. 
And  not  a  member  Uiinks  about  a  book. 

Still  let  me  own,  there  are  some  vacant  hours. 
When  minds  might  work,  and  men  exert  their 

powers : 
Ere  wine  to  fbUy  spurs  the  giddy  guest. 
But  giweB  to  wit  its  vigour  and  its  zest ; 
Tlien  might  we  reason,  might  in  turn  display 
Our  eeveral  talents,  and  be  wisely  gay ; 
We  might — but  who  a  tame  discourse  regards. 
When  whist  is  named,  and  we  behold  the  cards  7 

We  from  that  time  are  neither  graye  nor  gay ; 
Our  tbooght,  our  care,  our  business  is  to  play ; 
Fiz'd  on  these  spots  and  fibres,  each  attends 
Much  to  hie  partners,  nothmg  to  his  fi-iends. 

Our  public  cares,  the  long,  the  warm  debate. 
That  kept  our  patriots  fi'om  their  beds  so  late ; 
War,  peace,  invasion,  all  we  hope  or  dread 
Vanish  like  dreams  when  men  forsake  their  bed ; 
And  groaning  nations  and  contending  kings 
Are  all  forgotten  for  these  painted  thmgs : 
Paper  and  paste,  vile  figures  and  poor  spots, 
lievel  all  minds,  philosophers  and  sots ; 
And  give  an  equal  spirit,  pause,  and  force, 
Join*d  with  peculiar  diction,  to  discourse : 
"Who  deals?— you  led — ^we're  three  by  cards — 

bad  yon 
Honour  in  hand  7** — **  Upon  my  honour,  twa** 
Hour  after  hour,  men  thus  contending  sit. 
Grave  without  sense,  and  pointed  without  wit 

Thus  it  appears  these  envied  clubs  possess 
No  certain  means  for  social  happiness ; 
Tet  there's  a  good  that  flows  from  scenes  like 

these— 
Man  meets  with  man  at  leisure  and  at  ease ; 


We  to  our  neighbours  and  our  equals  cenle. 

And  rub  off  pride  that  man  contracts  at  home ; 

For  there,  admired  master,  he  is  prone 

To  claim  attention  and  to  talk  alone : 

But  here  he  meets  with  neither  son  nor  spouse ; 

No  humble  cousin  to  his  bidding  bows ; 

To  his  raised  voice  his  neighbours*  voices  rise. 

To  his  high  look  as  lofly  look  replies ; 

When  much  he  speaks,  he  finds  that  ears  are  closed. 

And  certain  signs  inform  him  when  he  *s  prosed ; 

Here  all  tlie  value  of  a  Tistener  know. 

And  claim,  in  turn,  the  favour  th^y  bestow. 

No  pleasure  gives  the  speech,  when  all,  wouki 
speak 
And  all  in  vain  a  civil  hearer  seek. 
To  chance  alone  we  owe  the  fVce  discourse. 
In  vain  you  purpose  what  you  cannot  force ; 
*T  is  when  the  favourite  themes  unbidden  spring 
That  fancy  soare  with  sndi  unwearied  wing ; 
Then  may  you  call  in  aid  the  moderate  glass, 
But  let  it  slowly  and  unprompted  pass ; 
So  shall  there  all  things  for  the  end  unite. 
And  give  that  hour  of  rational  delight 

Men  to  tlieir  clubs;  repair,  themselves  to  please, 
To  care  for  nothing,  and  to  take  their  ease ; 
In  fact,  for  play,  for  wine,  for  news  they  come : 
Discourse  is  shared  with  friends  or  found  at  home. 

But  cards  with  books  are  incidental  things ; 
We  *ve  nights  devoted  to  these  queens  and  kings  * 
Then  if  we  choose  the  social  game,  we  may ; 
Now  *t  is  a  duty,  and  we  *re  bound  to  play; 
Nor  ever  meeting  of  the  social  kind 
Was  more  engaging,  yet  had  less  of  mind. 

Our  eager  parties,  when  the  lunar  light 
Throws  its  full  radiance  on  the  festive  night. 
Of  either  sex,  with  punctual  hurry  come. 
And  fUl,  with  one  accord,  an  ample  room ; 
Pleased,  the  fresh  packs  on  cloth  of  green  they  see. 
And  seizing,  handle  with  preluding  glee ; 
They  draw,  they  sit  they  shuflie,  cut  and  deal ; 
Like  fi'iends  assembled,  but  like  foes  to  feel : 
But  yet  not  all, — a  happier  few  have  joys 
Of  mere  amusement  and  their  cards  are  toys; 
No  skill  nor  art,  nor  fretfid  hopes  have  they. 
But  while  their  friends  are  gaming,  laugh  and  play. 

Others  there  are,  the  veterans  of  the  game. 
Who  owe  their  pleasure  to  their  envied  fame ; 
Through  many  a  year,  with  hard-contested  strife, 
Have  they  attain*d  this  glory  of  their  life  : 
Such  is  that  ancient  burgess,  whom  in  vain 
Would  gout  and  fever  on  his  couch  detain ; 
And  that  large  lady,  who  resolves  to  come. 
Though  a  first  fit  has  warn*d  her  of  her  doom  I 
These  are  as  oracles :  in  every  cause 
They  settle  doubta,  and  their  decrees  are  laws ; 
But  all  are  troubled,  when,  with  dubious  look, 
Diana  questions  what  Apollo  spoke. 

Here  avarice  first  ihe  keen  desire  of  gain, 
Rules  in  each  heart,  and  works  in  every  brain ; 
AHke  the  veteran-dames  and  virgins  feci, 
Nor  care  what  grey-beards  or  what  striplings  deal, 
&ex,  age,  and  station,  vanish  from  their  view. 
And  gold,  their  sovereign  good,  the  mingled  crowti 
pursue. 
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Hence  they  are  jealous,  «nd  aa  rivals,  keep 
A  watcliflil  eye  od  the  beloved  heap ; 
Meantime  discretion  bids  the  Umpi€  be  stiU, 
And  miid  good>huinour  strives  with  strong  ill-will  i 
Till  prudence  fails ;  when,  all  impatient  grown, 
They  make  their  grief^  by  their  suspiciooB,  known. 

**  Sir,  I  protest,  were  Job  himself  at  play, 
HcM  rave  to  sec  you  throw  your  cards  away ; 
Not  that  I  care  a  button — not  a  pin 
For  what  I  lose ;  but  we  had  cards  to  win : 
A  saint  in  heaven  would  grieve  to  see  such  hand 
Cut  up  by  one  who  will  not  understand/* 

**  Complain  of  me !  and  so  you  might  indeed. 
If  \  had  ventured  on  that  ibolish  lead, 
iTiat  fatal  heart— but  I  forgot  your  play- 
Some  folk  have  ever  thrown  their  hearts  away." 

•**  Yes,  and  their  diamonds ;  I  have  heaid  of  one 
Who  made  a  beggar  of  an  only  son." 

"  Better  a  beggar,  than  to  see  him  tied 
To  art  and  spite,  to  InHolencc  and  pride.'* 
**  Sir,  were  I  you,  I'd  strive  to  be  polite. 
Against  my  nature,  for  a  single  night** 
**  So  did  you  strive,  and,  madam !  with  succeM ; 
I  knew  no  being  we  could  censoFO  less  !** 

Is  this  too  much  7  alas !  my  peaceful  muse 
Cannot  with  half  their  virulence  abuse. 
And  hark !  at  other  tables  discord  reigns. 
With  feign'd  contempt  for  tosses  and  for  gains ; 
Passions  awhile  are  bridled  ;  then  they  rage. 
In  waspish  youth,  and  in  resentful  age ; 
With  scraps  of  insult — ^"Sir,  when  next  yon  play, 
Reflect  whose  money  *t  is  you  throw  away. 
No  one  on  earth  can  less  such  things  regard. 
But  when  one's  partner  doesn't  know  a 

**  I  scorn  suspicion,  ma'am,  but  while  you  stand 
Behind  that  lady,  pray  keep  down  yoar  hand.** 

•*  Good  bcav'n,  revoke !  remember,  if  tlie  set 
Be  lost,  in  honour  you  should  pay  tho  debt'* 

**  There,  there 's  your  money  ;  but,  while  I  hsve 
life, 
I  *11  never  more  sit  down  with  man  and  wife  ; 
They  snap  and  snarl  indeed,  bat  in  the  heat 
Of  all  their  spleen,  thefar  understandings  meet; 
They  are  Freemasons,  and  have  many  a  sign. 
That  we,  poor  devils !  never  can  divine ; 
May  it  be  told,  do  ye  divide  th*  amount. 
Or  goes  it  all  to  family  account  T' 


He  brings  the  ruin*d  brother  of  his  wife. 

Whom  he  supports,  and  makes  him  sick  of  life ; 

A  ready  witness  whom  he  can  produce 

Of  all  his  deeds — a  butt  for  his  abuse ; 

Soon  as  he  enters,  has  the  guests  espied, 

Dmwn  to  the  fire,  and  to  the  glass  applied— 

**  Wen,  what's  the  subject? — what  are  you  about? 

The  news,  I  take  it— come,  I'U  help  you  out  ;** 

And  then,  without  on^  answer,  he  bestows 

Freely  upon  us  all  he  hears  and  knows ; 

Gives  us  opinions,  tells  us  how  he  votes. 

Recites  the  speeches,  adds  to  them  his  notes. 

And  gives  old  ill-told  tales  for  new-bom  anecdoles; 

Yet  cares  he  nothing  what  we  judge  or  think. 

Our  only  duty's  to  attend  and  drink : 

At  length,  admonish'd  by  his  gout,  he  ends 

The  various  speech,  and  leaves  at  peace  his  friends ; 

But  now,  alas !  we  've  lost  the  pleasant  hour. 

And  wisdom  flies  from  wine's  superior  powec 

Wine,  like  the  rising  sun,  possession  gains* 
And  drives  the  mist  of  dullness  from  the  brains; 
The  gloomy  vapour  from  the  spirit  flies, 
And  views  of  gaiety  and  gladness  rise : 
Still  it  proceeds ;  till  from  the  glowing  heat. 
The  prudent  calmly  to  their  shades  retreat ; — 
Then  is  the  mind  o'ercast — in  wordy  rage 
And  loud  contention  angr^  men  engage ; 
Then  spleen  and  pique,  hke  fire-worlu  thrown  in 

spite. 
To  mischief  turn  the  pleasures  of  the  night; 
Anger  abuses.  Malice  loudly  rails. 
Revenge  awakes,  and  Anarchy  prevails : 
Till  wine,  that  raised  the  tempest,  makes  it  < 
And  maudlin  Love  insists  on  instant  peace ; 
He  noisy  mirth  and  roaring  song  oommanda. 
Gives  idle  toasts,  and  joins  unfriendly  hands ; 
Till  fuddled  Friendsliip  vows  esteem  and  weep 
And  jovial  Folly  drinks  and  sings  and  sleeps. 


Nrxt  is  the  club,  where  to  their  friends  in  town 
Our  country  neighbours  once  a  month  come  down ; 
We  term  it  Free-and-easy,  and  yet  we 
Find  it  no  easy  matter  to  be  free ; 
Ev'n  in  our  small  assembly,  friends  among, 
Are  minds  iierverse,  there's   something  will  be 

wrong; 
Men  are  not  equal ;  some  wiH  claim  a  right 
To  be  the  kings  and  heroes  of  the  night ; 
Will  their  own  favourite  themes  and  notions  start, 
And  you  must  bear,  offend  them,  or  depart 

There  comes  Sir  Thomas  from  his  Tillage-seat, 
Happy,  he  tells  us,  all  his  friends  to  meet ; 


A  club  there  is  of  Smokers — Dare  you  come 
To  that  close,  ck>uded,  hot,  narcotic  room  7 
When,  midnight  past,  the  very  candles  seem 
Dying  for  air,  and  give  a  ghastly  gleam ; 
When  curling  fbmes  in  laz^  wreaths  arise, 
And  prosing  topers  rub  their  winking  eyes ; 
When  the  long  talc,  renew'd  when  liut  they  met. 
Is  spliced  anew,  and  is  unfinish'd  yet ; 
When  but  a  few  are  left  the  house  to  tire. 
And  they  half-sleepin^  by  the  sleepy  fire ; 
Ev'n  the  poor  ventilating  vane,  that  flew 
Of  late  so  faftt,  is  now  grown  drowsy  too; 
When  sweet,  cold,  clammy  punch  its  aid  bestows. 
T'hen  thus  the  midnight  conversation  flows ; — 

^  Then,  as  I  said,  and — ^mind  me — as  I  say, 

At  our  last  meeting — ^you  pcmcmber" — **  Ay ;" 

"  Well,  very  well — then  freely  as  I  drink 

I  spoke  my  thought — ^yon  take  me — what  I  think 

And  sir,  said  I,  if  I  a  freeman  be, 

It  is  my  bounden  duty  to  be  free;" 

**  Ay,  there  you  posed  him :  I  respect  the  diair 
Bat  man  is  man,  oJtliough  the  man 's  a  mayor: 
If  Muggins  live — no,  no ! — if  Muggins  die. 
He  'II  quit  his  office— neighbour,  shall  I  tiy  7" 
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*I*n  speak  my  mind,  for  here  are  none  but 
friends: 
They  're  all  eontcnding  for  their  private  ends ; 
No  pabiic  spirit^-once  a  vote  would  bring, 

I  ny  a  vote — ^was  then  a  pretty  thin^ ; 

II  made  a  man  to  serve  his  country  and  his  king 
Bat  for  that  place,  tliat  Muggins  must  resign, 
Yoa've  my  advice — 'tis  no  affair  of  mine." 


The  poor  mnn  has  his  club ;  he  comes  andf^nds 
His  hoarded  pittance  with  his  chosen  friends ; 
Nor  this  alone,^-a  monthly  dole  he  pays, 
To  be  assisted  when  hie  health  decays ; 
Some  part  his  (vadencc,  from  the  day's  supply. 
For  cares  and  troubles  in  bis  age,  la^s  by ; 
The  printed  rules  he  guards  witli  puinted  frame. 
And  shows  his  children  where  to  read  his  name : 
Those  simplo  words  his  honest  nature  move, 
lliat  bond  of  union  tied  by  laws  of  love ; 
Hus  is  his  pride,  it  gives  to  his  employ 
New  value,  to  his  home  another  joy ; 
While  a  religious  hope  its  balm  applies 
For  all  his  fate  inHicts  and  all  his  state  denies. 

Moch  would  k  please  you,  sometimes  to  explore 
Tliepeaeeful  dwellings  of  our  borough  poor; 
To  view  a  sailor  just  return'd  from  sea, 
Qts  wile  beside ;  a  child  on  either  knee. 
And  others  crowding  near,  that  none  may  lose 
The  smallest  portion  of  the  wdoome  news ; 
What  dangers  paas'd,  **  when  aoas  ran  mountains 

When  tempests  raved,  and  horrors  veil'd  tlie  sky ; 
When  prudence  fail'd,  when  courage  grew  dismayed. 
When  the  strong  tinted,  and  the  wicked  pray'd, — 
Then  in  the  yawning  gnJf  fiir  down  we  drove. 
And  gaied  upoa  the  bUlowy  mount  above  i 
Till  iq>  that  mountain,  swinging  with  the  gale. 
We  view'd  the  horrors  of  the  watery  Tale." 

Tbe  trembling  children  look  with  stedfast  eyes, 
And  panting,  sob  involuntary  sighs : 
Soft  sleep  awhile  his  torpid  touch  delays, 
And  all  is  joy  and  piety  and  praise. 


Masons  are  ours.  Freemasons — ^but,  alas ! 
To  tbeur  own  bards  I  leave  the  mystic  cbss ; 
In  vain  shall  one,  and  not  a  gifted  man. 
Attempt  to  sing  of  this  enlighten'd  clim : 
I  know  no  word,  boast  no  directing  sign. 
And  not  one  token  of  the  race  is  mine ; 
Whether  with  Hiram,  that  wise  widow's  son. 
They  came  from  Tyre  to  royal  Solomon, 
X*o  pillars  raising  by  their  skill  profound, 
nu  and  Jachin  iJiroogh  the  East  renown'd  : 
Whether  the  sacred  books  their  rise  express, 
Or  books  profane,  *t  is  vain  for  me  to  guess ; 
It  may  be,  lost  In  date  remote  and  high, 
^^y  know  not  what  their  own  antiquity : 
It  may  be  too,  derived  from  caose  so  low. 
They  have  no  wish  their  origin  to  show  : 
I^  as  cmsaders,  they  combined  to  wrest 
^nwi  heathen  lords  the  land  they  long  poesessM ; 
Or  were  at  first  some  harmless  dub,  who  made 
^lieir  idle  meetings  sotemn  by  parade ; 


Is  but  conjecture — for  the  task  unfit. 
Awestruck  and  mote,  the  puzzling  theme  I  quit : 
Yet,  if  such  -blessings  from  their  order  flow, 
We  should  be  glad  Uieir  moral  code  to  know ; 
Trowels  of  silver  are  but  simple  things, 
And  aprons  worthless  as  their  apron-strings  ; 
But  if  indeed  you  have  the  skill  to  teach 
A  social  spirit,  now  beyond  our  reach; 
If  man's  warm  passions  you  can  guide  and  bind, 
And  plant  the  virtues  in  the  wayward  mind ; 
If  you  can  wake  to  christian-love  the  heart, — 
In  mercy,  something  of  your  powers  impart 

But  as  it  seems,  we  Masons  must  become 
To  know  tbe  secret,  and  must  then  be  dumb; 
And  as  we  venture  for  uncertain  gains. 
Perhaps  the  profit  is  not  worth  the  pains. 

When^  Bruce,  that  dauntless  traveller,  thought  he 
stood 
On  Nile's  first  rise!  the  fountain  of  the  flood. 
And  drank  exulting  in  the  sacred  spring, 
The  critics  told  him  it  was  no  such  thing ; 
That  springs  unnumber'd  round  the  country  ran,  - 
But  none  could  show  him  where  they  first  began : 
So  mij^ht  we  feel,  should  we  our  time  bestow, 
To  gain  these  secrets  and  these  signs  to  know  ; 
Might  question  still  if  all  the  truth  we  found. 
And  firmly  stood  upon  the  certain  ground  ; 
We  might  our  title  to  the  mystery  dread. 
And  fear  we  drank  not  at  the  river-hcad. 


Griggs  and  Gregoriana  here  their  meetings  hold, 
Convivial  sects,  and  Bucks  alert  and  bold ; 
A  kind  of  Masons,  but  without  their  sign ; 
The  bonds  of  union — pleasure,  song,  snd  wuie : 
Man,  a  gregarious  creature,  loves  to  fly 
Where  he  the  trackings  of  the  herd  can  spy ; 
Still  to  be  one  with  many  he  desires, 
Althou|^h  it  leads  him  through  the  thorns  and 
briers, 

A  few !  but  few  there  are,  who  in  the  mind 
Perpetual  source  of  consolation  find  ; 
The  weaker  many  to  the  world  will  come. 
For  oomfbrts  seldom  to  be  found  from  home. 

M^hen  the  faint  hands  no  more  a  brimmer  hold. 
When  flannel-wreaths  the  useless  limbs  infold. 
The  breath  impeded,  and  the  bosom  cold  ; 
When  half  the  pillow'd  man  the  palsy  chains, 
And  the  blood  falters  in  the  bloated  veins. 
Then,  as  our  friends  no  further  aid  supply 
Than  hope's  cold  phrase  and  courtesy's  soft  sigh, 
We  should  that  comfort  for  ourselves  ensure. 
Which  friends  could  not,  if  we  could  firiends,  pro- 
cure. 

Early  in  life,  when  we  can  laugh  aloud. 
There's  something  pleasant  in  a  social  crowd. 
Who  laugh  with  us — but  will  such  jov  remain, 
When  we  lie  struggling  on  tfie  bed  of'^pain  7 
When  our  physician  tells  us  with  a  sigh, 
No  more  on  hope  and  science  to  rely. 
Life's  staflf  is  useless  then ;  with  labouring  breathy 
We  pray  for  hope  drvine — the  staff  of  death — 
This  is  a  scene  whieh  few  companions  grace. 
And  where  the  heart's  first  favourites  yield  their 
place. 
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Here  all  the  aid  of  man  to  man  mast  end, 
Here  mounts  the  soal  to  her  eternal  Friend ; 
Thu  tcndcreflt  love  must  here  its  tie  reaign, 
And  give  th'  aspiring  heart  to  love  divine. 

Men  fuel  their  weakness,  and  to  numbers  run, 
'i'hem^ic'lvcs  to  strengthen,  or  themselves  to  shun ; 
And  though  to  this  our  weakness  may  be  prone, 
iM  *H  learn  to  jive,  for  we  must  die,  alono. 


LETTER  XT. 
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All  the  eomfbrti  of  life  io  a  uvem  are  known. 

*T  ii  bra  home  who  powcww  act  on«  of  his  own ; 

And  to  him  who  hai  rather  too  mueh  of  that  one, 

*T  ii  the  hooM  of  a  friend  where  he  '■  welcome  to  ran: 

The  ioeieat  f ou  enter  ray  door  you  *re  my  ford, 

With  whoee  taete  end  whoeo  pleauure  I  *m  prond  to  aceord  ; 

And  the  louder  you  call  and  the  longer  you  stay. 

The  more  I  am  happy  to  tervc  and  ob^. 

To  the  bouie  of  a  friend  if  yon  *re  plaaaed  to  ivtire* 

You  must  all  thinvs  admit,  you  must  all  things  admire : 

You  must  pay  with  observance,  (he  price  of  your  treat. 

You  must  eat  what  is  praised,  and  roast  praise  what  yoa  eat; 

But  here  yoa  may  eomo,  and  no  tax  we  require, 

You  may  loudly  condemn  what  you  greatly  admire; 

You  may  growl  at  our  wtahos  and  pains  to  excel. 

And  may  snarl  at  the  rascals  who  please  you  so  well. 

At  your  wish  we  attend,  and  confess  that  your  speech 
On  the  nation's  affairs  might  the  minister  teach ; 
His  views  you  may  blame,  and  his  meaauree  oppoao. 
There's  no  tavem-treaaoo— yon  're  under  the  Roaa ; 
Should  rebelliotts  arise  in  your  own  little  state. 
With  mo  you  may  safely  their  eooaeqoenee  wait; 
To  recruit  your  lost  spirits 't  Is  prudent  to  eonae. 
And  to  fly  to  a  friend  when  the  devil  *§  at  home. 

That  I've  faults  is  confeas'd :  but  it  wonM  be  denied. 

*  T  is  my  interest  the  faults  of  my  neiffhboaia  to  hide ; 

If  I  *ve  sometimes  lent  Scandal  occasion  to  prate. 

I  've  often  eonoeard  what  she  *d  love  to  relate : 

If  to  Justice's  bar  some  have  wander'd  IVom  mine, 

*T  waa  becaoae  the  dull  rogues  wouldn't  stay  by  their  wine ; 

And  for  brawls  at  my  bouee,  well  the  poet  eaplaina. 

That  men  diiak  ^iaUno  drtmgkU,  and  so  madden  their  brains. 


A  difficult  Subject  for  Poetry — Invocation  of  the 
Muse — Description  of  the  principal  Inn  and 
those  of  the  first  Clan— The  large  deserted 
Tavern — ^Those  of  a  second  Order — ^Their  Com- 
pany — ^One  pf  particular  Description — A  lower 
Kind  of  PublicHouses :  yet  distinguished  among 
themselves — Houses  on  the  Quays  for  Sailors— 
The  Green-Man :  its  Landlord,  and  the  Adven- 
ture of  his  Marriage,  etc 


MtTCH  do  I  need,  and  there&re  will  I  ask, 
A  Muse  to  aid  me  in  my  present  task ; 
For  then  with  special  oause  we  beg  for  aid. 
When  of  our  subject  we  are  most  afraid : 
Inns  are  this  subject — *t  is  an  ill-drawn  lot« 
So,  thou  who  gravely  trlflest,  fail  me  not 
X**ail  not,  but  haste,  and  to  my  memory  bring 
Scenes  yet  unsimg,  which  few  would  choose  to  sing ; 


Thou  road'st  a  Shilling  splwdid  ;  tboa  bastthimni 
On  humble  themes  the  graces  all  thine  own; 
By  thee  the  Mistress  of  a  village-echoo! 
Became  a  queen,  enthroned  upon  her  stool ; 
And  far  beyond  the  rest  thou  gavest  to  shine 
Bclinda*s  Lock — ^that  deattiless  work  was  thine. 

Come,  lend  thy  cheerful  light,  and  give  to  pleasei 
Those  seats  of  revelry,  these  scenes  of  ease ; 
Who  sings  of  Inns  much  danger  has  to  dread, 
And  needs  asaistance  from  the  fbimtain-head. 

High  in  the  street,  o*erlooking  all  the  pbtoe^ 
The  rampant  Lion  shows  his  kingly  fiice ; 
His  ample  jaws  extend  from  side  to  side. 
His  eyes  are  glaring,  and  his  nostrils  wide ; 
In  silver  sha^  the  soverei^  form  is  dressM, 
A  mane  hornfic  sweeps  his  ample  chest ; 
Elate  with  pride,  he  seems  t'  assert  his  reign. 
And  stands  the  glory  of  his  wide  domain. 

Yet  nothing  dreadful  to  his  friends  the  sight, 
But  sign  and  pledge  of  welcome  and  delight: 
To  him  the  noblest  gnest  the  town  detains 
Flies  for  repast,  and  in  his  coui^  remains ; 
Him  too  the  crowd  with  longing  looks  admire, 
Sigh  for  his  joys,  and  modestly  retire ; 
Here  not  a  comfort  shall  to  them  be  lost 
Whb  never  ask  or  never  feel  the  cost 

The  ample  yards  on  either  side  contain 
Buildings  where  order  and  distinction  reign  ^^ 
The  splendid  carriage  of  the  wealthier  guest, 
The  ready  chaise  and  driver  smartly  dressM; 
Whiskeys  and  gigs  and  curricles  are  there. 
And  high-fed  prancers  many  a  raw-boned  pair. 
On  all  without  a  lordly  host  sustains 
The  care  of  empire,  and  observimt  reigns ; 
The  parting  guest  beholds  him  at  his  side, 
With  pomp  obsequious,  bending  in  his  pride ; 
Round  all  the  place  his  eyes  all  objects  meet. 
Attentive,  silent  civil,  and  discreet 
0*er  all  within  the  lady-hostess  rules, 
Her  bar  she  governs,  and  her  kitchen  schools ; 
To  every  guest  the  appropriate  speech  is  made, 
And  every  duty  with  distinction  paid  ; 
Respectfiil,  easy,  pleasant,  or  polite — 
**Your  honour*s  servant  —  Mister   Smith,   good 

night" 
Next,  but  not  near,  yet  honour'd  through  thetowii» 
There  swing,  incongruous '  pair !  the  Bear  and 

Crown ; 
That  Crown  suspended  gems  and  ribands  deck, 
A  ffolden  chain  hangs  o*er  that  furry  neck : 
Umike  the  nobler  beast,  the  Bear  is  bound. 
And  with  the  Crown  so  near  him,  scowls  uncrownM; 
Less  his  dominion,  but  alert  are  all 
Without  within,  and  ready  for  the  call ;  « 

Smart  lads  and  light  run  nimbly  here  and  there, 
Nor  for  neglected  duties  mourns  the  Bear. 

To  his  retreats,  on  the  election-day, 
The  losing  party  found  their  silent  way ; 
There  they  partook  of  each  consoling  good. 
Like  him  uncrowned,  like  him  in  sullen  mood— - 
Threatening,  but  bound. — Here  meet  a  social  kindt 
Our  various  clubs  for  various  cause  combined ; 
Nor  has  he  pride,  but  thankful  takes  as  gain 
The  dew-drops  shaken  from  the  Lion*s  manp  t 
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A  thriving  couple  Ipre  their  skill  display, 
And  share  the  profits  of  no  volgar  sway. 

Third  in  oar  Borough's  list  appears  the  sign 
Of  a  tiiir  q«iceii—~the  gracious  C'aroUne; 
But  in  decay — each  icature  in  tlie  face 
Has  stain  ot  'I'irne,  and  token  of  disgrace. 
The  storm  of  winter,  and  the  sumnier-san. 
Have  on  that  Ibrm  their  equal  mischief  done ; 
The  features  now  are  all  cfiefigured  seen. 
And  not  one  charm  adorns  the  insults  queen : 
To  thb  poor  fiice  was  never  paint  applied, 
The  unseemly  work  of  cruel  time  to  hide ; 
Here  we  may  rightly  such  neglect  upbraid. 
Paint  on  such  fiLCes  is  by  prudence  laid. 
Lirge  the  domain,  but  all  within  combine 
To  correepond  with  the  dishonoured  sign ; 
And  all  around  dilapidates :  you  call — 
Bat  none  replies — they  're  inattentive  all : 
At  length  a  ruin'd  stable  holds  your  steed. 
While  you  through  large  and  dirty  rooms  proceed, 
SpaciouK  and  cold ;  a  proof  they  once  had  been 
In  bonoor — ^now  magnificently  mean ; 
Till  in  aomtf  small  hal^furnishM  room  you  rest, 
Whose  dying  fire  denotes  it  bad  a  ffuest 
In  those  you  passM  where  former  splendour  reign'd, 
You  saw  the  carpets  torn,  the  paper  stain'd ; 
Squares  of  discordant  glass  in  windows  fix'd, 
And  paper  oil'd  in  many  a  space  betwixt ; 
A  soird  and  broken  sconce,  a  mirror  crack'd. 
With  table  underpropped,  and  chairs  new-back'd ; 
A  marble  aide-slab  with  ten  thousand  staioa, 
And  all  an  ancient  tavern's  poor  remains. 

With  much  entreaty,  they  your  fix)d  prepaie, 
And  acid  wine  afibrd,  with  meagre  fare ; 
Heartless  jou  sup ;  and  when  a  dozen  times 
Too've  read  the  firactnred  window's    senseless 

rhymes ; 
Have  been  assured  that  Phcsbe  Green  was  &ir. 
And  Peter  JadLson  took  his  supper  there ; 
Yon  reach  a  chilling  chamber,  where  you  dread 
Damps  hot  or  cold,  from  a  tremendous  bed ; 
Late  comes  your  sleep,  and'  you  are  waken'd  soon 
By  rustling  tatters  of  the  old  festoon. 

(Tn  this  larffe  building,  thus  by  tune  defeoed, 
A  servile  eonpK  has  its  owner  placed, 
Who^  not  onmindful  that  its  style  is  large. 
To  lost  macniBcence  adapt  their  charge : 
Thus  ah  old  beauty,  who  has  long  declined, 
•KtepB  tottnm  dues  and  dignity  in  mind  ; 
And  wiUs  that  all  attention  should  be  paid 
For  graces  vanished  and  for  charms  decay'd. 

Few  y^mn  have  pass'd,  since  brighdy  *croM  the 
way. 
Lights  from  each  window  shot  the  lengthen'd  ray. 
And  hosj  looks  in  every  face  were  seen, 
'nirongh  the  warm  precmcts  of  the  reigrnidg  Queen : 
There  llree  invitins^  blazed,  and  all  around 
Was  beard  the  tinkling  bells*  seducing  sound ; 
The  nimble  waiters  to  that  sound  from  fer 
Sprang  to  the  cdl,  then  hasten'd  to  the  bar ; 
Where  a  glad  priestess  of  the  temple  sway'd« 
The  meet  obeaient,  and  the  most  obey'd ; 
Hasv  and  round,  adorn'd  in  crimson  vest. 
And  flaming  ribands  at  her  ample  breast: 
9  N 


She,  skill'd  like  Circe,  tried  her  guests  to  move. 
With  looks  of  welcome  and  with  words  of  love ; 
And  such  her  potent  charms,  that  men  unwise 
Were  soon  transfbrm'd  and  fitted  for  the  sties. 

Her  port  in  bottles  stood,  a  well-stain'd  row. 
Drawn  for  the  evening  ftom  the  pipe  below ; 
I'hree  powerful  spirits  fill'd  a  parted  case, 
S>ome  cordiul-bottles  stood  in  secret  place ; 
Fair  acid  firuits  in  nets  above  were  seen. 
Her  plate  was  splendid,  and  her  glasses  dean ; 
Basins  and  bowls  were  ready  on  the  stand. 
And  measures  datter'd  in  her  powerful  hand. 

Inferior  houses  now  our  notice  daim. 
But  who  shall  deal  them  their  appvl^riate  fame  7 
Who  shaD  the  nice  yet  known  diss' action  tell. 
Between  the  peal  complete  and  single  bell  7 

Determine,  ye,  who  on  your  shining  nags 
Wear  oil-skin  beavers  and  bear  seal-skin  bags ; 
Or  ye,  grave  topers,  who  with  coy  delight 
Snugly  enjoy  the  sweetness  of  the  night ; 
Ye  travellers  all,  superior  inns  denied 
By  moderate  purse,  the  low  by  decent  pride ; 
Come  and  determine — will  ye  take  your  place 
At  the /vU  orb,  or  half  the  lunar  face  7 
With  the  Black  Boy  or  Angel  wOl  you  dine  ♦ 
Will  ye  approve  the  Fountain  or  the  Vine : 
Horses  the  white  or  hlaok  will  ye  prefer  ? 
The  Silver-Swan,  or  swan  opposed  to  her — 
Rare  bird !  whose  form  the  raven-plumage  decks,. 
And  graceful  curve  her  three  alluring  necks  7 

All  these  a  decent  entertainment  ^ive. 
And  by  their  comforts  comfortably  Uve. 

ShaU  I  pass  by  the  Boar  7 — ^there  are  who  cry^ 
**  Beware  the  Boar,**  and  pass  determined  by : 
Those  dreadful  turiis,  those  little  peering  eyes 
And  churning  chaps,  are  tokens  to  the  wise. 
There  dwells  a  kind  dd  aunt,  and  there  you  see: 
Some  kind  young  nieces  in  her  company ; 
Poor  village  nieces,  whom  the  tender  dame 
Invites  to  town,  and  gives  their  beauty  fame ; 
The  gratefiil  sisters  feel  the  important  aid. 
And  the  good  aunt  is  flatter'd  and  repaid. 

What  though  it  may  some  cdol  observers  strilu)^ 
That  such  fair  sisters  should  bo  so  unlike ; 
That  still  another  and  another  comes. 
And  at  the  matron's  table  smiles  and  blooms ; 
That  all  appear  as  if  they  meant  to  stay 
Time  undefined,  nor  name  a  parting  day ; 
And  yet,  though  all  are  valued,  all  are  dear, 
Cauieless  they  go,  and  seldom  more  appear? 

Yet  let  Suspicion  hide  her  odious  head, 
And  Scandal  vengeance  from  a  burgess  dread : 
A  pious  friend,  who- with  the  ancient  dame 
At  sober  cribbage  takes  an  evening  game; 
His  cup  beside  him,  through  their  play  he  quafii. 
And  ofx  renews,  and  innocently  laughs ; 
Or,  growing  serious,  to  the  text  resorts. 
And  from  the  Sunday-sermon  makes  reports ; 
While  all,  with  grateful  glee,  his  wish  attend, 
A  grave  protector  and  a  powerful  friend : 
But  Slander  says,  who  indistinctly  sees. 
Once  he  was  caught  with  Silvia  on.  bis  1 


96 


CRABBB'S   POETICAL  WORKS. 


A  coutiouM  burgess  with* a  carefbl  ^ife 
To  be  so  caught  h— *tls  fake,  upon  my  lifis. 

Next  are  a  lower  kind,  yet  not  so  low 
But  they,  among  them,  their  distinctions  know ; 
And  when  a  thriving  landlord  aims  so  high 
As  to  exchange  the  Chequer  for  the  Pye, 
Or  from  Duke  William  to  tlie  Dog  repairs, 
lie  takes  a  finer  coat  and  fiercer  airs. 

Pleased  with  his  power,  the  poor  man  loves  to  say 
What  favourite  inn  shtfll  share  his  evening's  pay, 
Where  he  shall  sit  the  social  hoar,  and  lose 
His  past  day*s  labours  and  his  next  day's  views. 
Our  seamen  too  have  choice  :  one  takes  a  trip 
In  the  warm  cabin  Qf  his  favourite  Ship ; 
And  on  l!he  ntorrow  in  the  humbler  Boat 
He  rows,  tiU^9fecy  feels  herself  afloat ; 
Can  he  the  sign^Three  Jolly  Sailors  pass, 
Who  hears  a  fiddle  and  who  sees  a  lass  ? 

'The  Anchor  too  affords  the  seaman  joys, 
In  small  smoked  room,  all  clamour,  crowd,  and 
noise; 

*Where  a  curved  settle  half  surrounds  the  fire, 
Where  fifty  voices  purl  and  punch  require  : 

'They  come  for  pleasure  in  their  leisure  hour, 
And  they  enjoy  it  to  their  utmost  power ;       ^ 

:  Standing  they  drink,  they  swearing  smoke,  while  alt 

«Call,  or  make  ready  for  a  second  call : 

'There  is  no  time  for  trifling — ^**  Do  ye  see  ? 

'We  drink  and  drub  the  French  extempore." 

See !  round  the  room,  on  every  beam  and  bdk, 
.Are  niintled  scrolls  of  hieroglyphic  chalk ; 
Yet  nothing  heeded — would  one  stroke  suffice 
'To  blot  out  all,  here  honour  is  too'  nice, — 
'**Let  knavish  landsmen  think  such  dirty  things, 
'We  Ve  British  tars,  and  British  tars  are  kings.*' 

B«t  the  Green-Man  shall  I  pass  by  unsunff, 
'Which  mine  own  James  upon  his  sign-post  hang? 

His  si^n,  his  image, — ^fbr  he  onee  was  seen 
.  A  squire's  attendant,  clad  in  keeper's  green ; 

Ere  yet  with  wages  more,  and  honour,  less, 
iHe  stood  behind  me  in  a  graver  dress. 

James  in  an  evil  hour  went  forth  to  woo 
Young  Juliet  Hart,  and  was  her  Romeo ; 

'They  'd  seen  the  play,  and  thought  it  vastly  sweet 
For  two  young  lovers  by  the  moon  to  meet ; 

^he  nymph  was  gentle,  of  her  favours  freoi 
Ev'n  at  a  word — no  Rosalind  was  she  : 

iNor,  like  that  other  Juliet,  tried  his  truth 
With — **  Be  thy  purpose  marriage,  gentle  youth  ?'* 
But  him  received,  and  heard  his  teculer  tale 
When  sang  the  lark,  and  when  the  nightingale : 

:  So  in  few  months  the  generous  lasf  was  seen 
r  the  way  that  all  the  Capulets  had  been. 

Then  first  repentance  seized  the  amorous  man. 
And— ^hame  on  love — he  reason'd  and  he  ran ; 
'  The  thoughtful  Romeo  trembled  for  his  purse, 
.  And  the  sad  sounds,  ^  fi>r  better  and  for  worse." 

Yet  could  the  lover  not  so  fiur  withdraw, 
IBut  he  was  haunted  both  by  love  and  law  : 
^Now  law  dismay'd  him  as  he  view'd  its  fimgs. 
If ow  pity  soiled  him  for  his  Juliet's  pangs ; 
"Hien  thoughts  of  justice  and  some  dread  o£  jail. 
Where  all  would  Name  him  and  where  none  might 
baUi 


Th0ee  drew  him  back,  till  Jirtiet's  hut  appear'd 
Where  love  had  drawn  him  when  he  should  l^ave 
fear'd. 

There  s«t  the  father  in  his  wicker  throne, 
Uttering  his  curses  in  tremendous  lon^ ; 
With  foulest  names  his  daughter  he  reviled, 
And  look'd  a  very  Herod  at  the  child :    • 
Nor  was  she  patient,  but  with  equal  soom. 
Bade  him  remember  when  his  Joe  was  born : 
T'hen  rose  the  mothei\  eager  to  be^n- 
Her  plea  for  frailty,  when  the  swam  came  hu 

To  him  she  tum'd  and  other  theme  began, 
Show'd  him  his  boy,  and  bade  him  be  a  man ; 
**  An  honest  man,  who,  when  he  breaks  the  laws, 
Will  make  a  woman  honest  if  there 's  cause." 
With  lengthen'd  speech  she  proved  what  came  to 


Was  no  reflection  on  a  loving  lass : 

**  If  she  your  love  as  wife  and  mother  claim. 

What  can  it  matter  which  was  first  the  name  7   , 

But  'tis  most  base,  'tis  perjury  and  theft, 

When  a  lost  girl  is  like  a  widow  left ; 

The  rogue  who  ruins" — here  the  father  found 

His  spouse  was  treading  on  forbidden  ground. 

"That's  not  the  point,"  quoth  he,— «»I  don* 
suppose 
My  good  firiend  Fletcher  to  be  one  of  tfaoise ; 
What's  done  amiss  he  '11*  mend  in  proper  time— 
I  hate  to  hear  of  villany  and  crime : 
'T  was  my  misfortune,  in  the  days  of  youth. 
To  find  two  lasses  pleading  for  my  truth  ; 
The  case  was  hard,  I  would  with  all  my  soul 
Have  wedded  both,  but  law  is  our  control ; 
So  one  I  took,  aqd  when  we  gain'd  a  home, 
Her  friend  agreed  —  what  could  she  more?— to 

oomej 
And  when  she  found  that  I  'd  i^  widowed  bed. 
Me  she  desired — what  could  I  less  7 — to  wed. 
An  easier  case  is  yours :  you  've  not  the  smart 
That  two  fond  pleaders  cause  in  one  man's  heart; 
You  *ve  not  to  wait  frqm  year  to  year  distreas'd. 
Before  your  conscience  can  be  laid  at  rest ; 
There  smiles  your  bride,  there  sprawls  your  new- 
born son 
— ^A  ring,  a  license,  and  the  thing  is  done." 

••  My  loving  James," — the  lass  began  her  ple«» 
••  I  'U  make  thy  reason  take  a  part  with  me : 
Had  I  been  froward,  skittish,  or  unkind. 
Or  to  thy  person  or  thy  passion  blind  ; 
Had  I  refused,  when  't  was  thy  part  to  pray, 
Or  put  thee  off  with  promise  and  delay  ; 
Thou  might^st  in  justice  and  in  conscience  fly. 
Denying  her  who  taught  thee  to  deny  : 
But,  James,  with  me  thou  hadst  an  easier  task, 
Bonds  and  conditions  I  forbore  to  ask ; 
I  laid  no  traps  for  thee,  no  plots  or  plans, 
Nor  marriage  named  by  license  or  by  banns ; 
Nor  would  I  now  the  parson's  aid  employ, 
But  for  this  cause," — and  up  she  held  her  boy. 

Motives  like  these  could  heart  of  flesh  resist  7 
James  took  the  infant  and  in  triumph  kiss'd ; 
Then  to  his  mother's  arms  the  child  restored. 
Made  his  proud  speech,  and  pledged  his  worthy 
word. 
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"  Three  times  at  dmreh  oar  basM.  thill  pab- 
lish'dbe. 
Thy  health  be  dmnk  in  bampen  three  times  three ; 
And  thoa  shall  ^oe  (bedeck'd  ia  garments  gay) 
The  christening-dinner  on  the  wedding  day.** 

James  at  my  door  then  made  his  parting  bow^ 
Took  the  Green-Man,  and  is  a  master  now. 


LETTER  XII. 


PLAYERS. 


TImm  in  mooarehf  m 


Waalthj  nen.  whom  dniw  puiMM; 
B«aatMi.  chrinkioff  from  the  vww 

Of  the  daj*i  deteethic  eye ; 
Loren.  iriio  wHh  raoeb  edo 


Aad  heave  the  iU>fei«a*d  lifh. 

Ilieee  era  mieeiB,  cnTinc  meani 
Of  esietenee  throagh  the  dej. 


OfedaUbewilderisffplay; 
BsMied  beaux  end  mimre  sraif 

Whom  the  rabble  prtiee  and  blame « 
Proud  and  mean,  and  sad  and  gay, 

Toilmg  after  eaae.  are  thej, 
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layers  arrive  in  the  Borough — Welcomed  by  their 
fDrmer  Friends-— Are  better  fitted  for  Comic  than 
Tragic  Scenes :  yet  better  approved  in  the  laU 
ter  by  one  Part  of  their  Audience — Their  gene- 
ral  Character  and  Pleasantry — Particular  Dis- 
tresses and  Labours^-Their  Fortitude  and  Pa- 
tience— A  private  Rehearsal — The  Vanity  of  the 
aced  Actress — A  Heroine  from  the  Milliner*s 
Shop— A  deioded  Tradesman— Of  what  Persons 
the  Company  is  composed— Character  and  Ad- 
veotiires  of  Frederick  Thompson. 


BiAWir  by  the  annual  call,  we  now  behold 

Our  troop  dramntic,  heroes  known  of  old. 

And  tfaooe,  sinte  last  they  mar^^d,  inlisted  and 

enrolPd: 
Mounted  on  hacks  or  borne  in  wagons  some, 
The  rest  on  loot  (the  hamUer  brethren)  come. 
Three  &vour*d  places,  an  unequal  time, 
Join  to  support  this  company  sublime : 
Ours  for  the  longer  period — see  how  light 
Ton  parties  move,  their  former  friends  in  sight, 
Whose  claims  are  all  «llow*d,  and  friendship  glads 

the  night 
Now  public  rooms  shall  sound  with  words  divine, 
And  private  lodgings  hear  how  heroes  shine ; 
So  talk  of  pay  shall  yet  on  pleasure  steal, 
But  kindest  welcome  Mess  the  fi-ien<fly  meal ; 
While  o'er  the  social  jug  and  decent  cheer, 
Shan  be  described  the  fortunes  of  the  year. 

•  aroliiac  9layen  an  tbna  heU  as  a  Jwal  nsie. 


Peruse  these  bills,  and  see  what  each  can  do, — 
Behold  1  the  prince,  the  slave,  the  monk,  the  Jew ; 
Chance  but  the  garment,  and  they  *11  all  engage 
To  t^o  each  part,  and  act  in  every  age : 
CuU'd  from  all  houses,  what  a  house  are  they ! 
Swept  fiom  all  bams,  our  borough^ritics  say ; 
But  with  some  portion  of  a  critic's  ire. 
We  all  endure  them ;  there  are  some  admire : 
They  might  have  praise,  confined  to  fiirce  alone  $ 
Full  well  they  grin,  they  should  not  try  to  groan ; 
But  then  our  servants'  and  our  seamen's  wives 
Love  qU  that  rant  and  rapturo  as  their  lives ; 
He  who  'Squire  Richard's  part  could  well  sustain. 
Finds  as  King  Richard  he  must  roar  amain — 
•*  My  horse !  my  horse  I" — Lo !  now  to  their  abodes. 
Come  lords  and  lovers,  empresses  and  gods. 
Thd  master-mover  of  these  scenes  has  made 
No  trifling  gain  in  this  adventurous  trade ; 
Trade  we  may  term  it,  fbr  he  duly  buys 
Arms  out  of  Use  and  undirected  eyes ; 
These  he  instructs,  and  guides  them  as  he  can, 
And  vends  each  night  tlM  manufactured  man :  * 
Long  as  oar  custom  lasts,  they  gbdly  stay, 
Then  strike  their  tents,  like  Tartan  2  and  away ! 
The  pUoe  grows  bare  where  they  too  long  remaJBi 
But  grass  will  rise  ere  they  return  again. 

Children  of  Thespis,  welcome!   knights  and 
queens ! 
Counts !  barons  I  beauties !  when  befbrt^your  scenes, 
And  mighty  monarchs  thund*iing  from  yoor throne; 
Then  step  behind,  and  all  your  glory 's  gone : 
Of  crown  and  palace,  throne  and  guards  bereft, 
The  pomp  is  vanish'd,  and  the  care  is  lefl. 
Yet  strong  and  lively  is  the  joy  they  feel 
When  the  full  house  secures  the  plenteous  meal ; 
Flatt'ring  and  flatter'd,  each  attempts  to  raise 
A  brother's  merits  fbr  a  brother's  praise : 
For  never  hero  shows  a  prouder  heart. 
Than  he  who  proudly  acts  a  hero's  part; 
Nor  without  cause ;  the  boards,  we  know,  c^^  yield 
Place  Ibr  fierce  contest,  like  the  tented  field. 

Graceful  to  tread  the  stage,  to  be  in  turn 
The  prince  we  honour,  and  the  knave  we  spurn ; 
Bravelj  to  bear  the  tumult  of  the  crowd. 
The  hiss  tremendous,  and  the  censure  loud ; 
These  are  their  parts, — and  he  who  these  sostaios 
Deserves  some  praise  and  profit  fbr  his  pains. 
Heroes  at  least  of  gentler  kind  are  they. 
Against  whose  swords  no  weeping  widows  pray. 
No  blood  Lheir  fury  sheds,  nor  havoc  marks  their 
way. 

Sad  happy  race !  soon  raised  and  soon  depressed. 
Your  days  all  pass'd  in  jeopardy  and  jest ; 
Poor  without  prudence,  with  afflictions  vain. 
Not  wam'd  by  misery,  not  enrich'd  by  gain ; 
Whom  justice  pitying,  chides  fVom  place  to  place, 
A  wandering,  careless,  wretched,  merry  race, 
Who  cheerful  looks  assume,  and  play  the  parts 
Of  happy  rovers  with  repining  hearts ; 
Then  oast  off  care,  and  in  the  mimic  pam 
Of  tragic  wo,  feel  spirits  light  and  vain, 
Distress  and  hope— -the  mind's,  the  body's  wear, 
The  man's  affliction  and  the  actor's  tear : 
Alternate  times  of  fiMtin[|r  and  excess 
Are  youcs,  ye  smiling  children  of  distress. 
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Slavesi  though  ye  be,  jour  wandering  freedotn 
aeerosr 
And  with  your  varying  views  and  restlcM  schemee 
Your  griels  are  trmnBient,  as  your  joya  are  dreams. 

Yet  keen  thoee  griefs — ah !   wb&t   avail   thy 
charms, 
Fair  Juliet .'  what  that  infant  in  thine  arms ; 
What  those  heroic  lines  thy  patience  learns, 
What  all  the  aid  thy  present  Romeo  earns, 
Whilst  thou  art  crowded  in  that  lumbering  wdn, 
With  all  tliy  plaintive  sisters  to  complain  ? 

Nor  is  there  lack  of  labour— To  rehearse. 
Bay  after  day,  poor  scraps  of  prose  and  verse; 
To  bear  each  other's  spirit,  pride,  and  spite ; 
To  hide  in  rant  the  heart-ache  of  the  night  i 
To  dress  in  gaudy  patch-work,  and  to  force 
The  mind  to  think  on  the  appointed  course ; 
This  is  laborious,  and  may  be  defined 
The  booUeas  labour  of  the  thrifUess  mind. 

Tbera  iM  a  veteran  dune ;  I  see  her  stand 
Intent  and  pensive  with  her  book  in  hand ; 
Awhile  her  thoughts  she  forees  on  her  part, 
Then  dwells  oh  objects  nearer  to  the  heart ; 
Across  the  room  she  paces,  gets  her  tone, 
And  fits  her  features  for  the  Danish  throne ; 
•To-night  a  queeh — I  mark  her  motion  slow, 
I  hear  her  speech,  and  Hamlefs  motlier  know. 

Methinks  't  is  pitiful  to  see  her  try 
For  strength  of  arms  and  energy  of  eye ; 
With  vigour  lost,  and'  spirits  worn  away. 
Her  pomp  and  pride  she  labours  to  display ; 
And  when  awhile  she  *s  tried  her  part  to  act, 
To  find  her  thoughts  arrested  by  some  fact ; 
When  struggles  more  and  more  severe  are  seen 
In  the  plain  actress  than  the  Danish  queen, — 
At  length  she  fbels  her  part,  she  finds  delight, 
And  fancies  aU  the  plaudits  of  the  night : 
Old  aa  she  is,  she  smiles  at  every  speech, 
And  thinks  no  youthful  part  beyond  her  reach ; 
But  as  the  mist  of  vanity  again 
Is  blown  away,  by  press  of  present  pain, 
Sad  and  in  doubt  she  to  her  purse  applies 
For  cause  of  comfort,  where  no  comfort  lies ; 
Then  to  her  task  she  sighing  turns  again, — 
**  Oh !  Hamlet,  thou  hast  deft  my  heart  in  twain  1" 

And  who  that  poor,  consumptive,  witherM  thing, 
Who  strains  her  slender  throat  and  strives  to  sing  7 
Panting  for  breath,  and  feroed  her  voice  to  drop^ 
And  far  unlike  the  inmate  of  the  shop,    ■ 
Where  she,  in  youth  and  health,  alert  and  gay, 
Laugh'd  off  at  night  the  labours  of  tlie  day; 
With  novels,  verses,  fiincy's  fertile  powers, 
And  sister^onverse  passM  the  evening-hours ; 
But  Cynthia*s  soul  was  soft,  her  wishes  strong, 
Her  judgment  weak,  and  her  conclusions  wrong: 
The  morning-call  and  counter  were  her  dread, 
And  her  contempt  the  needle  and  the  thread : 
But  when  she  read  a  gentle  damsePs  part, 
Her  wo,  her  wish ! — she  had  them  all  by  heart 

At  lengfth  the  hero  of  the  boards  drew  nigh, 
Who  spake  of  love  till  sigh  re-ecfao*d  sigh ; 
He  told  in  honey*d  words  his  deathless  flame, 
And  she  his  own  by  tender  vows  became ; 


Nor  ring  nor  licenoe  needed  sonls  to  fond, 
Alphonso's  passion  was  his  Cynthia's  bond : 
And  thus  the  simple  girl,  to  abame  betrayed, 
Sii^  to  the  grave  forsaken  and  dismay'd. 

Sick  without  pity,  sorrowing  without  hope. 
See  her !  the  grief  and  scandal  of  the  tnop ; 
A  wretched  martyr  to  a  childish  pride. 
Her  wo  insulted,  and  her  praise  denied : 
Her  humble  talents,  though  derided,  used. 
Her  prospects  lost,  her  confidence  abused ; 
AH  that  remains— for  she  not  long  can  brave 
Increase  of  evils— is  an  early  grave. 

Ye  gentle  Cynthias  of  the  shop,  take  heed 
What  dreams  ye  cherish,  and  what  books  ye  read. 

A  decent  sum  had  Peter  Nottage  made. 
By  joining  bricks— to  him  a  Uiriving  trade : 
Of  his  employment  master  and  his  wife, 
This  humble  tradesman  led  a  lordly  life ; 
The  house  of  kings  and  heroes  lackM  repairs. 
And  Peter,  though  reluctant, served  the  players: 


Connected  thus,  he  heartl  in  Way  poUl 
**  Come,  Master  Nottage,  see  us  play  to-night*' 
At  first 't  was  folly,  nonsense,  idle  sti^ 
But  seen  for  nothmg  it  grew  well  enough ; 
And  better  now— now  ^st,  and  every  night. 
In  this  fool's  paradise  he  drank  deUght ; 
And  as  he  felt  the  bliss,  he  vrish'd  to  know 
Whence  aU  this  rapture  and  these  joys  could  flow ; 
For  if  the  seeing  could  su^  pleasure  bring, 
What  must  the  feeling? — feeling  like  a  king  7 

In  vain  his  wife,  his  nnele,  and  his  fiiend. 
Cried—"  Peter !  Peter !  let  such  fi>Uies  end ; 
*T  is  well  enough  these  vagabonds  to  see. 
But  would  you  partner  wiUi  a  showman  be  f 
**  Showman  P*  said  Peter,  **  did  not  Quin  and  divi^ 
And  Roecius-Garrick,  by  the  sconce  thrive  7 
Showman ! — *t  is  scandal ;  I  *m  by  genius  led 
To  join  a  class  who  *ve  Shakspeare  at  their  head." 

Poor  Peter  thns  by  easy  steps  became 
A  dreaming  candidate  for  soenie  fiime. 
And,  after  years  consumed,  infinn  and  poor, 
He  sits  and  takes  the  tickets  at  the  door. 


Of  various  men  these  marching  troops  are  r    ^ 
Pen-spurning  clerks,  and  lads  contemning  tradf ; 
Waiters  and  servants  by  confinement  teased. 
And  youths  of  wealth  by  dissipation  eased ; 
With  feeling  nymphs,  who,  such  resource  at  hand. 
Scorn  to  obe^  the  rigour  of  command ; 
Some,  who  from  higher  views  by  vice  are  woo. 
And  some  of  either  sex  by  love  undone; 
The  greater  part  lamenting  as  their  fidl. 
What  some  an  honour  and  advancement  calL 

There  are  who  names  in  shame  or  fear  assume^ 
And  hence  our  Bevilies  and  our  Savilles  come ; 
It  honours  him,  from  tailor's  board  kick'd  down, 
As  Mister  Dormer  to  amuse  the  town ; 
Falling,  he  rises :  but  a  kind  there  are 
Who  dwell  on  former  prospects,  and  despair ; 
Justly  but  vainlj  they  their  fate  deplore, 
And  mourn  their  fall  who  fell  to  rise  np  more. 

Our  merchant  Thompson,  with  his  sons  anmndl, 
Most  mind  and  talent  in  bia  Frederiok  fiMUd : 
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He  WW  00  lively,  that  his  mother  knew 
If  be  were  taaght,  that  honour  mmt  ensue; 
The  fmther*a  views  were  in  a  difTerent  line, 
fiot  if  at  QoUege  he  were  sure  to  shine, 
Then  should  he  go— to  prosper  who  oouM  doubt? 
When  sehool-boy  stigmas  would  be  ail  waahM  o«t ; 
For  these  wnre  marks  upon  his  youthful  face, 
•T  wixt  Tioe  and  error — a  neglected  ease 
These  would  submit  to  skill ;  a  little  time. 
And  none  ooold  trace  the  error  or  the  crime ; 
Then  let  him  go,  and  once  at  college,  he 
Might  choose  hia  station — what  would  Frederick  be? 
*T  was  soon  determined — He  could  not  descend 
To  pedant-Iaws  and  lectures  without  end ; 
And  then  the  chapel — ni^ht  and  mom  to  pray. 
Or  mnlot  and  thseaten'd  if  he  kept  away ; 
Mo !  not  to  be  a  bishop— so  he  swore, 
And  at  his  college  he  was  seen  no  more. 

His  debts  all  paid,  the  father  with  a  siffh, 
Phced  him  in  office-^  Do,  niy  Frederic!,  try ; 
Confine  thyself  a  few  short  months^  and  then-——*' 
He  tried  a  lbrtnight,\and  threw  down  the  pen. 

Again  demands  were  hashed:  ** My  son, yoa  'n 
free. 
Bat  yoa  're  wiaettled ;  take  your  chance  at  tea  :** 
So  in  lew  days  the  midshipman  eqoipp'd, 
BeceiYed  the  mother's  hlmsaing  and  was  shipp'd* 

Hard  was  her  fbrtune !  soon  compelPd  to  meet 
The  wretched  stripling  staggering  through  the 

street; 
For,  rash,  impetuous,  insolent  and  vain, 
The  captain  sent  him  to  his  friends  again  : 
About  Uie  boroogh  roved  th'  unhappy  boy, 
And  ate  tiie  breiki  of  every  chance^mploy ; 
Of  friends  he  borrow'd,  and  the  parents  yet 
In  secret  fondness  authorised  the  debt; 
The  yoasj|[er  sister,  still  a  child,  was  taught 
To  gne  with  feign'd  afl&ight  the  jMttance  sought ; 
For  now  the  fiither  cried— *«  It  is  too  late 
For  trial  more — ^I  leave  him  to  his  fiOe," — 
Tet  left  him  not ;  and  with  a  kind  of  joy 
The  mother  heard  of  her  desponding  boy : 
At  length  he  mdLen'd,  and  he  foimd,  when  sick, 
AH  aid  was  ready,  all  attendance  quick ; 
A  ftser  seixed  him,  and  at  once  was  lost 
The  thought  of  trespass,  error,  crime  and  cost ; 
Til'  indnlgent  parents  knelt  beside  the  jrouth. 
They  heara  his  promise  and  believed  his  truth ; 
And  when  the  danger  lessen'd  on  their  view, 
Tliey  cant  off  doubt,  and  hope  assurance  grew ; — 
Nnned  by  hu  sisters,  cherish'd  by  his  sire, 
Begg'd  to  be  glad,  encouraged  to  aspire. 
His  life,  they  said,  would  now  all  care  repay. 
And  he  might  date  his  prospects  from  that  day; 
A  son,  a  brother  to  his  home  received, 
They  hoped  for  all  things,  and  in  aU  believed. 

And  now  will  pardon,  comfort,  kindness,  draw 
The  yoath  from  vice  7  will  honour,  duty,  law  7 
Aks!  not  all:  the  more  the  trials  lent, 
The  less  he  seem'd  to  poiider  and  repent; 
Headstrong,  determined  in  his  own  career. 
He  thought  reproof  unjust  and  truth  severs ; 
The  sooTs  disease  was  to  its  crisis  come. 
He  first  abased  and  then  abjured  his  home ; 
9* 


And  when  he  chose  a  vagabond  to  be. 

He  made  his  shame  his  glory — "•  1 11  be  free." 

Friends,  parents,  relatives,  hope,  reason,  love. 
With  anxious  ardour  for  that  empire  strove ; 
In  vain  their  strife,  in  vain  the  means  applied. 
They  had  no  comfort,  but  that  all  were  tried ; 
One  strong  vain  trial  made,  the  mind  to  move, 
Was  the  last  efibrt  of  parental  love. 

-  Ev'n  then  he  watch'd  his  father  from  his  home. 
And  to  his  mother  would  for  pity  come. 
Where,  as  he  made  her  tender  terrors  rise. 
He  talk'd  of  death,  and  threaten'd  for  suppliea. 
Airainst  a  youth  so  vicious  and  undone 
Au  hearts  were  closed,  and  every  door  but  one : 
The  players  received  him,  they  with  open  heart 
Gave  him  bis  portion  and  assign'd  bis  part ; 
And  ere*  three  days  were  added  to  his  fife, 
He  found  a  home,  a  duty,  and  a  wife. 

His  present  fiiends,  though  they  were  nothing 
nice, 
Nor  ask'd  how  vicious  he,  or  what  his  vice,  ^ 
Still  thev  expected  he  should  now  attend 
To  the  loint  duty  as  an  nsefnl  finend; 
The  leaier  too  declared,  with  finown  severe, 
That  none  shoold  pawn  a  robe  that  kings  might 


And  much  it  moved  him,  when  he  Hamlet  fiay'di 
To  see  his  Fatherls  Ghost  so  drunken  made : 
Then  too  the  temper,  the  unbending  pride 
Of  this  ally  would  no  reproof  abide : — 
So  leaving  these,  he  march'd  away  and  join'd 
Another  troop,  and  other  goods  purloin'd ; 
And  other  characters,  both  gay  and  sage. 
Sober  and  sad,  made  stagger  on  the  stage ; 
Then  to  rebuke,  with  arrogant  disdain, 
He  gave  abuse,  and  sought  a  home*  again. 


Thus  changing  scenes,  but  with  nnrJinngmg  Hot^ 
Engapned  by  QanTt  but  with  no  one  twice : 
Of  thu,/a  last  and  poor  resource,  bereft, 
He  to  himselC  unhappy  guide !  was  left — 
And  who  shall  say  where  jgruided  ?  to  what  seats 
Of  starving  viUany  7  of  thieves  and  cheats  ? 

In  that  sad  time  of  many  a  dismal  soene 
Had  he  a  witness  (not  inactive)  been ; 
Had  leagued  with  petty  pilferers,  and  had  crept 
Where  of  each  sex  demded  numbers  slept ; 
With  such  associates  ne  was  long  alfied. 
Where  his  capacity  fer  ill  was  tried, 
And  that  once  lost,  the  wretch  was  cast  aside :  < 
For  now,  though  wiUing  with  the  worst  to  act, 
He  wanted  power  for  an  important  feet ; 
And  while  he  feH  as  lawless  spirits  feel. 
His  hand  was  palsied,  and  he  couldn't  steaL 

By  these  rejected,  is  there  lot  so  strange, 
So  low !  that  be  could  snflfer  by  the  change  ^ 
Yes !  the  new  station  as  a  fell  we  iudge, — 
He  now  became  the  harlots'  humble  drndge, 
Their  drudge  in  common :  they  combined  to  save 
Awhile  from  starving  their  submissive  slave ; 
For  now  his  spirit  left  him,  and  his  pride, 
His  scorn,  his  rancour,  and  resentment  died ; 
Few  were  his  feelings — ^bot  the  keenest  these, 
The  rage  of  hunger,  and  the  sigh  for  case ; 
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He  who  abused  mdolgence,  now  became 

By  want  Babaervient  and  bj  mmery  tame ; 

A  slave,  he  begflr»d  fbrbearamce ;  bent  with  pain, 

He  shunn'd  the  hlow»-^*  Ah !  atrike  me  not  again." 

Thus  was  he  ibund  :  the  master  of  a  hoy 
Saw  the  sad  wretch,  whom  he  had  loiown  a  hoy ; 
At  first  in  doubt,  but  FVederick  laid  aside 
All  shame,  and  humbly  ibr  hia  aid  applied  : 
He,  tamed  and  smitten  with  the  storms  gone  by, 
LookM  for  compaasxon  through  one  living  eye, 
Aid  stret<)h'd  th*  unpalsied  hand :  the  seaman  fell 
His  honest  haart  with  gentle  pity  melt, 
And  hia  smaM  boon  witfi  cheerful  frankness  dealt; 
Than  made  iaqiuriea  of  th*  unhappy  youth. 
Who  toldf  nor  shame  ^bade  him^  all  the  truth. 

"  Voung  Frederick  Thompson  toa  chandler'ii  shop 
By  hark>t8  orderM  and  afraid  to  slop ! — 
What !  our  good  merchant's  favourite  to  be  aeen 
In  stato  so  loathsome  and  in  dreaa  ao  mean  7**-^ 

So  thought  the  aeaman  aa  he  bade  adieu. 
And,  when  in  port,  related  all  be  knew. 

But  time  vna  lost,  inquiry  cams  too  late, 
Thoae  whsm  he  served  knew  nothing  of  his  fate ; 
No  I  they  had  aeized  on  what  tiie  aaUor  gave, 
Nor  bore  resiitance  from  their  abject  alave ; 
The  apoil  obtainM,  they  cast  him  from  the  d<M', 
Robb'd,  beaten,  hungry,  pain*d,  diaeaaed,  and  poor. 

Then  nature  (pointing  to  the  only  spot 
Which  atill  had  comfort  for  ao  dire  a  lot,) 
Akhoogh  BO  feeble,  led  him  on  the  way. 
And  hope  lookM  forward  to  a  happier  day : 
He  thought,  poor  prodigal !  a  fiither  yet 
Hia  woes  would  pity  and  hia  Crimea  forget; 
Nor  had  be  brother  who  with  apeech  aeveie 
Would  check  the  pity  or  refrain  the  tear : 
A  lighter  spirit  in  hie  boaom  rose^ 
As  Hear  the  mad  he  aought  an  hour's  repose. 

And  there  he  found  it :  he  had  left  the  town. 
But,  buildings  yet  were  acattePd  up  and  down ; 
To  one  of  these,  half-min'd  and  half-built» 
Was  traced  this  child  of  wretchedness  and  guilt; 
Hiere  on  the  remnant  of  a  beggar's  vest, 
TJrown  by  in  seorn !  the  suffered  aought  for  i«st ; 
There  was  this  scene  of  vice  and  wo  to  olose, 
And  there  the  wretched  body  found  repose. 


The  frugal  Merchant —  Rivalahip  ui  Modes  of 
Frugality— Private  Exceptions  to  the  general 
Manners— ^Alma-Houae  builtp— Its  Description-^ 
Founder  diea>-Siz  Trustees— Sir  Denys  Brand, 
a  Principal— Hia  Bulogium  in  the  Chroniclea  of 
the  Day— Truth  reckoned  invidious  on  these 
Oocasiona— An  Explanation  of  the  Magnanimity 
and  Wiadom  of  Sir  Denya— His  Kin^  of  Mod- 
eration and  Humility— taughton,  hia  Sucoeaaor, 
a  planning,  ambitious,  wealUiy  Man— Advance, 
ment  m  Life  hia  perpetual  Object,  and  all  Thinga 
made  the  Means  of  it^Hia  Idea  of  Falsehood 
^His  Resentment  dangerous :  how  Kmoved— ' 
SuooesB  produces  Love  of  Flattery :  his  daily 
Gf  atiacation— Hik  Merits  and  Acts  of  Kindness 
—His  proper  Choice  of  Alas-Men— In  tUs 
Respect  meritorious— His  Ptedeosssor  not  so 
cautious. 


Leave  now  our  strests.  and  in  yob  plain  behold 
Those  pleasant  seate  for  the  redueed  and  old ; 


A  m^rdiant's  gift,  whose  wife  and  children  died^ 
he  to  saving  all  his  powers  applied  ; 
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THE  AI^B-HOUBE  AND  TRUBTEESw 
Do  food  bjMMlth.  and  bliMh  to  find  H  fans. 
There  are  a  eort  of  men  whoee  vitagei 
Do  eraam  and  nantJe  like  a  ttending  pool. 
And  do  a  wilfel  lUlloeM  entertain. 
With  purpon  to  be  dre«'d  in  aa  opinion ; 
Aa  wiio  would  iaj,  **  1  am  Sir  Oracle. 
And  when  I  ope  my  lipa  let  no  dog  bark." 

MmxkafU  «f  nnie*. 
Bum  fblix  ;  quia  enim  neget  1  Alixque  manebo  ; 
Hoc  qaoque  quia  dubilet  1  Tumm  me  oopia  faeiL 


He  wore  his  coat  till  hare  was  every  thimd, 
And  with  the  meanest  fare  his  body  fed. 
He  had  a  female  cousin,  who  with  care 
Walk'd  in  his  steps,  and  leam'd  of  him  to  spare  ; 
With  emulation  and  success  they  strove. 
Improving  still,  still  aeekmg  to  improve, 
As  if  that  useful  knowledge  they  would  gam- 
How  little  food  would  human  life  sustain ; 
No  pauper  came  their  Uble*s  crums  to  crave ; 
Scraping  they  lived,  but  not  a  scrap  they  gave : 
When  begfirarssaw  the  frugal  merchant  pass, 
It  moved  their  pity,  and  they  aaid,  •'  Alas ! 
Hard  is  thy  fate,  my  brother,"  and  they  felt 
A  beggar*s  pride  as  they  that  pity  dealt : 
The  dogs,  who  learn  of'^man  to  scorn  the  poor, 
Bajk'd  him  away  from  ev»ry  decent  door ; 
While  they  who  saw  him  bore,  but  thought  him  rich. 
To  ahow  respect  or  scorn,  they  knew  not  which. 

But  while  our  merphant  seem'd  so  base  and  meai&t 
He  had  hia  wanderinga,  sometimes  **  not  unseen  ;** 
To  give  in  secret  was  a  favourite  act, 
Yet  more  than  once  they  took  him  in  the  fiiet : 
To  acenea  of  varioua  wo  he  nightly  went. 
And  serious  sums  in  healing  miseiy  spent ; 
Ofl  has  he  cheerM  the  wretciied,  at  a  rate 
For  which  he  daily  might  have  dined  on  plate ; 
He  has  been  seen — ^his  hair  all  silver-white, 
Shakinif  and  shining— as  he  stole  by  night. 
To  feed  unenvied  on  his  still  delight 
A  two-fold  toate  he  had ;  to  give  and  apare. 
Both  were  his  dutiea,  and  had  equal  care ; 
It  waa  hia  joy,  to  ait  alone  and  fast, 
Then  aend  a  widow  and  her  boys  repast : 
Tears  in  his  eyes  would,  spite  of  him,  appear 
But  he  from  other  eyes  haa  kept  the.  tear :       * 
All  in  a  wint»ry  night  from  far  he  came, 
^soothe the  sorrows  of  a  auff »rmg  dame ; 
Whose  husband  robbM  him,  and  to  whom  he  meant 
A  Img  ring,  but  reforming  punishment : 
Home  tiien  he  walkM,  and  found  his  anger  rise, 
When  fire  and  rush-light  met  hia  troubled  eyes ; 
But  theae  extinguiah'd,  and  his  prayef  addrM8*d 
To  Heaven  m  hope,  hd  calmly  aank  to  rest 
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His  seventieth  year  was  passed,  and  then  was  seen 
A  building  risings  on  th«  noithern  green ; 
There  was  no  blinding  alt  his  neighbours*  eyes, 
Or  surely  no  one  would  have  seen  it  rise  : 
Twelve  rooms  contiguous  stood,  and  six  were  near. 
There  men  were  placed,  and  sober  matrons  here ; 
There  were  behind  small  usfefol  gardens  made, 
Benches  before,  and  trees  to  give  them  shade ; 
In  the  first  room  were  seen,  above,  below, 
Sonve  loarks  oC  taste,  a  few  attempts  at  show ; 
The  founder^s  picture  and  his  arms  were  there,    . 
(N«t  tiH  he  left  us,)  and  an  elbowM  chair ;  . 
There,  *jnid  these  siffns  of  his  superior  place, 
Sat  the  mild  ruler  of  this  humble  race. 

Within  the  row  are  men  who  strove  In  vain. 
Through  years  of  trouble,  wealth  a^d  ease  to  gain ; 
Less  must  they  have  than  an  appoiiited  sum. 
And  freemen  been,  or  hither  must  not  c^me ; 
They  should  be  jdecent  and  command  respect 
(Though  Deeding  fbrtune,)  whom  these  doors  pro- 
tect. 
And  should  for  thirtv  dismal  years  have  fried  • 
For  peace  unfelt  and  competence  denied. 

Strange !  that  o*er  men  thus  ttamM  in  sorrow's 
school. 
Power  most  be  held,  and  they  mttstlive  by  rule ; 
Infirm,  corrected  by  misfortunes,  old. 
Their  habits  settled  and  their  passions  cold  ; 
Of  health,  wealth,  power,  and  worldly  cares,  bereft, 
Still  must  they  not  at  liberty  be  leflj 
There  must  be  one  to  rule  them,  to  restrain 
And  guide  the  movements  of  his  erring  train. 

If  then  control  imperious,  check  severe. 
Be  needed  where  such  reverend  men  appear ; 
To  what  would  ^outh,  without  such  checks,  aspire, 
Free  the  wild  wish,  uncurb'd  the  strong  desire  7 
And  where  (in  college  or  in  camp)  they  found 
The  heart  ungovem'd  and  the  hand  unbound  ? 

His  hoase  endowed,  the  generous  man  rengn*d 
AH  power  to  rule,  nay  power  of  choice  declined ; 
He  and  the  female  saint  survived  to  view 
llieir  work  complete,  and  bade  the  world  adieu ! 

Six  are  the  ffuanfians  of  this  happy  seat, 
And  one  presides  when  they  on  busmess  meet ; 
As  each  expires,  the  five  a  brother  choose ; 
Nor  would  Sir  Denys  Brand  the  charge  refuse ; 
True,  'twas  beneath  him,  **  but  to  do  men  good 
Was  motive  never  by  his  heart  withstood :;' 
He  too  is  gone,  and  they  again  must  strive 
To  find  a  man  in  whom  his  gifts  survive. 

Now,  in  the  various  records  of  the  dead, 
Thj  worth.  Sir  Denys,  shall  be  weighM  and  read ; 
There  we  the  glory  of  thy  house  shall  trace. 
With  each  alliance  of  thy  noble  race. 

"Yes I  here  we  have  him!  —  "Came  in  Wil- 
liam's reign, 
Tlie  Norman  brand ;  the  blood  without  a  stain ; 
Tnm  the  fierce  Dane  and  ruder  Saxon  dear, 
Fict,  Irish,  Seot,  or  Cambrian  mountaineer; 
Bat  the  pore  Norman  was  the  sacred  spring. 
And  he.  Sir  Denysi  was  in  heart  a  king : 
Erect  in  person  and  so  firm  in  soul, 
Fortune  he  soem'd  to  govern  and  control ; 


Generous  as  he  who  gives  his  all  away,    . 
Prudent  as  one  who  toils  for  weekly  pay ; 
In  him  all  merits  were  decreed  to  meet, 
Sincere,  though  cantioiu,  frank,  and  yet  discreet. 
Just  all  his  dealings,  faithful  every  word, 
His  passions'  master,  and  his  temper's  lord." 

Yet  more,  kind  dealers  in  decaying  fame? 
His  magnanimity  you  next  proolaim ; 
You  give  him  learning,  join'd  with  sound  good 


And  match  his  wealth  with  his  benevolence ; 
What  hides  the  multitude  of  sins,  you  add, 
Yet  seem  to  doubt  if  sins  he  ever  had. 

Poor  honest  truth  I  thou  writest  of  livmg  men. 
And  art  a  railer  and  'detractor  then ; 
They  die,  again  to  be  described,  and  now 
A  foe  to  merit  apd  mankind  art  thou ! 

Why  banish  truth?  it  injures  not  the  dead. 
It  aids  not  them  with  flattery  to  be  fed ; 
And  when  mankind  such  perfect  pictures  view, 
They  copy  less  the  more  they  think  them  true. 
Let  us  a  mortal  as  he  was  behold. 
And  see  the  (dross  adhering  to  the  gold ; 
When  we  the  errors  of  the  virtuous  state. 
Then  erring  men  their  worth  may  emulate. 

View  theii  this  picture  of  a  A^ble  mind. 
Let  him  1^  wise,  magnanimous,  and  kind ; 
What  wal  the  wisdoth  ?     Was  it  n<^t  the  frown 
That  keeps  all  question,  all  inquiry  down  7 
His  words  were  powerfbl  and  decisive  all. 
But  his  slow  reasons  come  for  no  man's  caU. 
"'T  is  thus,"  h«  cried,  no  doubt  with  kind  mtcnt^i 
To  give  results  and  spare  all  argument : — 

"  Let  it  be  spared-»-all  men  at  least  agree 
Sir  Denys  Braikl  had  magnanimity : 
His  were  no  vulgar  charities ;  none  saw 
Him  like  the  merchant  to  the  hut  withdraw ; 
He  left  to  meaner  minds  the  simple  d^eed, 
Bv  which  the  houseless  rest,  the  hungry  feed ; 
His  was  a  public  bounty  vast  and  grand, 
'T  was  not  in  him  to  work  with  viewless  hand ; 
He  raised  the  room  that  lowers  above  the  street, 
A  public  room  where  grateful  parties  meet ; 
He  first  the  life-boat  pTann'd :  to  him  the  place 
Is  deep  in  debt — 't  was  he  revived  the  race ; 
To  every  public  act  this  hearty  fi'iend 
Would  give  with  freedom  or  with  frankness  lend 
His  money  built  the  jail,  nor  prisoner  yet 
Sits  at  his  ease,  but  he  must  feel  the  debt ; 
To  these  let  candour  add  his  vast  display. 
Around  his  mansion  all  is  grand  and  gay. 
And  this  is  bounty  with  the  name  of  pay." 

I  grant  tlie  whole,  nor  from  one  deed  retrftct. 
But  wish  recorded  too  the  private  act ; 
All  these  were  great,  but  still  our  hearts  approve 
Those  Mm]der  tokens  of  the  christian  love ; 
'T  would  give  me  joy  some  gracious  deed  to  meet«. 
That  has  not  caU'd  for  glory  through  the  street . 
Who  felt  for  many,  could  not  always  shun, 
In  soma  soft  moment,  to  be  kind  to  one ; 
And  yet  they  tell  us,  when  Sir  Denys  died. 
That  not  a  widow  in  the  Borough  sigh'd  ; 
Great  were  his  gifts,  his  mighty  heart  I  oWn, 
But  why  describe  v^hat  all  the  world  has.  known  t' 
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The  rest  \»  petty  pride,  the  useless  art 
Of  a  vain  mind  to  hide  a  swellings  heart 
Small  was  his  private  room ;  men  found  him  there 
By  a  plain  tabic,  on  a  paltry  chair ; 
A  wretched  floor-cloth,  and  some  prints  around. 
The  easy  purchase  of  a  sing^lc  pound  : 
These  humble  trifles  and  that  study  small 
Make  a  strong  contrast  with  the  servants*  hall ; 
There  barely  comfort,  here  a  proud  excess, 
The  pompous  seat  of  pamper*d  idleness, 
Where  the  sleek  rog-ues  with  one  consent  declare, 
They  would  not  live  upon  his  honour's  fare ; 
He  daily  took  but  one  half-hour  to  dine, 
On  one  poor  dish  and  some  three  sips  of  wine ; 
Then  he  *d  abuse  them  for  their  sumptuous  feasts. 
And  say,  **  My  friends !  you  make  yourselves  like 


One  dish  suffices  any  man  to  dine, 
But  you  are  greedy  as  a  herd  of  swine ; 
Learn  to  be  temperate.*' — Had  they  dared  t*  obey. 
He  would  have  praised  and  tum*d  them  all  away. 

Friends  met  Sir  Denys  riding  in  his  ground. 
And  there  the  meekness  of  his  spirit  found : 
For  that  grey  coat,  not  new  for  many  a  year. 
Hides  all  that  would  like  decent  dress  appear : 
An  old  brown  pony  'twas  his  will  to  ride, 
Who  shuffled  onward,  and  from  side  to  side ; 
A  five-pound  purchase,  but  so  fat  and  sleek, 
His  very  plenty  made  the  creature  weak. 

**  Sir  Denys  Brand  !  and  on  so  poor  a  steed  !** 
**  Poor !  it  may  be — such  things  I  never  heed  :** 
And  who  that  youth  behind,  of  pleasant  mien, 
Equipp*d  as  one  who  wishes  to  be  seen, 
Upon  a  hone,  twice  victor  for  a  plate, 
A  noble  hunter,  bought  at  dearest  rate  ?^> 
Him  the  lad  fearing,  yet  resolved  to  guide, 
He  curbs  his  spirit,  while  he  strokes  bis  pride. 

**  A  handsome  youth.  Sir  Denys ;  and  a  horse 
Of  finer  figure  never  trod  the  course, — 
Yours,  without  question?**—'*  Yes !  I  think  a  groom 
Bought  me  the  beast ;  I  cannot  say  the  sum : 
I  ride  him  not,  it  is  a  foolish  pride 
Men  have  in  cattle — ^but  my  people  ride ; 
The  boy  is — ^hark  ye,  sirrah !  what 's  your  name  7 
Ay,  Jacob,  ves  I  I  recollect — the  same ; 
As  I  bethink  me  now,  a  tenant's  son^> 
I  think  a  tenant — is  your  fiither  one  7** 

There  was  an  idle  boy  who  ran  about, 
And  found  his  master's  humble  spirit  out ; 
He  would  at  awful  distance  snatch  a  look. 
Then  run  away  and  hide  him  in  some  nook , 
•*  For  oh  !*'  quoth  he,  "  I  dare  not  fix  my  sight 
On  him,  his  srrandeur  puts  me  in  a  fright; 
Oh !  Mister  Jacob,  when  you  wait  on  him, 
.Do  you  not  quake  and  tremble  every  limb  7^* 

The  steward  soon  had  orders — ^'^  Summers,  see 
'  That  Sam  be  clothed,  and  let  him  wait  on  me.'* 

Sir  Denys  died,  bequeathing  all  affairs 
In  trust  to  Laughton^  long  experienced  cares ; 
!  Before  a  guardian,  and  Sir  Denys  dead, 
.All  rule  and  power  devolved  upon  his  head : 
.  Numbers  are  call'd  to  govern,  but  in  fiict 
«Only  the  powerful  and  assuming  act 


Laughton,  too  wise  to  be  a  dupe  to  fame. 
Cared  not  a  whit  of  what  descent  he  came, 
Till  he  was  rich ;  he  then  conceived  the  thoogllt 
To  fish  for  pedigree,  but  never  caught : 
All  his  desire,  when  he  was  young  and  poor, 
Was  to  advance ;  he  never  cared  for  more : 
**  Let  me  buy,  sell,  be  factor,  take  a  wifo« 
Take  any  road  to  get  along  in  life^" 

Was  he  a  miser  then  7  a  robber  7  foe 
To  those  who  trusted  7  a  deceiver  7 — No  I 
He  was  ambitious ;  all  his  powers  of  mind 
Were  to  one  end  controll'd,  improved,  combined  ; 
Wit,  learning,  judgment,  were,  by  his  account. 
Steps  for  the  ladder  he  deaign'd  to  mount : 
Such  step  was  money :  wedth  was  but  bis  sUts^ 
For  power  he  gain'd  it,  and  for  power  be  gave; 
Full  well  the  Borough  knows  that  he'd  the  art 
Of  bruiging  money  to  the  surest  mait; 
Friends  too  were  aids,  the^  led  to  certain  ends. 
Increase  of  power  and  claim  on  other  friends. 
A  favourite  step  was  marriage :  then  he  gain*d 
Seat  in  oor  hall,  and  o*er  bis  party  reign'd; 
Houses  and  lands  be  bought,  and  long^l  to  bay. 
But  never  drew  the  springs  of  purchase  dry, 
And  thus  at  last  they  answer'd  every  call. 
The  failing  found  him  ready  for  their  fail  s 
He  walks  along  the  street,  the  mart,  the  ^uay. 
And  looks  and  mutters,  **  This  belongs  to  me.** 
His  passions  all  partook  the  general  bent ; 
Interest  iiifonn*d  him  when  he  should  resent, 
How  long  resist,  and  on  what  terms  relent; 
In  points  where  he  determined  to  suooeed. 
In  vain  might  reason  or  compassion  plead ; 
But  gain'd  his  point,  he  was  the  best  of  men* 
*T  was  loss  of  time  to  bo  vexatious  then : 
Hence  he  was  mild  to  all  men  whom  he  led. 
Of  all  who  dared  resist  the  scourge  and  dread. 

FaJsehood  in  him  was  djot  the  aseleas  Ha 
Of  boasting  pride  or  laughing  vanity ; 
It  was  the  ^rainful,  the  persuading  art. 
That  made  its  way  and  won  the  doubting  b^art. 
Which  argued,  soflen'd,  humbled,  and  prevail'd ; 
Nor  was  it  tried   till  ev'ry  truth  had  fkiVd ; 
No  sage  on  earth  could  more  than  he  despise 
Degrading,  poor,  unprofitable  lies* 

Tliough  fond  of  gain,  and  grieved  by  wanton 
waste. 
To  iocxal  parties  he  had  no  distaste ; 
With  one  presiding  purpose  in  his  view, 
He  sometimes  could  descend  to  trifle  too ! 
Yet,  in  these  moments,  he  had  still  the  art 
To  ope  the  looks  and  close  the  gunrded  heart ; 
And,  like  the  public  host,  has  sometimes  made 
A  grand  repast,  for  which  the  guests  have  paid. 

At  length,  with  power  endued   and  wealthy 
grown, 
Fhulties  and  passions,  long  suppress'd,  were  shown; 
Then  to  provoke  him  was  a  dangerous  thing. 
His  pride  would  punish,  and  his  temper  -sting ; 
Hia  powerful  hatred  sought  th*  avenging  hour, 
And  his  proud  vengeance  struck  with  alibis  p<»w»r. 
Save  whan  th'  o£^der  took  a  prudent  vaf 
The  rising  storm  of  fury  to  aliav : 
This  might  he  do,  and  so  in  safety  sleep 
By  largely  casting  to  the  angry  deep ; 
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Or,  letter  yet  (its  swelljiig  force  t*  awiuge,) 
Sy  poaring  oil  of  flattery  on  its  rage. 

And  now,  of  all  the  heart  approved,  possessM, 
FetrM,  favour'd,  fbllow'd,  dreaded,  and  caressed, 
He  ^ntly  yields  to  one  mellifluous  joy. 
The  only  sWeet  that  is  not  found  to  cloy, 
.  Bbdd  adulation !  other  pleasures  pall 
On  the  sick  taste,  and  transient  are  they  all ; 
Bnt  thifl  one  sweet  has  such  enchanting  power. 
The  more  we  take,  the  iasier  we  devour ; 
NaoMoas  to  those  who  must  the  dose  apj^y, 
And  most  disgusting  to  ihe  standers-by ; 
Tet  in  ail  companies  will  Laughton  feed, 
Nor  care  how  grossly  men  perform  the  deed* 

At  pipes  ihe  nunling,  or,  what  oomes  mote  near. 
Boom  Friendly-ialand  chief^  for  hourly  cheer; 
When  wives  and  slaves,  attending  round  his  seat, 
PKnre  by  turns  the  mastioated  meat : 
80  iv  this  maaler,  husband,  parent,  friend, 
Hii  nady  aiavcs  their  various  efforts  blend. 
And,  to  th^ir  lord  stiU  eagerly  incUneci, 
Poor  the  enide  trash  of  a  dependent  mind. 

Bat  let  the  muse  assign  the  man  his  due? 
Worth  be  possessed,  nor  were  bis  virtues  few ;— 
He  aoBietimes  helped  the  injured  in  their  cause; 
ffii  power  and  frarse  iwve  backed  the  feiUng  laws ; 
He  (or  religion  has  a  due  respect, 
And  all  his  aerioos  notions  are  correct ; 
Although  he  pray*d  and  languish*d  for  a  son. 
He  grew  resignM  when  Heaven  denied  him  oQe ; 
He  never  to  fiis  quiet  mansion  sends 
Aibject  unfit,  in  compliment  to  friends : 
Nst  so  Sir  Denys,  who  would  yet  protest 
He  ahnys  chose  the  worthiest  and  the  best : 
Not  men  in  trade  by  various  loss  brought  down, 
Bat  those  whose  glory  once  amazed  the  town, 
Who  their  last  guinea  in  their  pleasures  spent, 
Tet  never  fell  so  low  as  to  repent ; 
To  these  his  pity  he  could  largely  deal. 
Wealth  they  had  known,  and  therefere  want  could 
fteL 

Unee  seats  were  vacant  while  Sir  Denys  reigned, 
Aod  three  such  favourites  their  admission  gain*d ; 
neaelet  os  view,  still  more  to  understana 
^  moral  feelings  of  Sir  Denys  Brand. 
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CLAinHAN.  in 

BthoU  what  Uaarisff  wfldlh  to  life  eao  Imd  ! 

POPE. 


^Iney,  a  wealthy  Heir,  dissipated,  and  reduced  to 
Poverty  —  His  Fortune  restored  by  Marriage  : 


again  consumed — His  Manner  of  living  in  the 
West  Indies — Recalled  to  a  larger  Inheritance 
— His  more  refined  and  expensive  Luxuries — 
His  Method  of  quieting  Conscience — Death  of 
his  Wife— Again  become  poor — ^His  Method  of 
supporting  Existence — His  Ideas  of  Religion— 
His  Habits  and  Connexions  when  old — ^Admitted 
into  the  Alma-House. 


Obskrvk  that  tall  pale  veteran !  what  a  look 
Of  shame  and  guilt !  who  cannot  read  that  book  7 
Misery  and  mirth  are  blended  in  his  fece, 
Much  innate  vileness  and  some  outward  grace ; 
There  wishes  strong  and  stronger  grieft  are  seen. 
Looks  ever  changed,  and  never  one  serene : 
Show  not  that  manner,  and  these  features  all. 
The  serpent*s  cunning  and  the  sinner*s  fell  T 

Hark  to  that  laughter !— 't  is  the  way  he  takes 
To  force  applause  fer  each  vile  jest  he  makes. 
Such  is  yon  man,  by  partial  fevour  sent 
To  these  calm  seats  to  ponder  and  repent 

Blaney,  a  wealthy  heir  at  twentv^ne* 
At  twenty-five  was  ruin'd  and  undone : 
These  years  with  grievous  crimes  we  need  not  load^ 
He  found  his  ruin  in  the  common  road< — 
Grained  without  skill,  without  inquiry  bought. 
Lent  without  love,  and  borrow'd  without  thought 
But,  gay  and  handsome,  he  had  soon  the  dower 
Of  a  Kind  wealthy  widow  in  his  power. 
Then  he  aspired  to  loftier  flights  of  rice, 
To  sinking  harlots  of  enormous  price : 
He  took  a  jockey  in  his  gig  to  buy 
A  herse,  so  valued,  that  a  duke  was  shy. 
To  gain  the  plaudits  of  the  knowing  few. 
Gamblers  and  grooms,  what  would  not  Blaney  do  7 
His  dearest  friend,  at  that  improving  age. 
Was  Hounslow  Dick,  who  drove  the  western  stage. 

Cruel  he  was  not — If  he  left  his  vrife, 
He  left  her  to  her  own  pursuits  in  life  ; 
Deaf  to  reports,  to  all  expenses  blind, 
Profiise,  not  just,  and  cajreleas,  but  not  kind. 

Yet  thus  assisted,  ten  long  winters  passM 
In  wasting  guineas  ere  he  saw  his  last ; 
Then  he  hegnn  to  reason,  and  to  feel 
He  could  not  dig,  nor  had  he  learn*d  to  steat 
And  sboold  be  beg  as  long  as  be  might  live, 
He  justly  fear'd  that  nobody  would  give : 
But  he  could  charge  a  pistol,  and  at  will. 
All  that  was  mortal,  by  a  bullet  kiU. 
And  he  was  tau^t,  by  those  whom  he  would  call 
Man*s  surest  gmdes— -that  he  was  mortal  all. 

While  thus  he  thought,  still  waiting  for  the  day. 
When  he  should  dare  to  blow  his  braus  away, 
A  plaoe  for  him  a  kind  relation  found. 
Where  Enpland's  monarch  ruled,  but  fer  from 

English  ground. 
He  gave  employ  that  might  for  bread  auffice, 
Correct  his  habits  and  restrain  his  rice. 

Here  Blaney  tried  (what  such  roan'a  miseries 
teach) 
To  find  what  pleasures  were  within  his  reach. 
These  he  enjoy'd,  though  not  in  just  the  style 
He  once  possessM  them  m  his  native  isle. 
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Yet  not  with  brow  so  stern  or  speech  so  nice, 
Bat  that  he  ventured  on  denial  twice: — 
If  these  have  been,  and  so  has  scandal  tauffht, 
Yet  malice  never  found  the  proof  she  soug^ht 

But  then  came  one,  the  Lovelace  of  his  day. 
Rich,  proud,  and  crafty,  handsome,  brave,  and  gay ; 
Yet  loved  he  not  those  labourM  plans  and  arts, 
But  left  the  business  to  the  ladies'  hearts, 
And  when  he  found  tliem  in  a  proper  train. 
He  thought  all  else  superfluous  and  vain : 
But  in  that  training  he  was  deeply  taught, 
And  rarely  iaii*d  ot  gaining  all  he  sought; 
He  knew  how  far  directly  on  to  go, 
How  to  recede  and  dally  to  and  fro ; 
How  to  make  all  the  passions  bis  allies, 
And,  when  he  saw  them  in  oontcntion  rise, 
To  watch  the  wrougfat'^ip  heart,  and  conqiier  by 
surprise. 

Our  heroine  fear*d  him  not;  it  was  her  part, 
To  make  sure  conquest  of  such  gentle  heart — 
Of  one  so  mild  and  humble ;  for  she  saw 
In  Henry's  eye  a  love  chastised  bv  awe. 
Her  thpughts  of  virtue  were  not  sll  sublime, 
Nor  virtuoos  all  her  thoughts ;  *t  was  now  her  time 
To  bait  each  hook,  in  every  way  to  please. 
And  the  rich  prize  with  dezt'rous  hand  to  seize. 
She  had  no  virgin-terrors ;  she  could  stray 
In  all  love*s  maze,  nor  fear  to  lose  ber  way ; 
Nay,  could  go  near  the  precipice,  nor  dread 
A  failing  caution  or  a  giddy  head ; 
She*d  fix  her  eyes  upon  the  roaring  flood. 
And  dance  vpon  the  brink  where  danger  stood. 

.    *T  was  nature  all,  she  judged,  in  one  so  yooJDig, 
^o  drop  the  eye  and  falter  in  the  tongue ; 
To  be  about  to  take,  and  then  command 
His  daring  wish,  and  only  view  the  hand : 
Yes !  all  was  nature ;  it  became  a  maid 
Of  gentle  soul  t*  encoorage  love  afraid  ;■— 
He,  so  unlike  the  confident  and  bold. 
Would  fly  in  mute  despair  to  find  ber  odd : 
The  young  and  tender  germ  requires  the  sun 
To  mske  it  spread :  it  must  be  smiled  upon. 
Thus  the  kind  virgin  gentle  means  devised. 
To  gain  a  heart  so  fond,  a  hand  so  priied ; 
More  gentle  still  she  grew,  to  change  her  way. 
Would  cause  confusion,  danger,  and  delay : 
Thus  (an  increase  of  gentleness  her  mode^ 
She  took  a  plain,  unvaried,  certain  road. 
And  every  hour  believed  success  was  near. 
Till  there  was  nothing  left  to  hope  or  fear. 

It  must  be  own*d  that  in  this  strife  of  hearti, 
Man  has  advantajge— has  superior  arts : 
The  lover's  aim  is  to  the  nymph  unknown. 
Nor  is  she  always  certain  of  her  own ; 
Or  has  her  fears,  nor  these  can  so  disguise. 
But  he  who  searches,  reads  them  in  her  e^es. 
In  the  aven^m^  frown,  in  the  regretting  sighs : 
These  are  his  signals,  and  he  learns  to  steer 
l*he  straighter  course  whenever  they  appear. 


**  Pass  we  ten  years,  and  what  was  Clelia*s  &te  7*' 
At  an  attorney's  board  alert  she  sate. 
Not  legal  mistress :  he  with  other  men 
Once  sought  ber  hand,  bat  other  views  wore  then ; 


And  when  he  knew  he  might  the  bUss  oommand, 
He  other  blessing  sought,  without  the  hand ; 
For  slill  he  felt  alive  the  lambent  flame, 
And  offer'd  her  a  home, — and  home  she  came. 

There,  though  her  higher  friendship*  lived  bo 
more. 
She  loved  to  speak  of  what  she  shared  befero— 
"Of  the  dear  Lucy,  heiress  of  the  hall,— 
Of  good  Sir  Peter,~of  their  annual  ball. 
And  the  fair  coqntess !— Oh !  she  loved  them  all  r* 
The  humbler  clients  of  her  friend  would  star6» 
The  knowing  smile,— but  neither  caused  ber  caM 
She  brought  her  spirits  to  her  humble  state. 
And  soothed  with  idle  dreams  her  fimwning  &t& 


**  Ten  summers  pass'd,  and  how  was  Qelia  theol** 
Alas !  she  sufler'd  in  this  trying  ten  > 
The  pair  had  parted ;  who  to  him  attend. 
Must  judge  the  nymph  un&ithfiil  to  her  twod ; 
But  who  on  her  would  equal  fiiiih  bestow. 
Would  think  him  rash, — and  aurely  she  mujrt  know. 

Then  as  a  matron  Clelia  taught  a  sciioal. 
But  nature  gave  no  talents  fit  tor  rule : 
Yet  now,  though  marks  of  wasting  years  we 
Some  touch  of  sorrow,  some  atta^  of  spleen ; 
Still  there  waa  life,  a  spirit  quick  and  gay, 
And  lively  speech  and  elegant  array. 

The  Griffin's  landlord  these  allured  so  &r, 
He  made  her  mistress  of  his  heart  and  bar; 
He  had  no  idle  retrospective  whim, 
Till  she  was  his,  her  deeds  concern'd  not  Um. 
So  far  was  well, — ^but  Clelia  thought  not  fit 
(In  ail  tbe  Griffin  needed)  to  submit: 
Gaily  to  dress  and  in  the  bar  preside, 
Soothed  the  poor  spirit  of  degnded  pride ; 
But  cooking,  waiting,  welcoming  a  crew 
Of  noisy  ^esta,  w««  arts  she  never  knew< 
Hence  daily  wars,  with  temporary  truce. 
His  vulgar  insult  and  her  keen  abuse ; 
And  as  their  spirits  wasted  in  the  strife, 
Both  took  the  Griffin's  ready  aid  of  life; 
But  she  with  neater  prudence— Harry  tried 
More  powerful  aid,  and  in  the  trial  died ; 
Yet  drew  down  vengeance :  in  no  distant  tima^ 
Th'  insolvent  Griffin  struck  hb  wings  sublioM  9— 
Forth  from  her  palace  walk'd  th'  ejected  queen. 
And  show'd  to  frowning  fate  a  look  serene ; 
Gay  spite  of  time,  though  poor,  yet  well  attired. 
Kind  without  love,  and  vain  if  not  admired. 


Another  term  is  past;  ten  other  years 
In  various  trials,  troubles,  views,  and  fears : 
Of  these  some  pass'd  in  small  attempts  at  tnde ; 
Houses  she  kept  for  widowers  lately  made ; 
For  now  she  said,  **  They  'U  miss  th'  eiideari»' 

friend. 
And  ru  be  there  the  soften'd  heart  to  bead  :** 
And  true  a  part  was  done  as  CMta  plannM — 
The  heart  was  soflen'd  but  she  miss'd  the  hand* 
She  wrote  a  novel,  and  Sir  Denys  said. 
The  dedication  was  the  best  he  read ; 
But  Edge  worths.  Smiths,  and  Raddiffl^  so  tngtomiH 
The  piu>lie  ear,  that  all  her  pains  were  kwt. 


THE   BOROUGH. 


109 


To  keep  a  toy-shop  was  attempt  the  last, 
Tlerc  too  she  faiPd,  and  schemes  and  hopes  were 
past 

Now  friendless,  sick  and  old,  and  wanting  bread, 
The  first-born  tears  oC  fallen  pride  were  shed — 
Trae,  bitter  tears ;  and  yet  fh&t  wounded  pride. 
Among  the  poor,  for  poor  distinctions  sigh'd. 
Though  now  her  tales  were  to  her  audience  fit; 
llioiigh  loud  her  tones  and  vulgar  grown  her  wit ; 
Though  now  her  dress— -(but  let  mc  not  explain 
The  piteoiM  patch-work  of  the  needy-vain. 
The  fiirtish  fimn  to  coarse  materials  lent. 
And  one  poor  robe  through  fifty  fiuhions  sent;) 
l^oogh  all  within  was  sad,  without  was  mean^ — 
ftill  *t  was  her  wish,  her  comfort  to  be  seen : 
She  would  to  plays  on  lowest  terms  resort, 
Where  once  her  box  was  to  the  beaux  a  court ; 
And,  8tnng<e  ddlight !  to  that  same  house  where  she 
Join*d  in  the  dance,  all  gaiety  and  glee, 
ITov  with  the  menials  crowding  to  the  wall, 
Sbe'd  see,  ncft  share,  the  pleasures  of  the  baO, 
And  with  degraded  Tanity  unfold, 
&w  she  too  trinmphM  in  the  years  of  old. 
To  her  poor  firieads  't  is  now  her  pride  to  tell 
Oa  what  a  height  she  stood  before  she  fell ;   . 
At  cfaarcfa  she  points  to  one  tall  seat,  and  **  There 
We  sat,"  she  cries,  ••  when  my  papa  was  mayor." 
Rot  quite  correct  in  what  she  now  relates, 
Bhe  altera  persons,  and  she  forges  dates ; 
And  (hiding  memory's  weaker  help  decayed, 
She  boldly  calls  invention  to  her  aid. 

TooehM  fay  tiie  pity  he  had  felt  before. 
For  her  Sir  Deays  oped  the  aLois-hoose  door : 
"With  aU  her  iaolts,"  be  said,  -  the  wbman  knew 
flow  to  distinguish — ^had  a  manner  too : 
Aad,  as  they  my,  she  is  allied  to  some 
u  decent  station^let  the  creatore 


Here  she  and  Blaney  meet,  and  take  their  view 
Ofin  the  pleasures  they  would  still  pursue : 
5?°r  *^^  ^^^^^  *^®y  "f»  "><J  nothing  hide 
Wjicee  past;  their  follies  are  llieir  pride ; 
Wfait  to  the  sober  and  the  cool  are  crimes, 
«^  boast^ezulting  in  those  happy  times ; 
^  darkest  deeds  no  indignation  raise, 
Jb  i^pegt  Tirtae  never  wins  their  praise ; 
2"t  itOl  they  OD  their  ancient  joys  dikte, 
*ul  with  regret  departec^lories  state, 
^  mourn  their  grievouRjl,  and  curse  their  rigo- 
nxtt&te. 


I  Benbow,  an  improper  Companion  for  the  Badgcmen 
'  of  the  Alms-house— He  rcsemblea  Bardolpli— 
Left  in  Trade  hy  his  Father — Contracts  useless 
Friendships—His  Friends  drink  with  him,  and 
employ  others— Called  worthy  and  honest !  Why 
—Effect  of  Wine  on  the  Mmd  of  Man— Ben- 
bow's  common  Subjectr— Uie  Praise  of  departed 
Friends  and  Patrons  —  'Squire  Asgill,  at  the 
Grange :  his  Manners,  Servants,  Friends — ^Tnie 
to  his  Church :  ought  therefore,  to  he  spared — 
His  Son's  different  Conduct — Vexation  of  tlie 
Father's  Spirit  if  admitted  to  see  the  Alterttion— 
Captain  Dowling,  a  boon  Companion,  ready  to 
drink  at  all  times,  and  with  any  Company :  fk- 
mous  in  his  Club-room — His  easy  Departure — 
Dolley  Murrey,  a  maiden  advanced  in  Years : 
abides  hjr  Ratafia  and  Cards— Her  free  Mannerk 
Her  Skill  in  the  Game — Her  Preparation  and 
Death — Benbow,  how  interrupted :  his  Submis- 
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^wuBTTAirrB  or  the  alms-hoube— benbow. 

^^  Ml  ths  Kaigbt  of  the  BarniDs  Lamp— ifthoa  waat  anj 
•^B»«  to  nnme,  1  wooM  twov  bjr  U|y  face ;  my  ofttb  thoold 
^**  *"•  ^^-  «hoo*ft  a  porpetual  triomph.  Ihon  bait 
■*"■•«  tlwnawid  marks  is  linka  and  torohes.  waUuns  in  a 
■Wlatwot  lavera  and  tarani.  SHAKBFEARE. 


B  tibi  Ada  eomea,  libi  Luxna,  ef  atria 
Qrs  taasapcrToiHaoB  Infknia  ponnia. 
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Ski  !  yonder  badgeman,  with  that  glowing  jBicc, 
A  meteor  shining  in  this  sober  place ; 
Vast  sums  were  paid,  and  many  years  were  past, 
Ere  gems  so  rich  around  their  radiance  cast ! 
Such  was  the  fiery  front  that  Bardolph  wore, 
Guiding  his  master  to  the  tavem-door ; 
There  first  that  meteor  rose,  and  there  alone, 
In  its  due  place,  the  rich  effulgence  slione  : 
But  tliis  strange  fire  the  seat  of  peace  invades. 
And  shines  portentous  in  these  solemn  shades. 

Benbow,  a  boon  companion,  long  approved 
By  jovial  sets,  and  (as  he  thought)  beloved. 
Was  judged  as  one  to  joy  and  friendship  prone. 
And  deem'd  injurious  to  himself  alone. 
Gen'rous  and  free,  he  paid  but  small  regard 
To  trade,  and  fail'd ;  and  some  deck  red  **  *t  was 

hard:" 
These  were  his  friends — ^his  foes  conceived  the  case 
Of  common  kind  j  he  sought  and  found  disgrace : 
The  reasoning  few,  who  neither  scomM  nor  loved, 
His  feelings  pitied  and  his  faults  reproved. 

Benbow,  the  father,  left  possessions  fkir, 
A  worthy  naJhie  and  business  to  his  heir ; 
Benbow,  the  son,  those  fair  possessions  sold, 
And  lost  his  credit,  while  he  spent  the  gold. 
He  was  a  jovial  trader :  men  enjoy'd 
The  night  with  him ;  his  day  was  unemploy'd ; 
So  when  his  credit  and  his  cash  were  spent. 
Here,  by  mistaken  pity,  he  was  sent ; 
Of  late  he  came,  with  passions  unsubdued. 
And  shared  and  cursed  the  hated  solitude. 
Where  gloomy  thoughts  arise,  where  grievous  caret 
intrude. 

Known  but  in  drink — ^he  found  an  easy  fiiend, 
Well  pleased  his  worth  and  honour  to  commend ; 
And  thus  infbrm*d,  the  guardian  of  the  trust 
Heard  the  applause  and  said  the  claim  was  just ; 
A  worthy  soul !  unfitted  for  the  strife, 
Care  and  contention  of  a  busy  life  ; — 
Wwthy,  and  why  ?— that  o'er  the  midnight  bowl 
He  made  his  friend  the  partner  of  his  soul, 
And  any  man  his  friend  :— then  thus  in  glee, 
"  I  speak  my  mmd,  I  love  the  truth,**  quoth  he ; 
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Tin  *t  was  liis  futo  that  useful  truth  to  find, 
*T  is  sometimes  prudent  not  to  speak  the  mind. 

With  wine  inflated,  man  is  all  upblown. 
And  feels  a  power  which  he  believes  his  own ; 
Witli  fancy  soaring  to  the  skies,  he  thinks 
His  all  the  virtues  all  the  while  he  drinks ; 
But  when  the  gas  from  the  balloon  is  gone, 
When  sober  thoughts  and  serious  cares  come  o&, 
Where  then  the  worth  that  in  himself  he  found  ? — 
VanishM — and  he  sank  grovMing  on  the  ground. 

Still  some  oonoeit  will  Benbow^s  mind  Inflate, 
Poor  as  he  is, — H  is  pleasant  to  relate 
The  joys  he  once  possessM — ^it  soothes  his  present 
state. 

Seated  with  some  grey  beadsman,  he  regrets 
His  former  feasting,  though  it  HwellM  his  debts ; 
Topers  once  famed,  his  friends  in  earlier  daya^ 
Well  he  describes,  and  thinks  description  praise ; 
Each  hero*8  worth  with  much  delight  he  paints ; 
Martyrs  they  were,  and  he  would  make  them  saints. 

**  Alas !  alas !"  Old  England  now  may  say, 
**  My  glory  withers ;  it  has  had  its  day  : 
We  *re  fallen  on  evil  times ;  men  read  and  think ; 
Our  bold  forefathers  loved  to  fight  and  drink. 

**Then  lived  the  good  *Squire  Asgill  —  what  a 
change 
Has  death  and  fashion  shown  us  at  the  Grange  I 
Ho  bravely  thought  it  best  became  his  rank. 
That  all  his  tenants  and  his  tradesmen  drank ; 
He  was  delighted  from  his  favourite  room 
To  see  them  Vross  the  park  go  daily  home, 
Praising  aloud  the  liquor  and  the  host. 
And  striving  who  should  venerate  him  most    . 

"  No  pride  had  he,  and  there  was  difference  small 
Between  the  master*s  and  the  servants*  hall ; 
And  here  or  there  the  guests  were  welcome  alL 
Of  Heaven^s  free  gifis  he  took  no  special  care, 
He  never  quarrelled  for  a  simple  hare ; 
But  sought,  by  giving  sport,  a  sportsman^s  name, 
Himself  a  poacher  though  at  other  game : 
He  never  planted  nor  inclosed — his>  trees 
Grew  like  himself,  untroubled  and  at  ease. 
Bounds  of  all  kinds  he  hated,  and  had  felt 
Choked  and  imprisoned  in  a  modern  belt, 
Which  some  rare  genius  now  has  twined  about 
The  good  old  house,  to  keep  old  neighbours  out : 
Along  his  valleys,  in  the  evening  hours. 
The  borough-damsels  strayM  to  gather  flowers, 
Or  by  the  brakes  and  brushwood  of  the  park. 
To  take  their  pleasant  rambles  in  the  dark. 

**  Some  prudes,  of  rigid  kind,  forbore  to  call 
On  the  kind  females — mvourites  at  the  hall ; 
But  better  natures  saw,  with  much  delight. 
The  different  orders  of  mankind  unite ; 
*T  was  schooling  pride  to  see  the  footman  wait. 
Smile  on  his  sister  and  receive  her  plate. 

**  His  worship  ever  was  a  churchman  true^ 
He  held  in  scorn  the  method istic  crew ; 
May  God  defend  the  Church  and  save  the  King, 
He  *d  pray  devoutly  and  divinely  ting. 
Admit  that  he  the  holy  day  would  spend 
M  priests  approve  not,  still  he  was  a  fi>iend : 


Much  then  I  blame  the  preaoher«  as  too  nice, 
To  call  such  trifles  by  the  name  of  vice  ; 
Hinting,  though  gcndy  and  with  cautious  speech. 
Of  good  example— 't  is  their  trade  to  preach : 
But  still  *t  was  pity,  when  the  worthy  ^squire 
Stuck  to  the  church,  what  more  could  they  require  7 
*T  was  almost  joining  that  fanatic  crew. 
To  throw  such  morals  at  his  honour's  pew ; 
A  weaker  man,  had  he  been  so  reviled, 
Had  left  the  place— he  only  swore  and  smiled. 

*^  But  think,  ve  rectors  and  ye  curates,  think. 
Who  are  your  friends,  and  at  their  frailties- widk; 
Conceive  not — mounted  on  your  Sunday-thranei 
Your  fire-brands  fiUl  upon  your  foes  alone ; 
They  strike  your  patrons — and,  should  all  with* 

draw. 
In  whom  your  wisdom^  may  discern  a  flaw. 
You  would  the  flower  of  all  your  audienee  kiee, 
And  spend  your  crackers  on  their  empty  pews. 

^  The  father  dead,  the  son  has  found  a  wife. 
And  lives  a  formal,  proud,  unsocial  life ; — 
The  lands  are  now  enclosed ;  the  tenants  all, 
Save  at  a  rent-day,  never  see  the  hall : 
No  lass  is  sufferM  o*er  the  walks  to  come, 
And  if  there's  love,  they  have  it  all  at  home. 

■'Oh !  could  the  ghost  of  our  good  'squire  arise. 
And  see  such  change ;  would  it  believe  its  eyes  7 
Would  it  not  glide  about  from  place  to  place, 
And  mourn  the  manners  of  a  feebler  race  7 
At  that  long  table,  where  the  servants  found 
Mirth  and  abundance  while  the  year  went  roand  ; 
Where  a  hu^  pollard  on  the  winter-fire. 
At  a  huge  distance  made  them  all  retire ; 
Where  not  a  measure  in  the  room  was  kept, 
And  but  one  rule — ^they  tippled  tiH  they  slept,— 
There  would  it  see  a  pale  old  hag  preside, 
A  thing  made  up  of  stinginess  and  pride; 
Who  carves  the  meat,  as  if  the  flesh  could  feel. 
Careless  whose  flesh  must  miss  the  plenteous  meal «' 
Here  Would  the  ghost  a  small  coal-fire  behold, 
Not  fit  to  keep  one  bod^  from  the  oold ; 
Then  would  it  flit  to  higher  rooms,  and  stfly 
To  view  a  dull,  dress'd  company  at  play ; 
All  the  old  comfort,  all  the  genial  fare 
For  ever  gone!  how  sternly  would  it  stare ! 
And  though  it  might  not  to  their  view  appear, 
*T  would  cause  among  tl|pro  lassitude  and  fear  i 
Then  wait  to  see — where  he  delight  has  seen-^- 
The  dire  effect  of  fretfulness  and  spleen. 

**  Such  were  the  worthies  of  thes^  better  days ; 
We  had  their  blessings — ^they  shalf  have  our  praise. 

**  Of  Captain  Dowling  would  you  hear  me  speak  7 
^  I  'd  sit  and  sing  his  praises  for  a  week  : 
!  He  was  a  man,  and  manlike  all  his  joy, — 
!  I'm  led  to  question  was  he  ever  boy  ? 
Beef  was  his  breakfast;  if  from  sea  and  salt, 
It  relishM  better  with  his  wine  of  malt; 
Then,  till  he  dined^  if  walking  in  or  out. 
Whether  the  gravel  teased  him  or  the  gout. 
Though  short  in  wind  and  flannei'd  every  limty. 
He  drank  with  all  who  had  concerns  with  him : 
Whatever  trader,  agent,  merchant,  came. 
They  found  him  rcHidy,  every  hour  the  same  ; 
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Whatever  liqoora  migfbt  between  them  pass, 
He  took  them  all,  and  never  balked  his  g^Iass  : 
Niv,  with  the  seamen  working  in  the  ship. 
At  their  request  he'd  share  tlie  grog  and  flip : 
fiotin  the  club-room  was  his  chief  delight. 
And  punch  the  favourite  liquor  of  the  night; 
.  Man  after  man  they  from  the  trial  shrank. 
And  Dowling  ever  was  the  last  wiio  drank  : 
Arrived  at  home,  he,  ere  he  sought  his  bed. 
With  pipe  and  brandy  would  compose  his  head  ; 
^nicn  half  an  hour  was  o*er  the  news  beguiled, 
When  he  retired  as  harmless  as  a  cliild. 
Set  bat  aside  the  gravel  and  the  gout. 
And  breathing  short — his  sand  ran  fairly  out. 

"  At  fifty-five  we  loet  him— -after  that 
Life  grows  insipid  and  its  pleasures  fiat ; 
He  bad  indaJged  in  all  that  man  can  have, 
He  did  not  drop  a  dotard  to  his  grave ; 
SiiD  to  the  last,  his  feet  upon  the  chair. 
With  rattling  lungs  now  gone  beyond  repair ; 
When  on  each  feature  death  had  fix'd  his  staJnp, 
And  not  a  doctor  could  the  body  vamp ; 
Still  at  the  laaA,  to  his  beloved  bowl 
He  clung,  and  cheer'd  the  sadness  of  his  soul; 
Tar  tho^h  a  man  may  not  have  much  to  fear, 
Tct  death  looks  ugly,  when  the  view  is  netii : 
— '  I  go,»  he  said, '  bat  still  my  friends  shall  say, 
T  was  as  a  man — I  did  not  sneak  away; 
An  honest  life  with  worthy  souls  Tve  spent, —  " 
Gmc,  fill  my  glass ;'— he  Cook  it  and  he  went 

"Poor  Dolly  Murrey  I — I  might  live  to  see 
My  hundredth  year,  but  no  such  lass  as  she. 
Easy  by  nature,  in  her  humour  gay, 
^  chose  her  comforts,  ratafia  and  play : 
She  loved  the  social  game,  the  decent  glass ; 
Afld  was  a  jovial,  friendly,  laughing  hiss; 
We  wt  not  then  at  Whist  demure  and  still. 
Bat  inss*d  the  pleasant  hours  at  gay  quadrille : 
^me  in  her  side,  we  placed  her  m  her  seat. 
Her  bands  were  free,  she  cared  not  for  her  feet; 
Aa  (he  game  ended,  came  the  glass  around 
9p  was  the  loser  cheer*d,  the  winner  crown'd.) 
«ress  of  secrets,  both  the  young  and  old 
Jtt  her  ooDfided — ^not  a  tale  she  told ; 
^we  never  made  impression  on  her  mind, 
«e  held  him  weak,  and  all  his  captives  blind ; 
we  sufferM  no  man  her  firee  soul  to  Tex, 
ftee  from  the  weakness  of  her  gentle  sex ;       ' 
wwith  whom  ours  unmoved  conversing  sate, 
la  cool  discnaeion  or  in  free  debate. 

•Once  in  her  chair  we'd  placed  the  good  old  lass, 
Where  first  she  took  her  preparation-gUss  : 
Bj  lucky  thought  she*d  been  that  day  at  prayers, 
Andioog  before  bad  fixM  her  small  afiairs ; 
So  all  was  easy— on  her  cards  she  cast 


And  more  she  did— cards  answer'd  to  her  call, 
«K  saw  the  mighty  to  her  mightier  fall : 
A  Tole  I  a  Tole !'  she  cried,  *  'tis  fairly  won, 
Mj  game  is  ended  and  my  work  is  done ;' — 
JJjJ  «i<Ji  ahe  gently,  with  a  single  sigh, 
Med  u  one  tas^ht  and  practised  how  to  die. 


I     '*  Such  were  the  dead-deported ;  I  survive, 
I  To  breathe  in  pain  among  the  dead-alive." 
I  The  bell  then  call*d  these  ancient  men  to  pray, 

"  Again  ?"  said  Benbow,^" tolls  it  every  day  ? 

Where  is  the  life  I  led?"— He  sigh*d,  and  walk*d 
his  way. 


LETTER  XVII. 


THE  HOSPITAL  AND  60VERN0R& 

Biened  be  (he  m*a  wbg  provideth  for  ihs  tick  aad  needy :  the 
Lord  abail  deliver  him  ia  time  ofuoable. 

Qoai  dederis,  aolaa  semper  haberia  opee. 

BIARTIAL* 
Nil  nerat,  et  aeae  vel  hod  peaoeotibas  offert. 

CLAUDIAN, 

DeciViaa  alios  verb'n   voltuqae  benisno ; 
Nam  mihi  jam  notni  dimimalator  eria. 

MARTIAL. 


Christian  Charity  anxious  to  provide  for  fiiture  as 
well  as  present  Miseries — Hence  the  Hospital  for 
the  Diseased — Description  of  a  recovered  Pa- 
tient—The Building  ;  how  erected — The  Patrons 
and  Governors — Eusebius — ^The  more  active  Ma- 
nager of  Business  a  moral  and  correct  Contri- 
butor — One  of  difibrent  Description — Good,  the 
Result,  however  intermixed  with  Imperfection. 


Air  ardent  spirit  dwells  with  christian  love, 
The  eaglets  vigour  in  the  pitying  dove  ; 
*Tis  not  enough  that  we  with  sorrow  sigh. 
That  we  the  wants  of  pleading  man  supply ; 
That  we  in  sympathy  with  sufferers  feel. 
Nor  hear  a  grief  without  a  wish  to  heal ; 
Not  these  suffice — to  sickness,  pain,  and  wo, 
The  christian  spirit  loves  with  aid  to  go ; 
Will  not  be  sought,  waits  not  for  want  to  plead. 
But  seeks  the  duty— nay,  prevents  the  need  ; 
Her  utmost  aid  to  every  ill  applies. 
And  plans  relief  for  comuig  miseries. 

Hence  yonder  building  tose :  on  either  side 
Far  stretch'd  the  wards,  all  airy,  warm,  and  wide , 
And  every  ward  has  beds  by  comfort  spread. 
And  smoothM  for  him  who  suffers  on  the  bed : 
There  have  all  kindness,  most  relief, — fbr  some 
Is  cure  complete,— it  is  the  sufferer's  home : 
Fevers  and  chronic  ills,  corroding  pains. 
Each  accidental  mischief  man  sustains ; 
Fractures  and  wounds,  and  wither*d  limbs  and  lame, 
With  all  that,  slow  or  sudden,  vex  anr  frame, 
Have  here  attendance — here  tbe  sufferei*  lie 
(Where  love  and  science  every  aid  appl}|^, 
And  heard  with  rapture  live,  or  soothed  by  com- 
fort die. 

See !  one  relieved  from  anguish,  and  to-day 
AIIowM  to  walk  and  look  an  hour  away ; 
Two  months  confined  by  fever,  frenzy,  pain. 
He  comes  abroad  and  is  himself  again  : 
•T  was  in  the  spring,  when  carried  to  the  place. 
The  snow  fell  down  and  melted  in  his  fece. 
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*T  is  summer  now ;  all  objects  gKj  and  new, 
Smiling  alike  the  viewer  and  the  view : 
He  stops  as  one  unwilling  to  advance, 
Without  another  and  anotlier  glance. 
With  what  a  pure  and  simple  joy  be  sees 
'i'hose  sheep  and  cattle  browztng  at  their  ease ! 
Easy  himself,  there  *s  nothing  breathes  or  moves 
But  he  would  cherish — all  that  lives  he  loves: 
Observing  every  ward  as  round  he  goes. 
He  thinks  what  pain,  what  danger  they  enclose ; 
Warm  in  his  wish  for  all  who  suffer  there, 
At  every  view  he  meditates  a  prayer : 
No  evil  counsels  in  his  breast  abide, 
There  joy,  and  love,  and  gratitude  reside. 

The  wish  that  Roman  necks  in  one  were  found. 
That  he  who  formed  the  wish  might  deal  the  wound. 
This  man  had  never  heard ;  but  of  the  kind» 
Is  that  desire  which  rises  in  his  mind ; 
He  *d  have  all  English  hands  (for  further  he 
Cannot  conceive  extends  our  charity), 
AU  but  hi*  own,  in  one  righUband  to  grew, 
And  then  what  hearty  shake  would  he  bestow ! 

**  How  rose  the  building  7**^Piety  first  laid 
A  strong  foundation,  but  she  wanted  aid ; 
To  Wealth  unwieldy  was  her  prayer  address'd, 
Who  largely  gave,  and  she  the  donor  blessM : 
Unwieldy  Wealth  then  to  his  couch  withdrew, 
'  And  took  the  sweetest  sleep  he  ever  knew. 

Then  busy  Vanity  sustainM  her  part, 
**  And  much,"  she  said  **  it  moved  her  tender  heart ; 
To  her  all  kinds  of  man*s  distress  were  known, 
And  all  her  heart  adopted  as  ita  own." 

Then  Science  came— his  talents  he  display'd, 
And  Charity  with  joy  the  dome  surveyM ; 
Skill,  Wealth,  and  Vanity,  obtain  the  fame, 
And  Piety,  the  joy  that  makes  no  daim. 

Patrons  there  are,  and  governors,  from  whom 
The  greater  aid  and  guiding  orders  come ; 
Who  voluntary  cares  and  labours  take. 
The  sufferers*  servants  for  the  service'  sake ; 
Of  these  a  part  I  ^ive  you — but  a  part, — 
Some  hearts  are  hidden,  some  have  not  a  heart 

First  let  me  praise— for  so  I  best  shall  paint- 
That  pious  moralist,  that  reasoning  saint ! 
Can  I  of  worth  like  thine,  Ensebius,  speak  7 
The  man  is  willing,  bat  the  muse  ia  weak ; 
"Tis  thine  to  wait  on  wo !  to  soothe !  to  heal! 
With  learning  social,  and  polite  with  leal : 
In  thy  pure  breast  althoagh  the  passions  dwell, 
They  're  train'd  by  virtde  and  no  more  rebel ; 
But  have  so  long  been  active  on  her  side. 
That  passion  now  might  be  itself  the  guide. 

Law,  conscience,  honour,  all  obeyM ;  all  give 
Th'  approving  voice,  and  make  it  bliss  to  live ; 
While  faith,  when  life  can  nothing  more  supply, 
Shall  strengtlien  hope,  and  make  it  bliss  to  die. 

He  preaches,  speaks,  and  writes  with  manly 
sense. 
No  weak  neglect,  no  labourM  eloquence ; 
Goodness  and  wisdom  are  in  all  his  ways. 
The  rude  revere  him  and  the  wicked  praise. 


And 


Upon  humility  his  virtnes  grow, 

nd  tower  so  high  because  so  fix'd  below ; 


As  wider  spreads  the  oak  his  boughs  around. 
When  deeper  with  his  roots  he  digs  the 
ground. 

By  him,  from  ward  to  ward,  is  every  aid 
The  sufferer  needs,  with  every  care  oonvevM : 
Like  the  good  tree  he  brings  his  treasure  rorth. 
And,  like  the  tree,  unconscious  of  his  worth : 
Meek  as  the  poorest  Publican  is  he. 
And  strict  as  lives  the  straitest  Pharisee ; 
Of  both,  in  him  unite  the  better  part, 
The  blameless  conduct  and  the  humble  heart 

Yet  he  escapes  not ;  he,  with  some,  is  wise 
In  carnal  things,  and  loves  to  moralize : 
Others  can  doubt,  if  all  that  christian  care 
Has  not  its  prioe---there  's  sometliing  he  may  ahan : 
But  this  and  ill  severer  he  sustains. 
As  gold  the  fire,  and  as  unhurt  remains ; 
When  moat  reviled,  although  he  feels  the  smu^ 
It  wakes  to  nobler  deeds  the  woonded  heart. 
As  the  rich  olive,  beaten  for  its  fruit. 
Puts  forth  at  every  bruise  a  bearing  shoot 

A  seoond  friend  we  have,  whose  care  and  aeui 
But  few  can  equal — ^few  indeed  can  feel ; 
He  lived  a  life  obscure,  and  profits  ra^de 
In  the  coaiBe  habits  of  a  vulgar  trade. 
His  brother,  master  of  a  hoy,  he  loved 
So  well,  that  he  the  callin?  disapproved : 
**  Alas !  poor  Tom !"  the  landman  ofl  would  slgli. 
When  the  gale  freshenM  and  the  waves  ran  hi^ ; 
And  when  they  parted,  with  a  tear  he  'd  say, 
*•  No  more  adventure ! — ^here  in  safety  stay." 
Nor  did  he  feign ;  with  more  than  half  he  had. 
He  would  have  kept  the  stiaman,  and  been  glad. 

Alas  I  how  few  resist,  when  strongly  tried— 
A  rich  relation's  nearer  kinsman.  diA ; 
He  sicken'd,  and  to  him  the  landman  went, 
And  all  hb  hours  with  cousin  Ephraim  spent    . 
This  Thomas  heard,  and  cared  not :  *"  I,"  quolh  ba, 
**  Have  one  in  port  upon  the  watch  for  me." 
So  Ephraim  died,  and  when  the  will  was  show% 
Isaac,  the  landman,  had  the  whole  his  own : 
Who  to  his  brother  sent  a  moderate  purse. 
Which  he  retum'd,  in  anger,  with  his  curse  ; 
Then  went  to  sea,  and  made  his  grog  so  stroller. 
He  died  before  he  could  forgive  the  wrong. 

The  rich  man  built  a  house,  both  larse  and  liigli. 
He  enter'd  in  and  set  him  down  to  si^ ; 
He  planted  ample  woods  and  gardens  fair. 
And  walk'd  with  anguish  and  compunction  thara: 
The  rich  man's  pines,  to  every  firiend  a  treat, 
He  saw  with  pain,  and  he  refused  to  eat ; 
His  daintiest  food,  his  richest  wines  were  aB 
Turn'd  by  remorse  to  vinegar  and  gall  e 
The  softest  down,  by  living  body  press'd. 
The  rich  man  bought,  and  tried  to  take  hia  reat ; 
But  care  had  thorns  upon  his  pillow  spread. 
And  scatter'd  sand  and  nettles  in  his  bed : 
Nervous  he  grew, — ^would  often  sigh  and  f^itMii, 
He  talk'd  but  liUle,  and  he  walk'd  akme ; 
Till  by  his  priest  convinced,  that  from  one  deed 
Of  genuine  love  would  joy  and  health  proceed ; 
He  fix>m  that  time  with  care  and  leal  began 
To  seek  and  soothe  the  grievous  ills  of  man ; 
And  as  his  hands  their  aid  to  grief  apply. 
He  leans  to  smile  and  he  for^^  to  aigh. 
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Now  be  can  drink  his  wine  and  taste  his  food, 
And  feel  the  blessings,  Heav'n  has  dealt,  are  good ; 
And,  since  .the  sufiering  seek  the  rich  man's  door, 
He  sleeps  as  soondly  as  when  yoifng  and  poor. 

Here  much  he  gires — ^is  urgent  more  to  gain ; 
He  begB-.-rich  beggars  seldom  sue  in  vain : 
Preachers  most  famed  he  moves,  the  crowd  to  move. 
And  never  wearies  in  the  work  of  love : 
He  rules  all  business,  settles  all  affairs, 
He  makes  ooUecticms,  he  directs  repairs ; 
And  if  he  wBimg*d  one  brother, — Heav*n  fergive 
The  man  by  wlram  so  many  brethren  live ! 


Then,  *mid  our  signatures,  a  name  appears 
Of  one  for  wisdom  nmed  above  his  years ; 
And  these  were  forty :  he  was  from  his  youth 
A  patient  searcher  after  useful  truth : 
To  language  little  of  hb  time  he  gave. 
To  science  less,  nor  was  the  muse^s  slave ; 
Sober  and  grave,  his  college  sent  him  doWn, 
A  fair  example  for  his  native  town. 

Slowly  he  speaks,  and  with  such  solemn  all. 
Tan  *d  think  a  Socrates  or  Solon  there ; 
For  though  a  Christian,  he  *s  disposed  to  draw 
His  rules  from  reason's  and  from  nature's  law. 
*  Know,"  he  exclaims,  **  my  fellow  mortals,  know, 
ViTtne  alone  is  happiness  below ; 
And  what  is  virtue  ?  prudence  first  to  choose 
Lift*8  real  good,-^e  evil  to  refuse ; 
Add  JQStioe  then,  the  eager  hand  to  hold. 
To  curb  the  lust  of  power,  and  thirst  of  gold ; 
Join  temp'rance  next,  that  cheerful  health  insures, 
And  fortitude  unmoved,  that  conquers  or  endures.*' 

He  speaks,  and  lo  I — ^tbe  very  man  you  see, 
Pt-odent  and  temperate,  just  and  patient  he, 
Bjr  prudence  taugfit  his  worldly  wealth  to  keep, 
ao  folly  wastes,  no  avarice  swells  the  heap : 
He  no  man's  debtor,  no  man's  patron  lives ; 
Save  floand  advice,  he  neither  asks  nor  gives  | 
By  no  vain  thoughts  or  erring  foney  sway'd. 
His  words  are  weighty,  or  at  least  are  weigh'd , 
Temperate  in  every  plaoe->«broad,  at  home, 
Thence  will  appbuse,  and  hence  will  profit  come ; 
And  health  firom  either  he  in  time  prepares 
For  sickneH,  age,  and  their  attendant  careS) 
Boi  not  for  foncy's  ills ; — he  never  grieves 
For  love  that  wounds  or  friendship  that  deceives ; 
'  His  patient  soul  endures  what  Heav'n  ordains, 
But  neither  feels  nor  fears  ideal  pains. 

**  Is  aught  then  wanted  in  a  man  so  wise  7" — 
Alas ! — I  think  he  wants  infirmities ; 
He  wants  the  ties  that  knit  us  to  our  kind — 
The  cheerful,  tender,  soft,  com{4acent  mind. 
That  would  the  feelings,  which  he  dreads,  excite. 
And  make  the  virtues  he  approves  delight ; 
"What  dying  martyrs,  saints,  and  patriots  feel, 
Tlie  strength  of  action  and  the  warmth  of  zeal. 

Again  attend ! — and  see  a  man  whose  cares 
Aie  nicely  placed  on  either  world's  affairs,-^ 
Merchant  and  saint ;  H  is  doubtful  if  he  knows 
To  which  account  he  most  regard  bestows : 
10»  P 


Of  both  he  keeps  his  ledger : — there  he  reads 
Of  gainful  ventures  and  of  godly  deeds ; 
There, all  he  gets  or  loses  find  a  place, 
A  lucky  bargain  and  a  lack  of  grace. 

The  joys  above  this  prudent  man  invite 
To  pay  his  tax — devotion  !~-day  and  night ; 
The  pains  of  bell  his  timid  bosom  awe. 
And  force  obedience  to  the  church's  law : 
Hence  that  continual  thought, — that  solemn  air,— 
Those  sad  good  works,  and  that  laborious  prayer. 

All  these  (when  conscience,  waken'd  and  afiraidt 
To  think  how  avarice  calls  and  is  obey'd) 
He  in  his  journal  finds,  and  for  his  grief 
Obtains  the  transient  opium  of  relief. 

**Sink  not,  my  soul !— my  spirit,  rise  and  look 
O'er  the  fair  entries  of  this  precious  book : 
Here  are  the  sins,  our  debts ; — ^this  fairer  side 
Has  what  to  carnal  wish  our  strength  denied ; 
Has  those  religious  duties  every  day 
Paid, — which  so  few  upon  the  sabbath  pay ; 
Here  too  are  conquests  over  frail  desires. 
Attendance  due  on  all  the  church  requires ; 
Then  alms  I  give — for  I  believe  the  word 
Of  holy  writ,  and  lend  unto  the  Lord, 
And  if  not  all  th'  importunate  demand, 
The  fear  of  want  restrains  my  ready  hand ; 
— Behold  I  what  sums  I  to  the  poor  resign, 
Sums  placed  in  Heaven's  own  book,  as  well  as  mine: 
Rest  then,  my  spirit !— fitstings,  prayers,  and  alms, 
Will  soon  suppress  these  idly.raised  alarms. 
And  weigh'd  against  our  fnulties,  set  in  view 
A  noble  balance  in  our  favour  due : 
Add  that  I  yearly  here  affix  my  name. 
Pledge  for  large  payment — ^not  from  love  of  fame, 
But  to  make  peace  within ; — ^that  peace  to  make. 
What  sums  I  lavish  I  and  what  gains  forsake ! 
CSieer  up,  my  heart  I — let  'a  cast  off  every  doubt,. 
Pray  without  dread,  and  place  our  money  out." 

Such  the  religion  of  a  nund  that  steers 
Its  way  to  bliss,  between  its  hopes  and  fears ; 
Whose  passions  in  doe  bounds  each  other  keep,.  . 
And  thus  subdued,  they  murmur  till  they  sleep ; 
Whose  virtues  all  their  certain  limits  know, 
Like  welUdried  herbs  thst  neither  fade  nor  grow ;; 
Who  for  success  and  safety  ever  tries, 
An^  with  both  worlds  alternately  complies. 

Such  are  the  guardians  of  this  bless'd  estate, 
Whate'er  without,  they  're  praised  within  the  gate? 
That  they  are  men,  and  have  their  faults,  is  true»^ 
But  here  their. worth  alone  appears  in  view: 
The  Muse  indeed,  who  reads  the  very  breast. 
Has  something  of  the  secrets  there  express'd. 
But  yet  in  charity ; — and  when  she  sees 
Such  means  for  joy  or  comfort,  health  or  ease. 
And  knows  how  much  united  minds  effect. 
She  almost  dreads  their  failings  to  detect ; 
But  truth  commands : — ^in  man's  erroneous  kin^ 
Virtues  and  firailties  mingle  in  the  mind ; 
Happy ! — when  foars  to  public  spirit  move, 
And  even  vices  to  the  work  of  love. 
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LETTER  XVIII. 


THE  POOR  AND  THEIE  DWELLINGS. 


Baoe  paniwrttt 
Humili  leeto  eontrau  iatoU 


SENECA. 


Omnci  qaibo*  res  rant  miira*  nenndai,  mtfi'  mint,  nmdo  quo 

nodo, 
BoapieioH ;  ad  cvotttmeliaoi  omnia  aeeipiant  magia ; 
Pro0l«r  ■uam  impoieBtiani  w  Mmper  credutat  iMRlifi. 

TEEENT.  M  Jiddph.  Act  4,  SeaM  3. 

Show  not  to  tiw  ^om  thy  pride« 

Let  Ibair  bone  a  eottate  be  i 
Nor  Ifce  feeble  body  hide 

In  a  palaee  fit  fi>r  Ibee ; 

Let  Um  net  about  bin  aee 
Lofty  ceilioga,  anple  halls. 

Or  a  tate  bis  boundary  be. 
Where  nor  friend  or  kinsnaa  calls. 

Let  bin  not  one  walk  behold. 

That  only  one  which  be  nost  tread. 
Nor  a  chamber  large  and  cold. 

Where  the  aged  add  sicken  led ; 

Better  ftr  bis  bauble  shed, 
BwnUe  sheds  of  ■eighboara  by, 

And  the  old  and  latiar'd  bed. 
Where  he  steeps  and  hopes  to  die. 

Te  quit  of  torpid  slaggishaen  the  ea^. 
And  fron  the  pow*rful  arme  of  sloth  be  flee, 
*Tii  lisiiw  fiom  the  dead— Alae !  it  cannot  be. 
THQMSON'S  CtHlB  tf 


The  method  of  treatiiur  the  Boroogfh  Panpen — 
Many  maintained  at  their  own  Dwellinn — Some 
Characters  of  the  Poor— The  School-miatreM, 
when  aged— llie  Jdiot— The  poor  Sailor-— The 
declined  Tradesman  and  his  Companion — ^This 
•  contrasted  with  the  Maintenance  of  the  Poor  in 
a  common  Mansion  erected  by  the  Hundred — 
The  Objections  to  this  Method :  not  Want,  nor 
Cruelty,  but  the  necessary  Evils  of  this  Mode— 
What  they  are— Instances  of  the  Evil— A  Re- 
turn  to  the  Borougrh  Poor — ^The  dweUingg  of 
these— The  Lanes  and  By-ways— No  Attention 
here  paid  to  Convenience— The  Pools  in  the 
Path-ways^-Amnsements  of  Sea-port  Children 
—The  Town-Flora— Herbs  on  Walls  and  vacant 
Spaces — A  Female  inhabitant  of  an  Alley — ^A 
large  Building  let  to  several  poor  Inhabitants — 
Their  Manners  and  Habits. 


*Yn!  we  *ve  our  Borough-vices,  and  I  know 
.'How  fiir  they  spread,  how  rapidly  they  grow ; 
Yet  think  not  virtne  quits  the  busy  place, 
.'Nor  charity,  the  virtues*  crown  and  grace. 

**  Oar  poor,  how  feed  we!**— To  the  most  we  give 
.A  weekly  dole,  and  at  their  homes  they  live ; — 
'  Others  together  dwell, — but  when  they  come 
'  To  the  low  roo^  they  see  a  kind  of  home, 
A  social  people  whom  they  *ve  ever  known. 
With  their  own  thoughts  and  manners  like  their 


At  her  old  house,  her' dress,  her  air  the  same^ 
I  see  mine  ancient  letter-loving  dame :     ' 
**  Learning,  my  child,'*  said  she,  **  shaU  fiime  com- 
mand; 
Reaming  is  better  Worth  than  house  or  land— 
For  houses  perish,  lands  are  gone  and  spent ; 
In  learning  then  excel,  for  that  *s  most  excellent** 

**  And  what  her  learning  ?**— *T  is  with  awe  to 
look 
In  every  verse  throughout  one  sacred  book ; 
From  this  her  joy,  her  hope,  her  peace  is  sought ; 
This  she  has  lcam*d,  and  she  is  nobly  taught 

If  aught  of  mine  have  gain'd  the  public  ear ; 
If  Rutland  deigns  these  humble  Tales  to  hear ; 
If  critics  pardon,  what  my  friends  approved ; 
Can  I  mine  ancient  widow  pass  immoved  ? 
Shall  I  not  think  what  pains  the  matron  took. 
When  first  I  trembled  o*er  the  gilded  book? 
How  she,  ail  patient,  both  at  eve  and  mom. 
Her  needle  pointed  at  the  guarding  horn ; 
And  how  she  soothed  me,  when,  with  stady  sad, 
I  labour'd  on  to  reach  the  final  zad  7 
Shall  I  not  grateful  slill  the  dame  survey. 
And  ask  the  muse  the  poet*s  debt  to  pay  7 

Nor  I  alone,  who  hold  a  trifier*s  pen. 
But  half  our  bench  of  wealthy,  weighty  men« 
Who  rule  our  Borough,  who  enforce  our  laws; 
They  own  the  matron  as  the  leading  eause. 
And  feel  the  pleasing  debt,  and  pay  the  just  ap- 
plause : 
To  her  own  house  is  borne  the  week's  supply ;  - 
There  she  in  credit  lives,  there  hopoi  in  peace  to  die. 

With  her  a  harmless  idiot  we  behold. 
Who  hoards  up  silver  shells  for  shining  gold; 
These  he  preserves,  with  unremitted  care, 
To  boy  a  seat,  and  reign  the  Borough's  mayor: 
Alas ! — who  could  the  ambitious  changelinr  tell. 
That  what  he  sought  our  julers  dared  to  seU  7 

Near  these  a  sailor,  in  that  hnt  of  thatch 
(A  fish-boat*B  cabin  is  its  nearest  match), 
Dwells,  and  the  dungeon  is  to  him  a  seat. 
Large  as  he  wishes — in  hu  view  complete : 
A  lockleas  coffer  and  a  lidless  hutch 
That  held  his  stores,  have  room  fi>r  twice  as  mneh : 
His  one  spare  shirt,  long  glass,  and  inm  box,^ 
liie  all  in  view ;  no  need  has  he  for  locks : 
Here  he  abides,  and  as  our  strangers  pass. 
He  shows  the  shipping,  he  presents  the  glass ; 
He  makes  (nnask'd)  their  ports  and  business  known. 
And  (kindly  heard)  turns  quickly  to  his  own. 
Of  noble  captains,  heroes  every  one, — 
You  might  as  soon  have  made  the  steeple  run : 
And  then  his  messmates,  if  you  *re  pleased  to  stay. 
He  *11  one  by  one  the  gallant  souls  display. 
And  as  the  story  verges  to  an  end. 
He  *I1  wind  from  deed  to  deed,  from  friend  to  friend ; 
He  11  speak  of  those  long  lost,  the  brave  o£  old. 
As  princes  ^nerous  and  as  heroes  bold ; 
Then  will  his  feelings  rise,  till  you  may  traos 
Gloom,  like  a  cloud,  frown  o'er  his  manly  facer* 
And  then  a  tear  or  two,  which  sting  his  pride ; 
These  he  will  dash  indignantly  aside. 
And  splice  his  tale; — ^now  take  him  fh>m  his  cot 
And  for  some  cleaner  birth  exchange  his  lot. 
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How  wiB  he  aD  that  crael  aid  deplore  ? 

His  heart  will  break,  and  he  will  fighVno  more. 

Here  is  the  poor  old  merchant :  he  declined, 
And,  as  they  say,  is  not  in  perfect  mind ; 
In  his  poor  bouse,  with  one  poor  maiden  friend. 
Quiet  be  paces  to  hia  journey's  end. 

Rich  in  his  youth,  be  traded  and  be  lailM; 
Afaia  he  tried;  again  his  fate  prevaiiM ; 
Hm  spirits  low  and  his  eiertions  small. 
He  fell  per&roe,  he  seem'd  decreed  to  &11 : 
Like  the  gay  knight,  unapt  to  rise  was  he, 
fiat  downward  sank  with  sad  alacrity. 
A  bon>Hgli>plaoe  we  gained  him — in  disgrace 
For  gross  ncgiect,  be  qnickly  lost  the  ptaoe ; 
But  still  he  kept  a  kind  of  sullen  pride. 
Striving  his  wants  to  hinder  or  to  hide : 
At  length,  compelled  by  yery  need,  in  griflf 
tie  wrote  a  proud  petition  for  relief 

^  He  did  suppose  a  fall,  like  his,  wouM  prove 
Of  ibroe  to  irake  their  sympalhy  and  love ; 
Would  make  them  ieel  the  changes  all  may  know. 
And  atir  them  up  a  new  regain  to  show." 

His  suit  was  granted ; — ^to  an  ancient  maid, 
Relieved  herself  relief  for  bim  was  paid : 
Here  they  together  (meet  companions)  dwell. 
And  dismal  tales  of  man*s  misfortunes  tell : 
<*  T  was  not  a  world  for  them,  God  help  them !  they 
Could  not  deceive,  nor  flatter,  nor  betray ; 
fiat  there '*8  a  happy  change,  a  scene  to  come. 
And  they,  God  help  them !  shall  be  soon  at  home.** 


If  these  no  pleasures  nor  enjoyments  gain. 
Still  none  their  spirits  nor  their  speech  restrain ; 
They  sigh  at  ease,  *mid  comforts  they  comfdain. 
The  poor  will  grieve,  the  poor  will  weep  and  sigh. 
Both  when  th^  know,  and  when  they  know  nol 

why  J 
But  we  our  bounty  with  such  care  beatow^ 
That  cause  for  grieving  they  shall  seldom  know. 

Your  plan  I  love  not;— with  a  number  you 
Have  pkioed  your  poor,  your  pitiable  few ; 
There,  in  one  bouse,  throughout  their  lives  to  be. 
The  panper-palaoe  which  they  hate  to  see : 
That  giant  builduig,  that  high-boundinff  wall. 
Those  bare-worn  walks,  that  lofty  thundering  hall ! 
That  large  k>md  dock,  which  tpUs  each  dreaded 

hour. 
Those  gates  and  k»cks,  and  lU  those  signs  of  power : 
It  is  a  prison,  vrith  a  milder  name. 
Which  few  inhabit  vritbout  dread  or  shame. 


Be  it  agreed— the  poor  who  hither  < 
Partake  of  plenty,  seldom  found  at  home; 
That  airy  rooms  and  decent  beds  are  meant 
To  give  the  poor  br  day,  by  night,  content ; 
That  none  are  frightened,  once  admitted  here. 
By  the  stem  looks  of  lordly  overseer : 
Grrant  that  the  guardians  of  the  place  attend, 
And  ready  ear  to  each  petition  lend ; 
That  they  desire  the  grieving  poor  to  show 
What  ills  they  feel,  what  partial  acts  they  know, 
Not  without  promise,  nay  desire  to  heal 
Each  wrong  they  mtSer  and  each  wo  they  feeL 


Alas !  their  sorrows  in  their  bosom  dwell ; 
They  *ve  mach  to  suffer,  but  have  nought  to  tell; 
They  have  no  evil  in  the  place  to  state. 
And  dare  not  say,  it  is  the  house  they  hate : 
They  own  there  *s  granted  all  such  place  can  give, 
But  live  repining,  for  H  is  tbere  they  live. 

Grandsires  are  there,  who  now  no  more  muat  see, 
Ko  more  must  nurse  upon  the  trembling  knee 
The  lost  loved  daughter's  infent  progeoy : 
Like  death*s  dread  mansion,  this  allovvs  not  plafle 
For  joyful  meetings  of  a  kindred  race. 

Is  not  the  matron  there,  to  whom  the  son 
Was  wont  at  each  declining  day  to  r«n ; 
He  (when  his  toil  was  over)  gave  delight. 
By  lifting  up  the  latch,  and  one  **  good  night  7" 
Yes,  she  is  here ;  but  nightly  to  her  doo^ 
The  son,  still  laboring,  can  return  no  more. 
Widows  are  here,  who  in  their  huts  were  left, 
Of  husbands,  children,  plenty,  ease  bereft; 
Yet  all  that  grief  within  the  humble  shed 
Was  softened,  soften*d  in  the  humble  bed: 
But  here,  in  all  its  feroe,  remains  the  grief,  . 
And  not  one  soft*ning  object  for  relief. 

Who  can,  when  here,  the  social  neighbour  meet  T 
Who  learn  the  story  current  in  the  street  T ' 
Who  to  the  long-known  intimate  impart 
Facts  tiiey  have  leamM  or  feelings  of  the  heart  T— 
They  talk  indeed,  but  who  can  diooee  a  friend. 
Or  seek  companions  at  their  journey's  end  7 
Here  are  not  those  whom  they,  when  infants,  knew ; 
Who,  with  like  fortune,  up  to  manhood  grew ; 
Who,  with  like  troubles,  at  old  afe  arrived ; 
Who,  like  themselves,  the  joy  of  life  survived ; 
Whom  time  and  custom  so  femiliar  made. 
That  looks  the  meaning  in  the  mind  conveyed : 
But  here  to  strangers,  words  nor  looks  impart 
The  various  movements  of  the  su^ring  heart ; 
Nor  will  that  heart  with  those  alliance  own. 
To  whom  its  views  and  hopes  are  all  unknown. 

What,  if  no  grievous  fears  their  lives  annoy> 
Is  it  not  worse  no  prospects  to  enjoy  7 
*T  is  cheerless  living  in  such  bounded  view. 
With  nothing  dreadfhl,  but  with  nothing  new ; 
Nothing  to  bring  them  joy,  to  make  them  weepy-" 
The  day  itself  is,  like  the  night,  asbep : 
Or  on  the  sameness  if  a  breui  be  made, 
'T  is  by  some  pauper  to  his  grave  convev*d ; 
By  smuggled  news  from  neighboring  village  toldt 
^ws  never  true,  or  truth  a  twelvemonth  old ; 
By  some  new  inmate  doom*d  with  them  to  dwell, 
Or  justice  come  to  see  that  all  goes  well ; 
Or  change  of  room,  or  hour  of  leave  to  crawl 
On  the  Uack  feotway  winding  with  the  wall. 
Till  the  stem  bell  forbids,  or  master^s. sterner  calL 

Here  too  the  mother  sees  her  chiidfen  trained, 
Her  voice  eicluded  and  her  feelings  pain'd : 
Who  govern  here,  by  general  rules  must  move. 
Where  ruthless  custom  rends  the  bond  of  love. 
Nations  we  know  have  nature's  law  transgrese'd* 
And  snatchM  the  infant  from  the  parent's  breast; 
But  still  fer  public  good  the  boy  was  trained. 
The  mother  suffer*d,  but  the  matron  gam*d : 
Here  nature's  outrage  serves  no  cause  to  aid; 
The  ill  is  felt,  but  not  the  Spartan  made. 
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Then  too  I  own,  it  grieves  me  to  be^Id 
Those  ever  virtuoas,  helpless  now  and  old, 
By  bU  for  care  and  industry  approved, 
For  truth  respected,  and  for  temper  loved ; 
And  who,  hj  sickness  and  miafbrtune  triedt 
Gave  want  ita  worth  and  poverty  its  pride : 
I  own  it  grieves  me  to  behold  them  sent 
From  their  old  home;  'tis  pain,  't is  punishment 
To  leave  each  scene  fiimiliar,  every  face, 
For  a  new  people  and  a  stranger  race ; 
For  those  who,  sank  in  sloth  and  dead  to  shame. 
From  scenes  of  guih  with  daring  spirits  came ;   • 
Men,  iust  and  guileless,  at  such  manners'  start. 
And  bless  their  God  that  time  has  fenced  their  heart, 
Canfirm*d  their  virtue,  and  ezpellM  the  iear 
Of  vice  in  minds  so  simple  and  sincere. 

Here  the  good  pauper,  losing  all  the  praise 
By  worthy  deeds  acquired  in  better  days. 
Breathes  a  few  months,  then,  to  his  chamber  led, 
Expires;  while  strangers  prattle  round  his  bed. 

The  grateful  hunter,  when  his  horse  is  old. 
Wills  not  the  useless  fkvourite  to  be  sold ; 
He  knews  his  former  worth,  and  gives  him  place 
In  some  fiur  pasture,  till  he  runs  his  race : 
But  has  the  labourer,  has  the  seaman  done 
Less  worthy  service,  thoi^h  not  dealt  to  one  7 
Shall  we  not  then  contribute  to  their  eaae. 
In  their  old  haunts,  where  ancient  objects  please  7 
That,  till  their  sight  shall  fail  them,  they  may  trace 
The  welUknown  prospect  and  the  Iong*loved  face. 

•  The  noble  oak,  in  distant  ages  seen. 
With  far-strotch'd  boughs  and  foliage  fresh  and 

green. 
Though  now  its. bare  and  forky  branches  show 
How  much  it  lacks  the  vital  warmth  below. 
The  stately  ruin  yet  our  wonder  gains, 
Nay,  moves  our  pity,  without  thought  of  pains : 
Much  more  shall  real  wants  and  cares  of  age 
Oar  gentler  passions  in  their  ^use  engage  i — 
Drooping  and  borthen*d  with  a  weight  of  yean, 
What  venerable  min  man  appears ! 
How  worthy  pity,  love,  respect,  and  ffrief^ 
He  claims  protection — he  compels  relief; — 
And  shsil  we  send  him  from  our  view,  to  brave 
The  storms  abroad,  whom  we  at  home  might  save. 
And  let  a  stranser  dig  our  ancient  brotberVi  grave  7 
Ko !— «we  will  uiield  him  from  the  storm  he  fears, 
And  when  he  fiills,  embalm  him  with  oar  tears. 


Farewell  to  these ;  but  all  oar  poor  to  know. 
Let 's  seek  the  winding  lane,  the  narrow  row. 
Suburban  prospects,  where  the  traveller  stops 
To  see  the  sloping  tenement  on  props, 
With  builduig  yards  inmiz'd,  and  humble  sheds 

and  shops ; 
Where  the  Croas-Keys  and  Flumber's-Arros  invite 
Laborious  men  to  taste  their  coarse  deUght; 
Where  the  low  porches,  stretching  from  the  door. 
Gave  some  distinction  in  the  days  of  yore, 
Yet  now  neglected,  more  offend  the  eye. 
By  gloom  and  ruin,  than  the  cottage  by ; 
Places  like  these  the  noblest  town  endures, 
Tha  gayest  palace  has  its  nnks  and  sewers. 


Hei^  is  no  pavement,  no  iifvittng  shop, 
T>>  give  us^elter,  when  compelled  to  stop ; 
But  plashy  puddles  stand  along  the  way, 
FillM  by  the  rain  of  one  tempestuoas  day ; 
And  these  so  closely  to  the  buildings  run. 
That  yoa  must  ford  them,  for  ^ou  cannot  shun ; 
Though  here  and  there  convenient  bricks  are  Isid, 
And  door-side  heaps  afford  their  dubious  aid. 

Lo !  yonder  shed ;  observe  its  garden-ground. 
With  the  low  paling,  fbrmM  of  wreck,  aroand ; 
There  dwells  a  frsber;  if  you  view  his  boat. 
With  l)ed  and  barrel — 't  is  his  house  afloat ; 
Look  at  his  house,  where  ropes,  nets,  blocks,  abound. 
Tar,  pitch,  and  oakum — ^*t  is  his  boat  agroond : 
That  sfiace  enclosed,  but  little  he  regards. 
Spread  o*or  with  reUcs  of  masts,  sails,  and  yards : 
Fish  by  the  wall,  on  spit  of  elder,  rest, 
Of  all  his  food,  the  cheapest  and  the  best, 
By  his  oVm  labour  caughtj  for  his  own  hanger 
dress*d. 

Here  our  refhrmers  oome  not ;  noae  objea 
To  paths  pdlnted,  or  upbraid  neglect ; 
None  care  that  ashy  heaps  at  doors  are  cast, 
That  coal-dust  flies  along  the  blinding  blast: 
None  heed  the  stagnant  pools  on  either  side. 
Where  new-launch'd  ships  of  inflmt  sailors  ride : 
Rodneys  in  rags  here  British  valour  boast. 
And  lisping  Nelsons  fright  the  Gallic  coast 
They  fix  the  rudder,  set  the  sweUinff  sail. 
They  point  the  bowsprit,  and  they  mow  the  gale : 
True  to  her  port,  the  frigate  scuds  away. 
And  o*er  that  frowning  ocean  finds  her  bay : 
Her  owner  rigsM  her,  and  he  knows  her  worth, 
And  sees  her,  roarless,  gunwale-deep  go  forth ; 
Dreadless  he  views  his  sea,  by  breexes  curled. 
When  incluhigb  billows  vex  the  watery  world. 

There,  fed^by  fbod  they  love,  to  rankest  size. 
Around  the  dwellinflrs  docks  and  wormwood  rise ; 
Here  the  strong  mallow  strikes  her  slimy  root, 
Here  the  dull  nightshade  hangs  her  desdly  fruit; 
On  hills  of  dust  the  henbane's  faded  green, 
And  penciled  flower  of  sickly  scent  is  seen ; 
At  the  walPs  base  the  fiery  nettle  springs. 
With  fruit  globose  and  fierce  with  poison'd  stings ; 
Above  (the  growth  of  many  a  year)  is  spread 
The  yellow  level  of  the  8tone-crop*s  b^d ; 
In  every  chink  delights  the  fern  to  grow. 
With  glossy  leaf  and  tawny  bloom  below  :* 
These,  with  our  sea^weeds,  rolling  up  and  down. 
Form  the  contracted  Ffonrl'  of  the  town. 

Say,  wilt  thou  mere  of  scenes  so  sordid  know  7 
Then  will  I  lead  thee  down  the  dusty  row ; 
By  the  warm  alley  and  the  long  close  lane, — 
lliere  mark  the  fractured  door  and  paper'd  pane. 
Where  flags  the  noon-tide  air,  and,  as  we  pass» 
We  fbar  to  breathe  the  putrefying  mass : 


*  Thii  toenenr  it.  I  nutt  ackDowlcdge,  in  a  certain  deirree 
like  Uiat  heretofore  deaeribed  in  the  Villegie ;  bui  that  aho  wea 
a  maritime  coontrj : — irthe  ot^eeia  be  timildr,  the  pictarM  moat 
(In  their  principal  realurea)  be  alike,  or  be  bed  picturei. ,  I  have 
varied  .them  ai  much  ae  I  could,  coneieienily  with  ray  wiah  to 
be  aecuraie.  , 

t  The  reader  onaequainted  with  the  lanfoag*  of  botany  m 
infermed,  that  the  Flora  of  a  place  mean*  the  vefetftble  apcciaa 
it  tmtaine.  aM  ii  the  Uiie  of  a  book  wkioh  deacribeathcak. 
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Bat  fearless  yonder  matron ;  she  disdains 
To  si^h  for  zephyrs  from  ambrosial  plains  ; 
But  mends  her  meshes  torn,  and  pours  her  lay 
AJ]  in  the  stifling  fer?oux  of  the  day. 

Her  naked  children  round  the  alley  run,' 
And  rollM  in  dust,  are  bronzed  beneath  the  sun ; 
Or  graroboi  round  the  dame,  who,  loosely  dress'd, 
Woos  the  coy  breeze,  to  fan  the  open  breast: 
Siie,  once  a  handmaid,  strove  by  decent  art 
To  charm  her  sailor^s  e^e  and  touch  hb  heart ; 
Her  bosom  then  was  veilM  in  kerchief  clean, 
And  fiincy  lefl  to  form  the  charms  unseen. 

Bat  when  a  wife,  she  lost  her  former  care. 
Nor  thought  on  charms,  nor  time  for  dress  could 

spare; 
GuelM  she  found  her  friends  who  dwelt  beside, 
No  rival  beauty  kept  alive  her  pride ; 
Still  in  her  bosom  virtue  keeps  her  place, 
Bui  decency  is  gone,  the  virtues'  guard  and  grace. 

See  that  long  boarded  building ! — ^By  these  stairs 
£ach  hamble  tenant  to  that  home  repairs— 
By  one  large  window  lighted — ^it  was  made 
For  some  bold  project,  some  design  in  trade : 
This  faird,— and  one,  a  humourist  in  his  wiky 
(in  was  the  humour,)  bought  it  in  decay ; 
Nor  will  he  sell,  repair,  or  take  it  down ; 
*T  is  his, — ^what  ca^ss  he  for  the  talk  of  town  7 

*  No !  he  will  let  it  to  the  poor  i — a  home 
Where  he  delights  to  see  the  creatures  come  :** 
"They  may  be  thieves f'—»* Well,  so  are  richer 

men;" 
•«  Or  idlers,  cheats,  or  prostitutes  :*'—'•  What  then?' 

*  Oofcasts  pursued  by  iustice,  vile  and  base  ;** — 
**  Tliey  need  the  more  his  pity  and  the  place :" 
Convert  to  system  his  vain  mind  has  built, 

He  gives  asylum  to  deceit  and  guilt 

In  this  vast  room,  each  pla6e  by  habit  fiz'd, 
Aie  sexes,  fiuoiilies,  and  ages  mix*d,— 
To  onion  forced  by  crime,  by  fear,  by  need. 
And  all  in  morals  and  in.  modes  agreed ; 
Some  ruinM  men,  who  from  mankind  remove ; 
Sotne  min'd  females,  who  yet  talk  of  love ; 
And  some  grown  old  in  idleness — ^the  prey 
To  vicious  spleen,  still  railing  through  the  day ; 
And  need  and  misery,  vice  sind  danger  bind 
In  wad  alliance  each  degraded  mind. 

That  window  view  !--oil*d  paper  and  old  glass 
Stain  the  strong  rays,  which,  thoufffa  impeded,  pass, 
And  give  a  durty  warmth  to  that  huge  room. 
The  cooqner*d  sunshine's  melancholy  gloom ; 
When  all  those  western  rays,  without  so  bright, 
Within  become  a  ghastly  glimmering  liffht, 
As  pale  and  faint  upon  the  floor  they  fall. 
Or  leebly  gleam  on  the  opposing  wall : 
That  floor,  once  oak,  now  pieced  with  fir  unfdaned. 
Or,  where  not  pieced,  in  places  bored  and  stain'd ; 
That  wall  once  whiten'd,  now  an  odious  sight, 
Stain'd  with  all  hues,  except  its  ancient  white ; 
The  only  door  is  festen'd  by  a  pin,- 
Or  stubborn  -bar,  that  none  may  hurry  in : 
For  this  poor  room,  like  rooms  of  greater  pride, 
At  times  contains  what  prudent  jnen  would  hide. 

Where'er  the  floor  allows  an  even  space, 
Cha  firing  and  marks  of  various  games  have  phiee ; 


Boys  without  foresight,  pleased  in  halters  swing; 
On  a  fix'd  hook  men  cast  a  flying  ring ; 
While  gin  and  snuff- their  female  neighbours  sharei 
And  the  black  beverage  in  the  fractured  ware. 

On    swinging   shelf  are    things    incongruoiM 

stored, — 
Scraps  of  their  food,  — the  cards  and  cribbage- 

board,— 
With  pipes  and  pouches ;  while  on  peg  below. 
Hang  a  lost  member's  fiddle  and  its  bow : 
That  still  reminds  them  bow  he'd  dance  and  play, 
&e  sent  untimely  to  the  convicts'  Bay. 

Here  by  a  curtain,  by  a  blanket  there, 
Are  various  beds  conceal'd,  but  none  with  care ; 
Where  some  by  day  and  some  by  night,  as  bert 
Suit  their  employments,  seek  uncertain  rest; 
The  drowsy  chiidren  at  their  pleasure  creep 
To  the  known  crib,  and  there  seeorely  sleep. 

Each  end  contains  a  grate,  and  these  beside 
Arp  hung  utensils  for  their  boil'd  and  firied— 
All  used  at  any  hour,  by  night,  by  day, 
As  suit  the  purse,  the  person,  or  the  prey. 

Above  the  fire,  the  mantelshelf  contains 
Of  china-ware  some  poor  unmatch'd  remains ; 
There  many  a  tea-cup's  gaudy  firagment  stands, 
All  placed  by  vanity's  unwearied  hands ; 
For  here  she  lives,  e'en  here  she  looks  about^ 
To  find  some  small  consoling  objects  out : 
Nor  heed  these  Spartan  dames  their  house,  lior  sit 
'Mid  cares  domestic, — they  nor  sew  nor  knit ; 
But  of  their  fate  discourse,  their  ways,  their  wars, 
With  arm'd  authorities,  their  'scapes  and  scarp ; 
These  lead  to  present  evils,  and  a  cup^ 
If  fortune  grants  it,  winds  description  up* 

High  hung  on  either  end,  and  next  the  waB, 
Two  ancient  mirrors  show  the  forms  of  all. 
In  all  their  force ;— these  aid  them  in  their  dress, 
But  with  the  good,  the  evils  too  express. 
Doubling  each  look  of  care,  each  token  of  distreM 
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THE  POOR  or  THB  BOROUGH— TBS  PARISH- 
CLERK. 

Nam  divM  qui  6eri  tuH, 
Bt  eko  TttlC  fieri :  aed  qam  rairemiUa  Jegmn, 
CUii*  ■Mfua,  sot  pndor  «t  unquaa  prop«nBtig  avert  t 

JUVENAL,  Bst  14. 

Noeto  brtvem  li  forte  indnbit  eora  •oporira, 
Et  toto  venata  thoro  jam  in«mbra  quiaaeaat, 
CoqUdoo  templam  at  violati  NamiDia  araa. 
Et  qnod  pnaoipiua  mantara  •adoribaa  nrsaC, 
Te  videt  in  aooania ;  toa  laera  et  majora  imafo 
Bssiaoa  tarfaat  pavidum,  eositque  faterL 

JUVENAL.  8aL  IX 


The  Parish-Clerk  began  his  Duties  with  the  late 
Vicar,  a  grave  and  austere  Man ;  one  fully  or- 
thodox; a  D^eetor  and  Opposer  of  the  WUes  of 
Satan^-His  Opinion  of  his  own  Fortitudfr->The 
more  frail  ofl^ded  bj  these  Professions— Hb 


US 
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good  Advice  gives  further  Prorocation — Thej 
invent  Stratagems  to  overcome  his  Virtue— His 
Trhnnph  —  He  is  yet  not  invulnenble :  is  as- 
saulted by  Fear  of  Want,  and  Avarice — ^He  gra- 
du^y  vields  to  the  Seduction— He  reasons  with 
himself  and  is  persuaded — ^He  offends,  but  with 
Terror;  repeats  his  Offence;  grows  fiuniliar 
with  Crime;  is  detected  —  His  Sufferings  and 
Death. 


With  our  late  vioar,  and  hu  age  the  same. 
His  clerk,  hight  Jachin,  to  his  office  came ; 
The  like  slow  speech  was  his,  the  like  tall  slender 

frame:  - 
But  Jachin  was  the  gravest  man  on  ground, 
And  heard  his  master's  jokes  with  look  profound ; 
For  worldly  wealth  this  man  of  letters  sigh'd. 
And  had  a  sprinkling  of  the  spirit's  pride : 
£ut  he  was  sober,  chaste,  devout,  and  just. 
One  whom  his  neighbours  could  believe  and  trust : 
Of  none  suspected,  neither  man  nor  maid 
By  him  were  wrong'd,  or  Were  of  him  afraid. 

There  was  indeed  a  frown,  a  trick  of  state 
In  Jachin ; — formal  was  his  air  and  gait ; 
But  if  he  seem'd  more  solemn  and  less  kind 
Th4n  some  light  men  to  light  affairs  confined. 
Still  *twas  allowM  that  he  should  so  behave 
As  in  high  seat,  and  be  severely  grave. 

This  book4aught  man,  to  man*s  first  foe  proftas'd 
Defiance  stem,  and  hate  that  knew  not  rest; 
He  held  that  Satan,  since  the  world  began. 
In  every  act,  had  strife  with  every  man ; 
That  never  evil  deed  on  earth  was  done. 
But  of  the  acting  parties  he  was  one; 
The  flattering  guide  to  make  ill  prospects  dear ; 
To  smooth  rouff h  ways  the  constant  pioneer ; 
The  ever-tempting,  soothing,  softening  power, 
Rekdy  to  cheat,  seduce,  deceive,  devour. 

**  Me  has  the  dy  seducer  oft  withstood,** 
Said  pious  Jachin, — **  but  he  gets  no  good ; 
I  pass  the  house  where  swings  the  tempting  sign, 
And  pointing,  tell  him,  *  Satan,  that  is  thine :' 
I  pass  the  dumseb  passing  down  the  street. 
And  look  more  grave  and  solemn  when  we  meet; 
Nor  doth  it  irk  me  to  rebuke  their  smiles. 
Their  wanton  ambling  and  their  watchful  wiles : 
Nay,  like  the  good  iSotm  Bunyan,  when  I  vieW 
Those  forms,  I  *m  angrr  at  the  ills  they  do ; 
That  I  could  pinch  and  spoil,  in  sin's  despite. 
Beauties !  which  frail  and  evil  thoughts  eldte.* 

"At  feasts  and  banquets  seldom  am  I  found. 
And  (save  at  church)  abhor  a  tnnefiil  sound ; 
To  days  and  shows  I  run  not  to  and  fro^ 
And  where  my  master  goes  forbear  to  ga" 

No  wonder  Satan  took  the  thing  amiss, 
To  be  opposed  by  such  a  man  as  thi»— 
A  man  so  grave,  important,  cautious,  wise. 
Who  dared  not  trust  his  feeling  or  his  eyes ; 
No  wonder  he  should  lurk  and  lie  in  wait. 
Should  fit  his  hooks  and  ponder  on  his  bait. 


*  Joao  Bonran.  in  one  of  the  many  pfodaetioM  of  hit  aaal, 
bi0  voDtoml  to  make  publie  tliit  eitraordinary  noUoMSl,  wtith 
ks  fHtid  pioty  of  oar  oletk  to  losdilr  adopfsd. 


Should  on  his  movements  keep  a  watchful  eje ; 
For  he  pursued  a  fish  who  led  the  Cry. 

With  his  own  peace  our  derk  was  not  content. 
He  tried,  good  man !  to  make  his  firiends  repent 

.**  Nay,  nay,  my  friends,  from  inns  and  taverns  fly  i 
You  may  suppress  your  thirst,  but  not  supply ; 
A  foolish  proverb  says,  'the  devil 's  at  home^ 
But  he  is  there,  and  tempts  in  every  room : 
Men  feel,  they  know  not  why,  such  places  please ; 
His  are  the  spells-— they  're  idloneas  and  ease ; 
Magic  of  frtal  kind  he  throws  around^ 
Where  care  is  banish'd  but  the  heart  is  bound. 

**  Think  not  of  beauty ;  when  a  maid  yon  meet» 
Turn  from  her  view  and  step  across  the  street; 
Dread  all  the  sex :  their  looks  create  a  charm, 
A  smile  should  fright  voa  and  a  word  alarm : 
E'en  I  myself,  with  all  my  watchful  care. 
Have  for  an  instant  felt  th'  msidioos  snare. 
And  caught  my  sinful  eyes  at  th'  endangering  stare  ; 
Till  I  was  forced  to  smite  my  bounding  brnst 
With  foroeflal  hbw,  and  bid  the  bold  ooe  rest 

M  Go  not  with  crowds  when  they  to  pleasure  run. 
But  public  joy  in  private  safety  diun : 
When  bells,  diverted  from  their  true  intent, 
Kiikg  loud  fi>r  some  deluded  mortal  sent 
To  near  or  make  long  speech  in  parliament ; 
What  time  the  many,  that  unrulv  beast. 
Roars  its  rough  joy  and  shares  the  final  feast : 
Then  heed  my  counsel,  shut  thine  ears  and  eyas; 
A  few  will  hear  mfr— fbr  the  few  are  wise." 

Not  Satan's  friends,  nor  Satan's  sdf  could  bear 
The  cautious  man  who  took  of  souls  such  care  ; 
An  interloper,— one  who,  out  of  place. 
Had  vdunteer'd  upon  the  side  of  grace : 
There  was  his  master  ready  once  a  week 
To  give  advice ;  what  further  need  he  sedc  T 
**  Amen,  so  be  it :" — what  had  be  to  do 
With  more  than  this  7— -'t  was  insolent  and  new ; 
And  some  determined  on  a  way  to  see , 
How  firail  he  w^  that  so  it  might  not  be. 

First  they  essay'd  to  tempt  our  saint  to  sin. 
By  points  of  doctrine  argufnl  at  an  hm ; 
Where  he  might  warmly  reas(»i,  deeply  drink. 
Then  lose  all  power  to  argue  and  to  think. 

In  vain  they  tried ;  he  took  the  question  up, 
Clear'd  every  doubt,  and  bardy  touch'd  the  cnp : 
By  many  a  text  he  proved  his  doctrine  sound, 
Ajid  look'd  in  triumph  <fn  the  tempters  round. 

Next  t  was  thdr  care  an  artful  lass  to  find. 
Who  might  consult  him,  as  perplex'd  in  mind :  ' 
She  they  conceived  might  put  her  case  with  fearu. 
With  tender  tremblings  and  seducing  tears ; 
She  might  such  charms  of  various  kind  display. 
That  he  would  fed  their  force  and  melt  away : 
For  why  of  nymphs  such  caution  and  such  dread. 
Unless  he  felt  and  fear'd  to  be  mided  7 

She  came,  she  spake :  he  calmly  heard  her  case. 
And  plainly  told  her  *t  was  a  want  of  grace ; 
Bade  her  **8uch  fkncies  and  affections  chedc. 
And  wear  a  thicker  muslin  on  her  neck." 
Abased,  his  human  foes  the  combat  fled. 
And  the  stem  derk  yet  higher  hdd  his  hea4. 
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Tbey  wen  indaed  a  weok,  impatient  aet. 
But  their  shrewd  prompter  had  his eagtoiM  yet; 
Had  yariouB  means  to  make  a  mortal  trip, 
Who  ahomiM  a  fiowinf  bowl  and  roey  lip ; 
And  knew  a  thousand  wajs  his  heart  to  move, 
Who  flies  from  banquets  and  who  laughs  at  love. 

Thus  far  the  playful  Muse  has  lent  her  aid. 
Bat  now  departs^  of  graver  theme  afraid ; 
Her  may  we  seek  in  more  appropriate  time, — 
There  is  no  jesting  with  distress  and  crime. 

Our  worthy  clerk  had  now  arrived  at  fame. 
Such  as  but  few  in  his  degree  might  claim ; 
Bat  he  was  poor,  and  wanted  not  the  sense 
Tliat  lowly  rates  the  praise  without  the  pence 
He  aaw  thie  oommoD  nerd  with  ^"'" 

The  weakest  borgess  whom 
While  few  respected  his  ej 
And  all  beheki  his  doublet 
None,  when  they  meet, 
(Save  his  poor  Iwfs)  a  L ._ 
To  this  &lse  judgment  of 
He  was  not  raHy,  as  a  saint,  resij 
He  ibmid  it  much  his  jealous  soi 
To  ftar  derision  and  to  find  neglect 

The  year  waa  bad,  the  cbristening-fees  were 


Nought  then  forbids,  the  danger  could  we  shun. 
And  sure  the  business  may  ^  safely  done. 

M  But  am  I  earnest  7>-eamest  7  No< — I  say. 
If  such  my  mind,  that  I  could  plan  a  way ; 
Let  me  reflect ;— I  *ve  not  allowM  me  tim\B 
To  purse  the  pieces,  and  if  dropp*d  they'd  chime :" 
t  iFertile  is  evil  in  the  soul  of  man, — 
He  paused,-— said  Jaofain,  **  They  may  drop  on  bran. 
Why  then 't  is  safe  and  (all  considered)  just, 
The  poor  receive  it, — ^^tis  no  breach  of  trust: 
The  .old  and  widows  may  their  trifles  miss, 
There  must  be  evil  in  a  good  like  this : 
But  I  '11  be  kind— the  sick  I  'II  visit  twice. 
When  now  but  once,  and  freely  give  ad^M. 
Yet  let  me  think  again.'* — Again  he  tried, 
reasons  on  his  passion's  side, 
these  were  found,  yet  sk>wly  he  < 


Tbe  weddings  fbw,  the  parties  paupers  all  : 
]>eetre  of  gain  with  tear  cf  vrant  combined. 
Raised  sad  commotion  in  his  wounded  miniid ; 
Wealth  was  in  all  his  thoughts,  his  views,  hii 

dreams. 
And  prompted  base  desires  and  baseless  schemes. 

Alas !  bow  often  erring  mortals  keep 
Tbe  strangest  watch  sgainst  the  fbea  who  sleep ; 
While  the  more  wakeful,  bold,  and  artflil  fbe 
le  asiffbPd  gnardlsss  and  nnmark'd  to  ga 

Once  in  a  month  the  sacramental  bread 
Oar  dark  with  wine  upon  tbe  table  spread ; 
The  eostom  this,  that,  as  the  vicar  reads. 
He  fir  oar  off 'rings  round  the  church  proceeds : 
Tall  spacious  seats  tbe  wealthier  people  hid. 
And  none  had  view  of  what  his  neighbour  did ; 
Laid  on  the  box  and  mingled  when  they  M, 
Who  should  the  worth  of  each  oblation  tall  7 
Now  as  poor  Jachin  took  the  usual  round. 
And  saw  the  alms  and  heard  the  metal  sound. 
He  had  a  thought ; — at  first  it  was  no  mora 
Then — ^  these  have  cash  and  give  it  to  the  poor :' 
A  aeeood  thought  fiom  this  to  work  began — 
"■  And  can  they  give  it  to  a  poorer  man  T 
Proceeding  thos, — **  My  merit  could  they  know, 
And  knew  mr  need,  how  freely  they'd  bestow ! 
Bat  though  they  know  not,  these  remain  the  same ; 
And  are  a  strong,  although  a  secret  claim : 
To  me,  alas!  the  want  and  worth  are  known. 
Why  then,  in  fact,H  is  but  to  take  my  own.** 

T^KM^ht  after  thought  pour'd  in,  a  tempting 


*  guppoee  it  done,— -who  is  it  could  oomplain  7 
How  could  the  poor  7  for  they  such  trifles  share, 
Aa  add  no  comfort,  aa  suppress  no  care ; 
Boi  many  a  pittance  makes  a  worthy  heap, — 
Wbataaysthelaw?  that  aflenoe  pats  to  sleep  :^ 


ig  came :  the  common  service  dome,** 
►r, — ^the  solemn  rite  begun, — 
'lest  tbe  sacred  savings  read, 
t  forward,  trembhng  as  he4read ; 
pew  he  held  the  box,  and  heard 
'd  piece,  rejoicing  as  he  fear'd : 
Just  by  the  pillar,  as  he  cautious  tripp'd. 
And  tum'd  the  aisle,  he  then  a  portion  ^pp'd 
From  the*  full  store,  and  to  the  pocket  sent. 
But  held  a  moment— and  then  down  it  went* 

The  priest  read  on,  on  walk*d  the  man  afraid. 
Till  a  gold  offering  in  the  plate  was  laid ; 
TremlSing  he  took  it,  for  a  moment  stopp'd. 
Then  down  it  fell,  and  sounded  as  it  dropp'd ; 
Amazed  he  started,  for  th'  affi-ighted  man. 
Lost  and  bewilder'd,  thought  not  of  the  bran ; 
But  all  were  silent,  all  on  things  intent 
Of  high  concern,  none  ear  to  money  lent ; 
So  onne  walk'd,  more  cautious  than  befi)re. 
And  gain'd  the  purposed  sum  and  one  piece  more. 

Practice  make$  perfect } — when  the  month  came 
round, 
He  dropp'd  the  cash,  nor  listen'd  for  a  sound ; 
But  yet,  when  last  of  all  th*  assembled  flock, 
He  ate  and  drank — it  gave  th*  electric  shock : 
Oft  was  he  forced  his  reasons  to  repeat. 
Ere  he  could  kneel  in  quiet  at  his  scat ; 
But  custom  soothed  him— ere  a  single  vcar 
All  this  was  done  without  restraint  or  feni : 
Cod  and  collected,  easy  and  composed. 
He  was  correct  till  all  the  service  closed ; 
Then  to  his  home,  without  a  groan  or  sigh. 
Gravely  he  went,  and  laid  hu  treasure  by. 

Want  will  complain :  some  widows  had  ezpreas'd 
A  doubt  if  the^  were  favour'd  like  tbe  real ; 
The  rest  desenbed  with  like  regret  their  dole, 
And  thus  fiY>ro  parts  they  reason'd  to  the  whole ; 
When  all  agreed  some  evil  must  be  done. 
Or  rich  men's  hearts  grew  harder  than  a  stone. 

Our  easy  vicar  cut  the  matter  short ; 
He  would  not  listen  to  such  vile  report 

All  were  not  thus — there  govem'd  in  that  year 
A  stem  stout  churl,  an  angry  overseer ; 
A  tyrant  fond  of  power,  loud,  lewd,  and  most  severe  . . 
Him  the  mild  vicar,  him  the  graver  clerk. 
Advised,  reproved,  but  nothing  would  he  mark. 
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Save  the  disgrace,  **  and  that,  mj  firiends,"  said  he, 
•*  Win  r  avenge,  whenever  time  maj^  be.** 
And  now,  alas !  *t  waa  time ; — from  man  to  man 
Doubt  and  alarm  and  shrewd  sospicions  ran. 

With  angry  spirit  and  with  sly  intent, 
This  parish- ruler  to  the  altar  went ; 
A  private  mark  he  fixM  on  shillings  three, 
And  but  one  mark  could  in  the  money  see ; 
Besides,  in  peering  round,  he  chanced  to  note 
A  sprinkling  slight  on  Jachin*s  Sunday -coat : 
AH  doubt  was  over  : — when  the  flock  were  bless'd. 
In  wrath  be  rose,  and  thus  hb  mind  express'd. 

<«  Foul  4ped>  <ire  here  !**  and  saying  this,  he  took 
The  clerk,  whose  conscience,  in  her  cold-fit,  shook : 
His  pocket  then  was  emptied  on  the  place ; 
Ail  saw  his  guilt;  all  witnessM  his  disgrace ; 
He  fell,  he  tinted,  not  a  groan,  a  look. 
Escaped  the  culprit;  'twas  a  final' stroke— 
A  death- wound  never  to  be  heaPd — a  fall 
That  all  had  witnes8*d,  and  amazed  were  itU- 

As  he  recover'd,  to  his  mind  it  came, 
**  I  owe  to  Satan  this  disgrace  and  shame  :** 
All  the  seduction  now  appear*d  in  yiew ; 
**  Let  me  withdraw,"  he  said,  und  he  withdrew ; 
No  one  withheld  him,  all  in  union  cried, 
£*en  the  avenger,—**  We  are  satisfied  :*' 
For  what  haa  death  in  any  form  to  give, 
Equal  to  tiiat  man*s  terrors,  if  he  live  7 

He  lived  in  fi!«edom,  but  he  hourly  saw 
How  much  more  fatal  justice  is  than  law  ; 
He  saw  another  in  his  office  reign, 
And  his  mild  master  treat  him  with  disdain ; 
He  saw  that  all  men  shunnM  him,  some  reviled. 
The  harsh  pass*d  fi'owning,  and  the  simple  smiled ; 
The  town  roaintainM  him,  but  with  some  reproof 
**  And  derks  and  scholars  proudly  kept  aloof/* 

In  each  lone  place,  dejected  and  dismay*d, 
Shrinking  firom  view,  his  wasting  form  he  laid ; 
Or  to  the  restless  sea  and  roaring  wind 
Gave  the  strong  yearnings  of  a  ruin*d  mind : 
On  the  broad  ^ch,  the  silent  summer-day, 
Stretch*d  on  some  wreck,  he  wore  his  life  away ; 
Or  where  the  river  mingles  with  the  sea, 
Or  on  the  mud-bank  by  the  elder-tree, 
Or  by  the  bounding  marsh-dyke,  therd  was  he ;' 
And  when  unable  to  forsake  the  town. 
In  the  blind  courts  he  sate  desponding  down — 
Always  alone ;  then  feebly  would  he  crawl 
The  church-way  walk,  and  lean  upon  the  wall : 
Too  ill  for  this,  he  lay  beside  the  door, 
Compell'd  to  hear  the  reasoning  of  the  poor : 
He  look'd  so  pale,  so*  weak,  the  pitying  crowd 
Their  firm  belief  of  his  repentance  vow*d ; 
They  saw  him  then  so  ghastly  and  so  thin, 
'  That  tliey  ezclaim*d,  **  L  this  the  work  of  sin  V* 

"  Yes,"  in  his  better  moments,  he  replied, 
'*^  Of  sinful  avarice  and  the  spirits  pride ; 
While  yet  untcmpted,  I  was  safe  and  well ; 
'Temptation  came;  I  reason'd,  and  I  fell : 
'  To  be  man*s  guide  and  glory  I  design*d, 
.  A  rare  example  for  our  sinful  kind ; 
iBut  now  my  weakness  and  my  guilt  I  see, 
•And  am  a  warning— man,  be  wam*d  by  me  T* 


He  said,  and  vaw  no  more  the  human  &ce ; 
To  a  lone  loft  he  went,  his  dying  place, 
And,  as  the  vicar  of  his  state  inquired, 
TumM  to  the  wall  and  silently  expired ! 


LETTER  XX. 


THE  POOR  OF  TBB  BOROnQH.-ELLE>^  ORFORU 

PalifliiM  and  wnow  itroTs 
Who  iboatd  axpraii  ber  goodHeit. 

8HAKSPEARE.  Luw. 

"No  cbarmt  iba  now  can  boaa(."~*tii  inw. 

Bat  other  ehanmem  wither  loo : 

'*  And  ebe  b  old/*— (he  fact  I  know. 

And  old  will  other  heroines  grow ; 

But  not  Uke  them  haa  abe  been  laid, 

In  rain'd  eaatle.  aore  Aanaj'd ; 

Where  nanghty  man  and  gboatly  iprilo 

Fill'd  her  puie  mind  with  awe  and  dread, 
Stalk'd  round  the  room,  put  out  the  light. 

And  ■book  the  cnrUina  round  her  bed. 
No  cruel  uncle  kept  her  land. 
No  tyrant  Ikther  fbroed  her  hand ; 

She  had  no  vixen  virgin-annt. 
Without  whoae  aid  ihe  couid  not  eat,  - 
And  7«t  who  poiionM  all  her  oaeat 

With  gibe  and  near  and  Unnt 
Tet  of  the  heroine  abe'd  a  ihaieb 
8be  eared  a  lover  from  deq>air, ' 
And  granted  all  hii  with  in  apiie 
or  what  riie  knew  and  lelt  waa  right: 

But  heroine  then  no  mote, 
Bheown'd  the  Hxdu  and  wept  and  pra/'d. 
And  humbly  took  the  paiidh  aid. 

And  dwell! 


The  Widow's  Cottage— Blind  EUen  one— Hen  not 
the  Sorrows  or  Adventures  of  Heroines— What 
these  are,  first  described — Deserted  Wives ;  raah 
lovers ;  coura^reous  Damseb ;  in  desolated  Man 
siona;  in  grievous  Perplexity — ^These  Evilc, 
however  severe,  of  short  Duration — Ellen's  Storj 
— Her  Employment  iii  Childhood — First  Love; 
first  Adventure ;  its  miserable  Termination — An. 
idiot  Daughter — A  Husband — Care  in  Bonnen 
without  Success — ^The  Man's  Despondencv  and 
its  Efiect— Their  Children :  how  disposed  d^— 
One  particularly  unfortunate — Fate  of  the  Dauffh- 
ter — Ellen  keeps  a  School  and  is  happY— Se- 
blind :  loses  her  School — Her  ConyJationa, 


OasEavB  yon  tenement,  ^part  and  small, 
Where  the  wet  pebbles  shine  upon  the  wall ; 
Where  the  bw  benches  lean  beside  the  door. 
And  the  red  paling  bounds  the  space  before ; 
Where  thrift  and  Uvender,  and  lad's-love*  bloom,- 
That  humble  dwelling  is  the  widow's  home. 
There  live  a  pair,  for  various  fortunes  known. 
But  the  blind  Ellen  will  relate  her  own  :— 
Yet  ere  we  hear  the  story  she  can  tell. 
On  prouder  sorrows  let  us  briefly  dwell. 


*  The  lad'i  or  boy  VIove  of  tome  eountief  b  the  plant  aoatb- 
e  nttmirim  mbroUmmm  oT  botaairti. 


THE   BOROUGH. 
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I  *ve  often  marvePd,  when  by  nipfht,  by  day, 
1  Nre  markM  the  manners  moving  m  my  way, 
And  heard  the  language  and  beheld  the  Urea 
Of  laas  and  lover,  goddesses  and  wives, 
That  books,  which  promise  mach  of  life  to  give. 
Should  show  so  little  how  we  truly  live. 


To  me  it  seems,  their  females  and  their  men 
Axe  but  the  creatures  of  the  author^s  pen ; 
Nay,  creatures  borrowM,  and  again  convey*d 
From  book  to  booK-— the  shadows  of  a  shade : 
life,  if  they  M  search,  would  show  them  many  a 

change; 
The  Foin  audden  and  the  misery  strange ! 
With  more  of  grievous,  base,  and  dreadful  things, 
Than  novelist  relates,  or  poet  sings : 
Bat  they,  who  ought  to  look  the  world  around, 
Efj  oat  a  single  spot  in  fairy  .ground ; 
Where  all,  in  turn,  ideal  forms  behold, 
And  plots  are  laid  and  histories  are  told. 


Tiaoe  have  I  lent — ^I  would  their  debt  were  ] 
Xo  flow*ry  pages  of  sublime  distress ; 
Aad  to  the  heroine's  soul-distracting  fears 
I  euiy  gave  my  nzpences  and  tears. 
Oft  have  I  travelled  in  these  tender  vales. 
To  Damley-Cottages  and  Maple. Vales, 
And  watchM  the  &ir.one  from  the  first-bom  sigh, 
When  Henry  pass'd  and  gazed  in  passing  by ; 
Tin  I  beheld  them  pacing  in  the  park, 
€Jkae  by  a  coppice  wliere  't  was  cold  and  dark. 
When  such  affection  with  such  fate  appeared. 
Want  and  a  father  to  be  shunn*d  and  fear*d. 
Without  employment,  prospect,  cot,  or  cash. 
Thai  1  have  judged  th*  heroic  souls  were  rash. 

Now  shifts  the  scene, — the  fair  in  tower  ccmfined. 
In  an  things  suffers  but  in  change  of  mind ; 
Now  woo*d  by  greatness  to  a  bed  of  state, 
Now  deejay  threatenM  with  a  dungeon's  grate ; 
TQl  waffenng  much  and  being  tried  enough. 
She  shines,  Siumphant  maid ! — temptation-proof. 

llieii  was  I  led  to  vengeful  monks,  who  mix 
With  nymphs  and  swains,  and  play  unpriestly 

*    trk^; 
llien  view'd  banditti  who  in  forest  wide, 
And  cavern  vast,  indignant  virgins  hide. 
Who,  hemm'd  with  buids  of  stm^iest  roj^ues  about, 
find  some  strange  succour,  and  come  virgins  out 

I  *ve  watch'd  a  wint'ry  night  on  castle-walls, 
I  *ve  stalk'd  by  moonlight  through  deserted  halls. 
And  when  the  weary  world  was  sunk  to  rest, 
I  *ve  had  such  sights  as— may  not  be  expressed. 

Lo !  that  chateau,  the  western  tower  decay'd, 
Tlie  peasants  shun  it, — ^they  are  all  afraid ; 
FVir  there  was  done  a  deed !— could  walls  reveal. 
Or  timbers  teU  it,  how  the  heart  would  feel ! 
Most  horrid  was  it:— for,  behold,  the  floor 
Has  stain  of  blood,  and  will  be  dean  no  more. 
Bark  to  the  winds !  which  through  the  wide  saloon 
And  the  hong  passage  send  a  dismal  tune, — 
Music  that  ghost*  ifelight  in  ;— and  now  heed 
Too  beauteous  nymph,  who  must  unmask  the  deed. 
See !  with  majestic  sweep  she  swims  alone 
Through  rooms,  all  dreary,  guided  by  a  groan : 
Tknogh  windows  rattle,  and  Uiough  tap'stries  shake. 
And  the  feet  fidler  every  step  they  take, 
11  Q 


'Mid  moans  atod  gibing  sprites  she  silent  goes. 
To  find  a  something,  which  will  soon  expose 
The  villanies  and  wiles  of  her  determined  foes : 
And,  having  thus  adventured,  thus  endured. 
Fame,  wealth,  and  lover,  are  for  life  secured. 

Much  have  I  fear'd,  but  am  no  more  afraid. 
When  some  chaste  beauty,  by  some  wretch  betray'd. 
Is  drawn  away  wifh  such  distracted  speed. 
That  she  anticipates  a  dreadful  deed : 
Not  so  do  I — Let  solid  walls  impound 
The  captive  fair,  and  dig  a  moat  around ; 
Let  there  be  brazen  locks  and  bars  of  steel. 
And  keepers  cruel,  such  as  never  feel ; 
With  not  a  single  note  the  purse  supply. 
And  when  she  begs,  let  men  and  maids  deny : 
.Be  windows  those  from  which  she  dares  not  fall, 
And  help  so  distant,  't  is  in  vain  to  call ; 
Still  means  of  freedom  will  some  power  devise. 
And  from  the  baffled  ruffian  snatch  his  prize. 

To  Northern  Wales,,  in  some  sequester'd  spot, 
I  've  follow'd  fair  Louisa  to  her  cot : 
Where,  then  a  wretched  and  deserted  bride. 
The  injured  fair-one  wish'd  from  man  to  hide : 
Till  by  her  fond  repenting  Belville  found, 
Bv  some  kind  chance — the  straying  of  a  hound. 
He  at  her  feet  craved  mercy,  nor  in  vain. 
For  the  relenting  dove  flew  back  again. 

There 's  something  rapturous  in  distress,  or,  oh  t 
Could  Clementina  b^  her  lot  of  wo  1 
Or  what  she  underwent  could  maiden  undergo ! 
The  day  was  fix'd ;  for  so  the  lover  sigh'd, 
So  knelt  and  craved,  he  could  n't  be  denied ; 
When,  tale  most  dreadful !  every  hope  adieu,-^  ' 
For  the  fond  lover  is  the  brother  too : 
All  other  griefs  abate ;  this  monstrous  grief 
Has  no  remission,  comfort,  or  relief; 
Four  ample  volumes,  through  each  page  discloee,— 
Good  Heaven  protect  us !  only  woes  on  woes ; 
Till  some  strange  means  afford  a  sudden  view 
Of  some  vile  plot,  and  every  woe  adieu !  * 

Now  should  we  grant  these  beauties  aU  endure 
Severest  pangs,  they  *ve  still  the  speediest  cure ; 
Before  one  charm  be  wither'd  from  the  fece. 
Except  the  bloom,  which  shall  again  have  place, 
In  wedlock  ends  each  wish,  in  triumph  aU  disgrace ; 
And  life  to  come,  we  fairly  may  suppose. 
One  light,  bright  contrast  to  these  wild  dark  \ 

These  let  us  leave,  and  at  her  sorrows  look, 
Too  ofien  seen,  but  seldom  in  a  book ; 
Let  her  who  felt,  relate  them : — on  her  chair 
The  heroine  sits — ^in  former  years  the  feir. 


*  A«  Ibia  ineidmt  potntt  ont  the  woti.  alluded  to,  I  wWi  it  to 
be  remembered,  that  the  sloon^  teoour.  the  qoeruloae  melaa- 
eholy  of  the  itory.  ii  aM  I  eeanire.  The  laof  uace  of  the  writer 
ii  oAeo  BDuneted,  and  b,  I  believe,  correct :  the  cheraeten  well 
drawn,  and  the  mannere  described  from  real  Kfo ;  but  the  per- 
petual oeearraoee  of  aad  eventa,  the  protraeted  liat  of  teeeint 
and  perplexioff  ajechaocee,  joined  with  OBOch  waapiah  inveo- 
tive,  anallayed  by  pleaaantry  or  aprifbtlineaa,  and  theae  cooti- 
noed  thrpofh  mapy  hundred  pacea,  render  pubiicatiooe,  intended 
for  amusement  and  ezecoted  with  aUlily,  heavy  and  diapleae- 
ins  ^— you  find  your  favourite  persona  happy  in  the  end ;  but 
they  have  teased  you  so  much  with  their  perplexities  bv  the 
way,  that  you  were  fluently  disposed  to  quit  them  in  their  dir 
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Now  aged  and  poor ;  bat  Ellen  Orford  knowa, 
That  we  should  humbly  take  what  Heav*ii  bestows. 

"  My  ftther  died — again  my  mother  wed, 
And  found  the  comforts  of  her  life  were  fled ; 
Her  angry  husband  vez*d,  through  half  his  years 
By  loss  and  troubles,  fill*d  her  soul  with  fears : 
Tlictr  children  tnany,  and  *t  was  my  poor  place 
To  nurse  and  wait  on  all  the  infant-race ; 
Labour  and  hunger  were  indeed  my  part. 
And  should  have  strengthenM  an  erroneous  heart. 

**  Sore  was  the  grief  to  see  him  angry  come,  ^ 
And,  teased  with  business,  make  distress  at  home : 
The  fatker*8  fury  and  the  children's  cries 
I  soon  could  bear,  but  not  my  motfaer^s  siff hs ; 
For  she  lookM  back  on  comforts,  and  woiud  say, 
*  I  wrong'd  thee,  Ellen,*  and  then  tdni  away : 
Thus  for  my  age's  good,  my  youth  was  tried, 
And  this  my  fiutune  till  my  mother  died. 

**  80,  amid  sorrow  much  and  little  cheer — 
A  obmmon  case,  I  pass'd  tny  twentieth  year; 
For  these  are  frequent  evils ;  thousands  share 
An  equal  griei^the  like  domestic  oare. 

**  Then  in  my  days  of  bloom,  of  health  and  youth. 
One,  much  above  me,  vow*d  his  love  and  truth : 
We  oflen  met,  he  dreading  to  be  seen. 
And  much  I  question'd  what  such  dread  might 

mean; 
Yet  I  believed  him  true ;  my  simple  heart 
And  undirected  reason  took  his  part 

**  Can  he  who  loves  me,  whom  I  love,  deceive  ? 
Can  I  such  wrong  of  one  so  kind  believe. 
Who  lives  but  in  my  smile,  who  trembles  when  I 
grieve  7 

**  He  dared  not  marry,  but  we  met  to  prove 
What  sad  encroachments  and  deceits  has  love ; 
Weak  that  I  was,  when  he,  rebuked,  withdrew, 
I  let  him  see  that  I  was  wretched  too ; 
When  less  my  caution,  I  had  still  the  pain 
Of  his  or  mine  own  weakness  to  complain. 

**  Happy  the  lovers  chss'd  alike  in  life. 
Or  happier  yet  the  rich  endowing  wife ; 
But  moet  aggrieved  the  fend  behoving  maid. 
Of  her  rich  lover  tenderly  afraid : 
You  judge  th'  event;  fer  nievons  was  my  fete, 
Painnil  to  f^l,  and  shamenil  to  relate : 
Ah !  sad  it  was  my  burthen  to  sustain, 
When  the  last  misery  was  the  dread  of  pain ; 
When  I  have  grieving  told  him  my  disgrace. 
And  plainly  mark'd  indiflbrence  in  his  fece. 

*^Hard !  with  these  fears  and  terrors  to  behold 
The  cause  of  all,  the.feithless  lover  cold ; 
Impatient  grown  at  eveir  wish  denied. 
And  barely  civil,  sootlied  and  gratified ; 
Peevish  when  urged  to  think  of  vows  so  strong. 
And  angry  when  I  spake  of  crime  and  wrong. 

*«  All  this  I  felt,  and  still  the  sorrow  grew 
Because  I  felt  that  I  deserved  it  too, 
And  begg'd  my  infant  stranger  to  fbnrive 
Hie  mother's  shame,  which  in  herself  must  live. 

**  When  known  that  same,  I,  soon  expell'd  fh>m 
home, 
With  a  fiwl  sister  shared  a  hovel's  ghx>m ; 


There  barelv  fed — (what  could  I  more  request?) 
My  infimt  slumberer  sleeping  at  my  breast, 
I  from  my  window  saw  his  blooming  bride. 
And  my  seducer  smiling  at  her  side : 
Hope  lived  till  then ;  I  sank  upon  the  floor. 
And  grief  and  thought  and  feeling  were  no  moret 
Although  revived,  I  judged  that  lUe  would  close. 
And  went  to  rest,  to  wonder  that  I  rose : 
My  dreams  were  dismal,  wheresoe'er  I  stray'd, 
I  seem'd  ashamed,  alarm'd,  despised,  betray'd ; 
Always  in  grief^  in  guilt,  disgraced,  forlorn. 
Mourning  uiat  one  so  weak,  so  vile,  was  bom ; 
The  earth  a  desert,  tumult  in  the  sea. 
The  birds  afiHghted  fled  from  tree  to  tree^ 
Obscured  the  setting  sun,  and  every  thinf  like  1119. 
But  Heav'n  had  mercy,  and  my  need  at  length 
Urged  me  to  labour,  and  renew'd  my  stren^lb 


**  I  strove  for  patience  as  a  sinner  i 
Yet  feh  th'  opinion  of  the  worid  unjust : 
There  was  my  lover,  in  his  joy,  esteem'd. 
And  I,  in  my  distress,  as  guilty  deem'd ; 
Yet  sure,  not  all  the  guilt  and  shame  beloD|r 
To  her  who  feels  andsufi^s  fyr  the  wrong: 
The  cheat  at  play  may  use  the  wealth  he 's  woo» 
But  is  not  honour'd  far  the  mischief  done ; 
The  cheat  in  love  may  use  each  viUain-art, 
And  boast  the  deed  that  breaks  the  victim's  heart. 

**Four  years  were  part;  I  mi^^  again  kaif* 


Some  erring  wish,  but  fbr  another  wound : 
Lovely  my  daughter  grew,  her  face  was  fair. 
But  no  expression  ever  brighten'd  there ; 
I  doubted  long,  and  vainly  strove  to  make 
Some  certain  meaning  of'^the  words  she  spake ; 
But  meaning  there  was  none,  and  I  survey'd 
With  dread  the  beauties  of  my  idiot-maid. 

•« Still  I  submitted ^-Oh!  His  meet  and  fit 
In  all  we  feel  to  make  the  heart  submit ; 
Gloomy  and  calm  my  days,  but  I  had  then. 
It  seem'd,  attractions  for  the  eyes  of  men : 
The  sober  master  of  a  decent  trade 
O'erlook'd  my  errors,  and  his  offbr  made ; 
Reason  assented  >— true,  my  heart  denied, 
*  But  thou,'  I  tfaid, '  shalt  be  no  more  my  giiidek* 

**  When  wed,  our  toil  and  trouble,  pains  and  cara^ 
Of  means  to  live  procured  us  humble  share ; 
Five  were  our  son«, — and  we,  though  careful,  firand 
Our  hopes  declining  as  the  year  came  round : 
For  I  perceived,  yet  would  not  soon  perceive. 
My  husband  stealing  from  my  view  to  ^eve ; 
Silent  he  grew,  and  when  he  spoke  he  sigh'd. 
And  surly  look'd,  and  peevishly  replied : 
Pensive  by  nature,  he  had  gone  of  late 
To  those  who  preach'd  of  destiny  and  fete. 
Of  things  fore-doom'd,  and  of  election-grace. 
And  how  in  vain  we  strive  to  run  our  race : 
That  all  by  works  and  moral  worth  we  gain 
Is  to  perceive  our  care  and  labour  vain ; 
That  still  the  more  we  pay,  our  debts  the  mone  r^- 

mam: 
That  he  who  feels  not  the  mysterious  caD, 
Lies  bound  in  sin,  still  grov'hng  from  the  faO. 
My  husband  felt  not :— our  perauasion,  prayer. 
And  our  best  reason  darken  d  his  despair ; 
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Hia  very  nature  changed ;  he  now  reviled 

My  former  conduct, — he  reproachM  my'  child : 

He  tdk*d  of  basiard  slips,  and  cursed  his  bed. 

And  from  our  kindness  to  concealment  fled ; 

For  aver  to  some  evil  ehai\ge  inclined, 

To  every  gloomy  thought  he  lent  his  mind, 

Nor  rest  would  give  to  us,  nor  rest  himself  could 

find; 
His  son  suspended  saw  him,  long  bereft 
Of  life,  nor  prospect  of  revival  left. 

*■  With  him  died  all  our  prospects,  and  once  more 
I  shared  th*  allotments  of  the  parish  poor ; 
lliej  took  my  children  too,  and  this  I  know 
Was  just  and  lawful,  but  I  felt  the  blow : 
My  icuot-maid  and  one  unhealthy  boy 
Were  left,  a  mother's  misery  and  her  joy. 


"Three  mos  I  folbw*d  to  the  grave,  and 
Oh !  can  I  speak  of  that  unhappy  son  7 
WonU  all  the  memory  of  that  tuie  were  fled. 
And  all  those  horrors,  with  my  child,  were  dead ! 
Before  the  world  seduced  him,  what  a  grace 
And  smile  of  gladness  shone  upon  his  face ! 
TTien  he  had  Imowledge ;  finely  would  he  write ; 
Sbidy  to  him  was  pleasure  and  delight ; 
Great  was  his  coorage,  and  but  few  could  stand 
Against  the  sleigfat  and  vigour  of  his  hand ; 
Tbe  maidoDS  ]med  him; — when  he  came  to  die;» 
Kci»  not  the  coldest  could  suppress  a  sigh : 
Here  I  must  cease — ^how  can  I  say,  my  child 
Was  by  the  bad  of  eifher  sex  beguiled  7 
Worst  of  the  bad— they  taught  him  that  the  laws 
Made  wron^  and  right ;  there  was  no  other  cause ; 
That  all  religion  was  the  trade  of  priests, 
And  men,  when  dead,  must  perish  luce  the  beasts : — 

And  he,  so  lively  and  so  gay  before 

Ah !  spue  a  mofher»I  can  tell  no  more. 

■*  Int'nst  vn^  made  that  they  should  not  destroy 
Tlie  eoaely  form  of  my  deluded  boy — 
Btit  pardon  came  not ;  damp  the  place  and  deep 
Whm  he  was  kept,  as  they  *d  a  tiger  keep ; 
For  he,  unhappy !  had  before  them  all 
Tow'd  he  *d  escape,  whatever  might  befalL 


>HeMi 


I  of  dresi,  and  dnin*d  beyond  his 


And  so  to  see  him  in  such  dismal  scenes, 

I  eannoC  speak  it— cannot  bear  to  tell 

or  that  sad  hour— I  heard  the  passing-bell ! 

*  Slowly  they  went;  he  smiled  and  look'd  io 


Tet  ane  he  shudderM  when  he  saw  the  cart, 

And  gave  a  look — until  my  dying-day. 

That  look  will  never  from  my  mmd  away : 

Oft  as  I  sit,  and  ever  in  my  dreams, 

I  aee  that  \ockf  and  they  have  heard  my  screams* 

"  Now  let  me  speak  no  more — yet  all  declared 
That  one  so  young,  in  pity  should  be  spared. 
And  one  so  manly :— on  his  gracefill  neck. 
That  diains  of  jewels  may  be  proud  to  deck. 
To  a  small  mole  a  mother's  lips  have  press'd,-^ 
And  tfaete  the  oord — my  hreiUh  is  sore  opprea^'d. 

**!  now  can  speak  agam ; — ^my  elder  boy 
Was  that  year  drown'd— a  seaman  in  a  hoy : 


He  left  a  numerous  race ;  of  these  would  some 
In  their  young  troubles  to  my  cottage  come, 
And  these  I  taught — an  humble  teacher  I — 
Upon  their  heavenly  Parent  to  rely. 

**AlaB!  I  needed  such  reliance  more: 
My  idiot-girl,  so  simply  gay  before, 
Now  wept  in  pain ;  some  wretch  had  found  a  time 
Depraved  and  wicked,  for  that  coward^rime ; 
I  had  indeed  my  doubt,  but  I  suppress'd 
The  thought  that  day  and  night  disturbed  mj  rest 
She  and  uat  sick-paJe  brother — ^but  why  stnve 
To  keep  the  terrors  of  that  time  alive  7 

**  The  hour  arrived,  the  new,  th*  undreaded  pain, 
That  came  with  violence  and  yet  came  in  vain. 
I  saw  her  die :  her  brother  too  is  dead ; 
Nor  ownM  such  crim^-^what  is  it  that  I  dread? 

**  The  parish-aid  withdrawn,  I  look*d  around. 
And  in  my  school  a  blessM  subsistence  feund — 
My  winter-calm  of  life :  to  be  of  use 
Would  pleasant  thoughts  and  heavenly  hopes  pro- 
duce; 
I  loved  them  all ;  it  soothed  me  to  presage 
The  various  trials  of  their  riper  age, 
Then  dwell  on  mine,  and  bless  the  Power  who  gave 
Pains  to  correct  us,  and  remorse  to  save. 

**  Yes !  these  were  days  of  peace,  hut  they  are 


A  trial  came,  I  will  believe,  a  last ; 

I  lost  my  sight,  and  my  employment  gone. 

Useless  I  live,  but  to  the  dav  hve  on ; 

Those  eyes,  which  long  the  light  of  heaven  enjoy'd, 

Were  not  by  pain,  by  agony  destroy'd : 

My  senses  fail  not  aU ;  I  speak,  I  pray ; 

By  night  my  rest,  my -food  I  take  by  day ; 

And  as  my  mind  looks  cheerfii!  to  my  end, 

I  love  mankind,  and  call  my  God  my  friend." 
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THB  POOR  OF  TBE  BOROUGH— ABEL  KEENE. 

CoBpM  meihu  qaam  daritiM :  altfana  iniiniB 
Oedoni.    DiMiiiiil«t :  bio  vlr  et  iHe  pder. 

OVID.  i>etoura  HttcM. 

Now  tbe  Spirit  ipMkelh  ezprairir.  that,  in  the  latter  ttom. 
one  abaU  depart  from  tbe  fiiilii,tiTii«  haed  to  Mducinff  ipirita 
and  doetrinea  ofderila. 

EpitlUU  Tm§tk9. 


Abel,  a  poor  Man,  Teacher  of  a  School  of  the  lower 
Order :  is  placed  in  the  Office  of  a  Merchant ;  is 
alarmed  by  Discourses  of  the  Clerks ;  unable  to 
reply ;  becomes  a  Convert;  dresses,  drinks,  and 
ridicules  his  former  Conduct  —  The  Remon 
strance  of  his  Sister,  a  devout  Maiden — Its  E^ 
feet— The  Merchant  dies— Abel  returns  to  Po- 
verty  unpitied ;  but  relieved — His  abject  Condi 
tion — His  Melancholy — He  wanders  about:  is 
feund —  His  own  Acoount  of  himself  and  the 
Revolutions  in  his  Mind. 
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CRABB£*S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


A  quiet  simple  man  was  Abel  Keene, 

He  meant  no  harm,  nor  did  he  often  mean : 

jHe  kept  a  school  of  loud  rebellious  boys, 

lAnd  g^rowingr  old,  grew  nervous  with  the  noise; 

When  a  kind  merchant  hired  his  useful  pen, 

And  nude  him  happiest  of  accompting  men ;. 

With  glee  he  rose  to  every  easy  day, 

When  half  the  labour  brought  him  twice  the  pay. 

There  were  young  clerks,  and  there  the  mei^- 
chant*B  son, 
Choice  spirits  all,  who  wishM  him  to  be  one ; 
It  must,  no  question,  give  them  lively  joy, 
Hopes  long  indulged,  to  combat  and  destroy ; 
At  these  Uiey  leveled  all  their  skill  and  strength, — 
He  fell  not  quickly,  but  he  fell  at  length : 
They  quoted  books,  to  him  both  bold  and  new, 
Anfl  80orn*d  as  fables  all  he  held  as  true ; 
**  Such  monkish  stories  and  such  nursery  lies,** 
That  he  was  struck  with  terror  and  surprise. 

**■  What !  all  bis  life  had  he  the  laws  obey*d. 
Which  they  broke  through,  and  were  not  once 

afraid? 
Had  he  so  long  his  evil  passions  check*d. 
And  yet  at  last  had  nothing  to  expect  7 
While  the7  their  lives  in  joy  and  pleasure  led, 
And  then  had  nothing,  at  the  end,  to  dread  7 
Was  all  his  priest  with  so  mucii  zeal  convey*d, 
A  part!  a  speech!  for  which  the  man  was  paid  7 
And  were  his  pious  books,  his  solemn  prayers, 
Not  worth  one  tale  of  the  admired  Voltaire's? 
Then  was  it  time,  while  yet  some  years  remain*d, 
To  drink  untroubled  and  to  think  unchain'd. 
And  on  all  pleasures,  which  his  purse  could  give, 
Freely  to  seize,  and  while  he  lived,  to  live.** 
Much  time  he  pass*d  in  this  important  strife. 
The  bliss  or  bane  of  his  remaining  life; 
For  converts  all  are  made  with  care  and  grief. 
And  pangs  attend  the  birth  of  unbelief; 
Nor  pass  they  soon ; — with  awe  and  fear  he  took 
The  flow*ry  way,  and  cast  back  many  a  look. 

The  youths  applauded  much  his  vnse  design. 
With  weighty  reasoning  o*er  their  evening  wine  ; 
And  much  in  private  *t  would  their  mirth  improve. 
To  hear  how  Abel  spake  of  life  and  love ; 
To  hear  him  own  what  grievous  pains  it  oost, 
Ere  the  old  saint  was  in  the  sinner  lost, 
Ere  his  poor  mind,  with  every  deed  a1arm*d. 
By  wit  was  settled,  and  by  vice  was  charm*d. 

For  Abel  enter*d  in  his  bold  career, 
Like  boys  on  ice,  with  pleasore  and  with  fear; 
Lingering,  yet  longing  for  the  joy,  he  went,    , 
Repenting  now,  now  dreading  to  repent : 
With  awkward  pace,  and  with  himself  at  war. 
Far  j^^  yet  frighten*d  that  be  went  so  far ; 
Oft  fir  his  efforts  he*d  solicit  praise, 
And  then  proceed  with  blunders  and  delays : 
The  young  more  aptly  pas8ton*s  call  pursue. 
But  age  and  weakness  start  at  scenes  so  new. 
And  tremble  when  they*ve  done,  for  all  they  dared 
to  da 

At  lengtb  example  Abel*s  dread  removed, 
With  small  concern  he  sought  the  joys  he  loved; 
Not  resting  here,  he  claimM  his  share  of  fame. 
And  first  &eir  votary,  then  their  wit  became ; 


His  jest  was  bitter  and  his  satire  bold. 
When  he  bis  tales  of  formal  brethren  told ; 
What  time  with  pious  neighbours  he  diseaas*d. 
Their  boasted  treasure  and  their  boundless  trast: 
**  Such  were  our  dreams,'*  the  jovial  elder  oried ; 
*^  Awake  and  live,**  his  youthral- friends  replied. 

Now  tlie  gay  clerk  a  modest  drab  despised. 
And  clod  him  smartly  as  his  friends  advised ; 
So  fine  a  coat  upon  his  back  he  threw. 
That  not  an  alley-boy  old  Abel  knew ; 
Broad  polish'd  buttons  blazed  that  coat  upon. 
And  just  beneath  the  watch's  trinkets  sbone^ — 
A  splendid  watch,  that  pointed  out  the  time,^ 
To  fly  from  business  and  make  free  with  crime : 
The  crimson  waistcoat  and  the  silken  hose 
Rank'd  the  lean  man  among  the  BorDU|rh  beanz ; 
His  raven  hair  he  cropp'd  with  fierce  disdain, 
And  light  elastic  locks  encased  his  brain : 
More  pliant  pupil  who  could  hope  to  find,^ 
So  deck*d  in  person  and  so  changed  in  mind  ? 

When  Abe)  walk'd  the  streets,  with  pleasant  mien 
He  met  his  friends,  delighted  to  be  seen ; 
And  when  he  rode  along  the  public  way. 
No  beau  so  gaudy,  and  no  youth  so  gay. 

His  pious  sister,  now  an  ancient  maid. 
For  Abel  fearing,  first  in  secret  pray*d ; 
Then  thus  in  love  and  scorn  her  notions  she  con* 
vey*d: 

**  Alas !  my  brother !  can  I  see  thee  pace 
Hoodwink*d  to  hell,  and  not  lament  thy  case. 
Nor  stretch  my  feeble  hand  to  stop  thy  beadlong 

race  7 
Lo !  thou  art  bound ;  a  slave  in  Satan's  chain. 
The  righteous  Abel  tum'd  the  wretched  Cain ; 
His  brother*s  blood  against  the  murderer  cried. 
Against  thee  thine,  unhappy  suicide ! 
Are  all  our  pious  nights  and  peaceful  days. 
Our  evening  readings  and  our  morning  praiae. 
Our  spirits'  comfort  in  the  trials  sent. 
Our  hearts*  rejoicings  in  the  blessings  lent. 
All  that  o*er  grief  a  cheering  influence  ifaed. 
Are  these  for  ever  and  fer  ever  fled? 

**  When  in  the  years  ffone  by,  the  trring  yearit 
When  faith  and  hope  nad  strife  with  wants  and 

fears, 
Thy  nerves  have  trembled  till  thou  oouldst  not  oat 
(Dress*d  by  this  hand)  thy  mess  of  simple  meal ; 
When,  grieved  by  fastings,  gall*d  by  fates  scTeret 
Slow  pass*d  the  days  of  the  sncoesskss  year ; 
Still  in  these  gloomy  hours,  my  brother  then 
Had  glorious  views,  unseen  b^  prosperous  men  : 
And  when  thy  heart  has  felt  its  wish  denied. 
What  gracious  texts  hast  thou  to  grief  applied ; 
Till  thou  hast  enter*d  in  thine  humble  bed. 
By  lof^  hopes  and  heavenly  musings  fed ; 
Then  I  have  seen  thy  lively  looks  express 
The  spirit*s  comforts  in  the  man's  distress. 

**■  Then  didst  thou  cry,  exulting, '  Yes,  *t  is  fit,* 
*T  is  meet  and  right,  my  heart !  that  we  submit : 
And  wilt  thou,  Abel,  thy  new  pleasures  weigh 
Against  such  triumphs  f — Oh !  repent  and  pray. 

**  What  are  thy  pleasures  7 — ^with  the  gay  to  ail. 
And  thy  poor  brain  torment  for  awkward  wit; 
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Allth?  good  thoagh^  (thou  hatest  them)  to  restrain,  His  sbter  died  with  such  serene  delight. 


And  give  a  wicked  pleasure  to  the  vain 
Thy  long  lean  firamc  by  fashion  to  attire, 
That  Uds  may  laugh  and  wantons  may  admire ; 
To  raise  the  mirth  of  boys,  and  not  to  see, 
Unhappy  maniac !  that  they  laugh  at  thee. 


"These  boyish  follies,  which  alone  the  boy 
Cin  idly  act  or  graceibUy  enjoy, 
Add  new  reproaches  to  thy  fallen  state. 
And  make  men  scorn  what  they  would  only  hate. 

"  What  pains,  ray  brother,  dostthoo  take  to  prove 
A  laile  for  follies  which  tbon  canst  not  love  7 
Whj  do  thy  stiflfening  limbs  the  steed  bestride — 
Thai  lads  mav  lau^h  to  see  thou  canst  not  ride  7 
And  why  (I  feel  the  crimson  tinge  my  cheek) 
Doit4hoQ  by  night  in  Diamond-Alley  sneak  ? 

"Farewell!  the  parish  will  thy  sister  keep, 
Where  the  in  peace  shall  pray"and  sing  and  sleep, 
Save  when  for  thee  fihe  mourns,  thou  wicked,  wan- 
dering sheep ! 
When  yoath  is  &ll'a,  then)  *8  hope  the  young  may 

But  &Uea  age  for  ever  hopeless  lies : 

Torn  ap  by  storms  and  placed  in  earth  once  more, 

The  younger  tree  may  sun  and  soil  restore ; 

Bat  when  the  old  and  sapless  tnmk  lies  low, 

No  care  or  soil  can  former  life  bestow ; 

Beierved  for  burning  is  the  worthless  tree ; 

And  what,  O  Abel !  is  reserved  for  thee  7" 

I  -J^  "'py  words  our  hero  deeply  felt, 
l^ough  hard  his  heart,  and  indisposed  to  melt  1 
JO  gain  rehef  he  took  a  glass  the  more, 
^  then  went  on  as  careless  as  before ; 

I  Toeoceforth,  uncheckM,  amusements  he  partook, 
^  (save  his  ledger)  saw  no  decent  book  ; 
Hia  fboad  the  merchant  punctual  at  his  task, 
^  that  performed,  he  *d  nothing  more  t^  ask ; 
He  eared  not  how  old  Abel  play'd  the  fool, 
*^*Mter  be,  beyond  the  hours  of  school : 
^  they  proceeding-,  had  their  wine  and  joke, 
jiO  merdiaot  Dixon  ^It  a  warning  stroke, 
A*i,  afler  stnvgling  half  a  srloomy  week, 
M  htt  poor  <^k  another  fhend  to  seek. 

Alas!  the  son,  who  led  the  saint  astray, 
^"|ot  the  man  whose  follies  made  him  gay  ; 
jveued  no  more  for  Abel  in  his  need, 
^  Ahd  cared  about  his  hackney  steed ; 
I  «  DOW,  alas !  had  all  his  earnings  spent, 
ud  thos  was  left  to  languish  and  repent ; 
^  Khool  nor  clerkship  found  he  in  the  pUce, 
m  kst  to  fortune,  as  before  to  grace. 

kill*  *"'"'*'^®^  *^  grieving  man  applied, 

ff^'d  with  tears  what  some  with  scorn  denied ; 

•^  ttok'd  down  upon  the  gUminf  vest, 

S^  frvwning,  askM  him  at  what  price  he  dressM  7 

iPP^  for  bim  bis  country's  laws  are  mild, 
^  most  support  him,  though  they  still  reviled ; 
^ed,  abject,  soorn'd,  insulted^  and  betray*d, 
^God  onmiiidfbl,  and  of  man  afraid,— 
^  Bore  he  talk*d ;  H  was  pain,  *t  waa  shame  to 

■■  Bcvt  was  sinking  and  his  ftame  was  weak. 
ll»        ^ 


He  once  again  began  to  think  her  right ; 

Poor  like  himself,  the  happy  spinster  lay. 

And  sweet  assurance  bless*d  her  dying-day : 

Poor  like  the  spinster,  he,  when  death  was  nigh, 

Assared  of  nothing,  fblt  afraid  to  die. 

Tiie  cheerful  clerks  who  sometimes  pass'd  the  door« 

Just  mentionM  ^  Abol !"  and  then  thought  no  more. 

So  Abel,  pondering  on  his  state  forlorn, 

Look*d  round  for  comfort,  and  was  chased  by  sooni* 

And  now  we  saw  him  on  the  bench  reclined. 

Or  causeless  walking  in  the  wint*ry  wind; 

And  when  it  raised  a  loud  and  angry  sea. 

He  stood  and  gazed,  in  wretched  reverie : 

He  heeded  not  the  froet,  the  rain,  the  snow ; 

Close  by  the  sea  he  wa]k*d  alone  and  slow : 

Sometimes  his  frame  through  many  an  hour  he 

^       spread 

Upon  a  tombstone,  moveless  as  the  dead ; 

And  was  there  found  a  sad  and  silent  place. 

There  would  he  creep  with  slow  and  measureid  pace : 

Then  would  he  wander  by  the  river*s  side, 

And  fix  his  eyes  upon  the  falling  tide ; 

The  deep  dry  ditch,  the  rushes  in  the  fen» 

And  mossy  crag-pits  were  his  lodgings  then : 

There,  to  his  discontented  thoughts  a  preyi 

The  melancholy  mortal  pined  away. 

The^  neighb*ring  poor  at  length  began  to  speak 
Of  Abel's  ramblings — he  *d  b^n  gone  a  week  ; 
They  knew  not  where,  and  little  care  they  took 
For  one  so  friendless  and  so  poor  to  look. 
At  last  a  stranger,  in  a  pedler's  shed. 
Beheld  him  hanging — he  had  long  been  dead. 
He  left  a  paper,  penn*d  at  sundry  times, 
Intitled  this — "•  My  Groanings  and  my  Crimes  !** 

**  I  was  a  christian  man,  and  none  could  lay 
Aught  to  my  charge ;  I  walk'd  the  narrow  way. 
All  then  was  simple  faith,  serene  and  pure. 
My  hope  was  steadfast  and  my  prospects  sure. 
Then  was  I  tried  by  want  and  sickness  sore. 
But  these  I  clapp'd  my  shield  of  faith  before. 
And  cares  and  wants  and  man^s  rebukes  I  bore. 
Alas !  new  foes  assail'd  me;  I  was  vain. 
They  stung  my  pride  and  they  confused  my  brain : 
Oh !  these  deluders !  with  what  glee  they  saw 
Their  simple  dupe  transgress  the  righteous  law ; 
*Twas  joy  to  them  to  view  that  dreadful  strife. 
When  roith  and  firailty  warr*d  for  more  than  life. 
So  with  their  pleasures  they  beguiled  the  heart. 
Then  with  their  logic  they  allay'd  the  smart ; 
They  proved,  (so  thought  I  then,)  with  reasons 

strong, 
Tliat  no  man's  feeliogrs  ever  led  him  wrong : 
And  thus  I  went,  as  on  the  varnishM  ice, 
The  smooth  career  of  unbelief  and  vice. 
Oft  would  the  youths,with  sprightly  speech  and  bold, 
Their  witty  tales  of  naughty  priet^ts  unfold ; 
*  'T  was  all  a  crafl,'  they  said,  *  a  cunning  trade. 
Not  she  the  priests,  but  priests  religion  made  :* 
So  I  believed  :"— No,  Abel !  to  thy  grief. 
So  thou  relinquish^dst  all  that  was  l^lief : — 
*^  I  grew  as  very  flint,  and  when  the  rest 
LaughM  at  devotion,  1  enjoy'd  the  jest ; 
But  this  all  vanish'd  like  the  morning  dew. 
When  unemploy'd,  and  poor  again  I  ^rew ; 
Yea  !  I  was  doubly  poor,  for  1  was  wioked  top 
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"The  mouse  that  trespawi^d  and  the  treasare 
stole, 
Found  his  lean  body  fitted  to  the  hole ; 
Till  having  fatted,  he  was  forced  to  stay, 
And,  fasting,  starve  his  stolen  bulk  away  : 
Ah  !  worse  for  me — grown  poor,  I  yet  remain 
In  sinful  bonds,  and  pray  and  fast  in  vain." 

'*  At  length  I  thought,  although  these'  fl>tends 
o£  sin 
Have  spread  their  net  and  caught  their  prey  therein ; 
Though  my  hard  heart  could  not  for  mercy  call, 
Because,  though  great  my  grief,  my  faith  was  small ; 
Yet,  as  the  sick  on  skilful' men  rely, 
The  soul  diseased  may  to  a  doctor  fly. 

**A  famous  one  there  was,  whose  skill  had 
wrought 
Cures  past  belief^  and  him  the  sinners  sought ; 
Numbers  there  were  defiled  by  mire  and  filth* 
Whom  he  recovered  by  his  goodly  tilth : — 
*Come  then,'  I  said.  Met  me  the  man  behold, 
And  tell  my  case' — I  saw  him  and  I  told.    . 

*•  With  trembling  voice,  *  Oh  I  reverend  sir,'  I 
said,    ^ 

*  I  once  believed,  and  I  was  then  misled ; 
And  now  such  doubts  my  sinful  soul  beset, 
I  dare  not  say  that  I  'm  a  Christian  yet 
Canst.thou,  good  sir,  by  thy  superior  skill. 
Inform  my  judgment  and  direct  my  will  7 
Ah  !  give  thy  cordial ;  let  my  soul  have  rest. 
And  be  the  outward  man  alone  distressed ; 
For  at  my  state  I  tremble.' — *'  Tremble  more,' 
Said  the  good  man,  *  and  then  rejoice  therefore ; 
'T  is  good  to  tremble ;  prospects  then  are  fair. 
When  the  lost  soul  is  plunged  in  deep  despair. 
Once  thou  wert  simply  honest,  just  and  pure, 
Whole,  as  thou  thought'st,  and  never  wished  a  cure 
Now  thou  hast  plunged  in  folly,  shame,  disgrace ; 
Now  thou  *rt  an  object  meet  for  healing  grace ; 
No  merit  thine,  no  virtue,  hope,  belief^ 
Nothing  hast  thou,  but  misery,  sin,  and  grief. 
The  best,  the  only  titles  to  reuef.' 

** '  What  must  I  do,'  I  said,  « my  soul  to  firee  ? 

*  — Do  nothing,  man,  it  will  be  done  for  thee,' 

*  But  must  I  not,  my  reverend  guide,  believe  7' 

*  — If  thou  art  calPd,  thou  wilt  Uie  faith  receive :'— > 

*  But  I  repent  not'— > Angry  he  replied, 

*  If  thou  art  call'd,  thou  needest  nought  beside  : 
Attend  on  us,  and  if 't  is  Heaven's  decree. 
The  call  wilt  come, — if  not,  ah !  wo  for  thee,^ 

"  There  then  1  wailed,  ever  on  the  watch, 
A  spark  of  hope,  a  ra^  of  light  to  catch ; 
His  words  foil  sofUv  hke  the  flakes  of  snow, 
But  I  could  never  find  my  heart  o'erflow : 
He  cried  aloud,  till  in  the  0ock  began 
The  sigh,  the  tear,  as  caught  from  man  to  man ; 
Th(;y  wept  and  they  rejoiced,  and  there  was  I, 
Hard  as  a  flint  and  as  the  desert  dry. 
To  me  no  tokens  of  the  call  would  come, 
I  folt  my  sentence  and  received  mv  doom ;         *- 
But  I  complain'd — *^Lct  thy  repinmg  cease. 
Oh !  man  of  sin,  for  they  thy  guilt  increase ; 
It  blowcth  where  it  listeth ;— die  in  peace.' 
— *  In  peace,  and  perish  7'  I  replied ;  >  impart 
Some  better  comfort  to  a  burtheti'd  heart' — 


*  Alas !'  the  priest  retum'd,  *  can  I  direct 
The  heavenly  call  7 — Do  I  proclaim  th'  elect  7 
Raise  not  thy  voice  against  th*  Eternal  will. 
But  take  thy  part  with  sinners,  and  be  stilL*^ 

**  Alas !  for  me,  no  more  the  times  of  peace 
Are  mine  on  earth—^in  death  my  pains  may 


**  Foes  to  my  soul !  ye  young  seducers,  know. 
What  serious  ills  from  your  amusements  flow ; 
Opinions,  you  with  so  much  ease  profess, 
O'erwhelm  the  simple  and  their  minds  oppress : 
Let  such  be  happy,  nor  with  reasons  strong. 
That  make  them  wretched,  prove  their  notioni 

wrong. 
Let  them  proceed  in  that  they  deem  the  way. 
Fast  when  they  will,  and  at  their  pleasure  pray. 
Yes,  I  have  pity  for  my  brethren's  lot. 
And  so  had  Dives,  but  it  help'd  him  not : 
And  is  it  thus  7—1  'm  full  of  doubts :— Adiea ! 
Perhaps  his  reverence  is  mistaken  too." 
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THE  POOR  OF  THE  BOBOUGH.-PETER  ORIlfES 


Wm  a  aoidid  •mU 

Soch  ■•  does  marder  for  a  RM«d : 
Who  but  for  fear  knows  no  control, 
BocauM  his  eonacieoce.  nar'd  and  foal, 

Feeb  not  tiie  import  of  the  deed ; 
One  whote  brute  fbeiing  ne'er  aapirea 
Berood  his  owe  more  bmte  def iree. 

800TT.  Mt 


*  In  a  t>eriodica1  work  for  the  month  of  Jane  l«ft  the  prees 
ding  dialoirae  m  pronounced  to  be  a  meet  abomtoeble  cariea 
ture,  if  meant  to  be  applied  to  Calvinieta  in  ceneral,  and  gnml6 
distoned,  if  deaicned  for  an  individual:  now  ti»  author  id  hi 
preface  has  declared,  that  he  takes  oot  upon  him  the  oenaars  < 
any  sect  or  society  for  their  opinions ;  and  the  lines  themeelvi 
evidently  point  to  an  individual,  whose  sentimenis  tbey  va 
fairly  represent  without  any  distortion  whateoerer.  In 
pamphlet  Intitled  "A  Cordial  for  a  Sin^eepairinf  Soal,**  oi 
finally  written  by  a  teacher  of  relision,  and  lately  repoblialH 
by  another  teacher  of  f  realer  notorieiy.  the  reader  is  infbrnM 
that  after  he  had  full  assurance  of  his  salvation,  the  Spirit  ei 
lered  particularly  into  the  subject  with  him  ;  and,  aoooc  nas 
other  matters  of  like  nature,  assured  him  that  "  his  vim  w«ir 
fully  and  freely  forf  iveo.  as  if  they  had  never  been  committed 
not  for  any  act  done  by  him,  whether  belterinr  in  Christ.  < 
repenting  of  sin ;  nor  yet  fur  the  sorrows  and  miaeri«a  li»  «imIi 
red,  nor  for  any  service  he  should  be  called  npon  in  kia  militw 
state,  but  for  his  own  nsme  and  for  his  ()ory*s  sake,***  c1 
And  the  whole  drift  and  lenour  of  the  book  is  to  the  aanw  vn 
pose,  via:  the  uselessness  of  all  rcilfious  duties,  eueh  aa  prmy-c 
contrition,  fastiov,  and  sood  works :  he  shows  the  evil  done  I 
readinf  such  books  as  the  Whole  Duty  of  Man  and  the  Pre 
tice  of  Piety :  and  complains  heavily  of  hia  relation,  mn  Iii 
bishop,  who  wanted  him  to  Join  with  the  hoosebokl  in  fami 
prayer :  in  fact,  the  whole  work  inculcates  that  aort  of  Quictis 
which  this  dialogue  alludes  to,  and  that  without  any  recooiMe 
datton  of  attendance  on  the  leachen  of  the  Gospel,  but  rath 
boldiuf  forth  eocoorairement  to  the  niplnencss  of  mao*a  natar 
by  the  information  that  he  in  vain  looks  for  acceptance  by  ti 
employment  of  his  talents,  and  that  his  hopes  of  «lery  ■ 
rather  extiaguisbed  than  raised  by  any  application  to  the  moa 
of  grace. 

*  Cordial,  ato.  page  67. 
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MMboacht  the  took  fff  all  that  I  had  murder 'd 

Giaeto  uurtaol,  and  t^«^  ooe  did  threat-: 

SHAKfiPEARE.  R^kard  III. 
The  timea  have  boon. 
That  whe«  the  braioa  ware  oat,  the  num  would  dioi 
Aod  there  an  end ;  but  now  they  rba  acain. 
With  twenty  mortal  murdere  uo  their  cruwD<(, 
Aad  poih  oa  from  oar  Mooli. 

MachiOL 


The  Father  of  Peter  a  Fishermah— Peter»!i  early 
Coikduct— His  Grief  for  the  old  Man— He  takes 
ID  Apprentice— The  Boy*8  Safiermg  and  Fate — 
A  aeoood  Boy :  how  be  died— Peter  acquitted — 
A  third  Apprentice — A  Voyage  by  Sea :  the  Boj 
doM  not  return — Evil  Report  on  Peter :  he  la 
tried  and  threatened — Lives  alone — His  Melan- 
choly and  incipient  Madnea^^Is  observed  and 
visiled — ^He  escapes  and  is  taken ;  is  lodged  in 
1  Parish-hoose ;  Women  attend  and  watch  him 
—He  speaks  in  a  Delirium;  mws  more  eol- 
leeted-^His  Aceount  of  his  Feelings  and  viaion- 
iiy  Terrors  previous  to  his  Death. 


Old  Peter  Grimes  made  fishing  his  employ, 

Hk  wife  he  cabia*d  with  him  and  his  boy. 

And  teem*d  that  life  laborious  to  enjoy  : 

To  town  came  quiet  Peter  with  his  fish, 

And  had  of  all  a  civil  word  and  wish. 

He  left  his  trade  upon  the  sabbath-day. 

And  took  young  Peter  in  his  hand  to  pray : 

But  looD  the  stubborn  boy  from  care  broke  looae, 

At  first  refused,  then  added  his  abuse : 

Hit  Other's  love  he  soomM,  his  power  defied, 

ftit  being  drunk,  wept  sorely  when  he  died. 

Yes!  then  he  wept,  and  to  his  mind  there  came 
Much  of  his  conduct,  and  he  felt  the  shame,— 
Bow  he  had  oft  the  good  old  man  reviled, 
And  never  paid  the  duty  of  a  child ; 
How,  when  the  father  in  his  Bible  read, 
He  b  contempt  and  anger  left  the  shed : 
"It  u  the  yford  of  life,**  the  parent  cried ; 
•-^This  is  the  life  itself,'*  the  boy  replied ; 
And  while  old  Peter  in  amazement  stood, 
Gave  the  hot  spirit  to  his  boiling  blood  :-^ 
How  he,  with  oaUi  and  fixrious  speech,  began 
To  prove  his  freedom  and  assert  the  roan ; 
Aad  when  the  parent  check'd  his  impious  rage, 
How  he  had  cursed  the  tyranny  of  age, — 
Kej,  once  had  dealt  the  sacrilegious  blow 
On  his  hare  head,  and  laid  his  parent  low ; 
Tbe  &ther  groan*d— '*  If  thou  art  old,**  said  he, 
*And  hast  a  son — thou  wilt  remember  me : ' 
Thy  mother  left  me  in  a  happy  time, 
Tbookiirdst  not  her. — Heav*n  spares  the  double 
crime." 

Ob  o  mn-settle,  in  his  maudlin  grief^ 
Tbii  he  revolved,  and  drank  for  his  relief 

Now  lived  the  youth  in  freedom,  but  debarr*d 
^W  constant  {Measure,  and  he  thought  it  hard ; 
Hard  that  he  oould  not  every  wish  obey, 
^  most  awhile  reFmquish  ale  and  play ; 
Hard!  that  he  could  not  to  his  cards  attend, 
^  nmst  acquire  the  money  he  would  spend. 


With  greedy  eye  he  kx>k*d  on  all  he  saw, 
He  knew  not  justice,  and  he  laugh'd  at  law ; 
On  all  he  markM  be  stretched  his  ready  hand ; 
He  fish*d  by  water,  and  he  filch*d  by  land : 
Oft  in  the  night  has  Peter  droppM  his  oar, 
Fled  fi-om  his  boat  and  sought  for  prey  on  ahore 
Oft  up  the  hedge-row  glided,  on  his  back  , 

Bearing  the  orchard's  produce  in  a  sack, 
Or  farm-yard  load,  tugg'd  fiercely  fVom  the  stack 
And  as  these  wrongs  to  neater  numbers  rose. 
The  more  be  look*d  on  dl  men  as  his  foes. 

He  built  a  mud-walPd  hovel,  where  he  kept 
His  various  wealth,  and  there  he  ofl-times  slept; 
But  no  success  could  please  his  cruel  soul. 
He  wish'd  for  one  to  trouble  and  control ; 
He  wanted  some  obedient  boy  to  stond 
And  bear  the  blow  of  his  outrageous  hand ; 
And  hoped  to  find  in  some  propitious  hour 
A  feeling  creature  subject  to  his  power. 

Peter  had  heard  there  were  in  London  then,— 
StUl  have  they  being ! — workhonse-olearing  men« 
Who,  undisturb'd  by  feelings  just  or  kind, 
Would  parish-boys  to  needy  tradesmen  bind : 
They  in  their  want  a  trifling  sum  would  toke, 
And  toiling  slaves  of  piteous  orphans  make. 

Such  Peter  sought,  and  when  a  lad  was  found. 
The  sum  was  dealt  him,  and  the  slave  Wi|s  bound. 
Some  few  in  town  observed  in  Peter's  trap 
A  boy,  with  jacket  blue  and  woollen  cap; 
But  none  inquired  how  Peter  used  the  rope,- 
Or  what  the  bruise,  that  made  the  stripling  stoop ; 
None  oould  the  ridees  on  his  back  behold, 
None  sought  him  raiv'ring  in  the  winter's  cold ; 
None  put  the  question, — **■  Peter,  dost  thou  give 
The  boy  his  food  7— What,  man !  the  lad  must  live ; 
Consider,  Peter,  let  the  child  have  bread. 
He  11  serve  thee  better  if  he 's  stroked  and  fed." 
None  reason'd  thus— and  some,  on  hearing  cries. 
Said  calmly,  **  Grimes  is  at  his  exercise." 

Pinn'd,  beaten,  cold,  pinch'd,  threaten'd,   and 
abused^- 
His  efforte  pnnish'd  and  his  food  refused, — 
Awake  tormented, — soon  aroused  from  sleep, — 
Struck  if  he  wept,  and  yet  compell'd  to  weep, 
The  trembling  boy  dropp'd  down  and  strove  to  pray. 
Received  a  bu>w,  and  trembling  turn'd  away. 
Or  sobb'd  and  hid  his  piteous  face ; — while  he, 
The  savage  master,  grinn*d  in  horrid  glee : 
He  *d  now  the  power  he  ever  loved  to  uiow, 
A  feeling  being  subject  to  his  blow* 

Thus  lived  the  lad,  in  hun|fer,  peril,  pain, 
His  tears  despised,  his  supplications  vam ; 
Compell'd  by  fear  to  lie,  by  need  to  steal. 
His  bed  imeasy  and  unbless'd  hia  meal. 
For  three  sad  years  the  bov  his  tortures  bore, 
And  then  his  pains  and  trials  were  no  more. 

••  How  died  he,  Peter  ?"  when  the  people  said. 
He  growl'd— **  I  found  him  lifeless  in  his  bed ;" 
Then  tried  for  softer  tone,  and  sigh'd,  **  Poor  Sam 

is  dead." 
Yet  murmurs  were  there,  and  some    questions 

ask'd,— 
How  he  was  fed,  how  ponish'd,  and  how  task'd  7 
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Much  they  suspected,  but  they  little  proved, 
And  Peter  paes'd  nnlroubled  and  unmoved. 

Another  boy  with  equal, ettse  was  found, 
The  money  g^ranted,  and  the  victim  bound ; 
And  what  his  fate  ? — One  night  it  chanced  he  fell 
From  the  boat's  mast  and  perisliM  in  her  well. 
Where  fish  were  living  kept,  and  where  the  boy 
(So  reasoned  men)  could  not  himself  destroy ; — 

"  Yes!  so  it  was,"  said  Peter,  "  in  his  play 
(For  he  wss  idle  both  by  night  and  day). 
He  climbM  llie  majn-mast  and  then  fell  below  ;'* — 
Then  showM  his  corpse  and  pointed  to  the  blow : 
"  What  said  the  jury  ?"— they  were  long  in  doubt, 
But  sturdy  Peter  faced  the  matter  out : 
So  they  dismis8*d  him,  sayy^g  at  the  time, 
•*  Keep  fast  your  hatchway  when  you  've  boys  who 

climb." 
This  hit  the  conscience,  and  he  colour*d  more 
Than  for  the  closest  questions  put  before. 

Thus  all  his  (ears  the  verdict  set  aside, . 
And  at  the  slave^hop  Peter  still  applied. 

Then  came  a  boy,  of  manners  soft  and  mild, — 
Our  seamen's  wives  with  grief  beheld  the  child ; 
All  thought  (the  poor  themselves)  that  he  was  one 
Of  gentle  blood,  some  noble  sinner's  son. 
Who  had,  belike,  deceived  some  humble  maid. 
Whom  he  had  first  seduced  and  then  betray 'd : — 
However  this,  he  seem'd  a  gracious  lad. 
In  grief  submissive  and  with  patience  sad. 

Passive  he  labour'd,  till  his  slender  frame 
Bent  with  his  loads,  and  he  at  length  was  lame : 
Strange  that  a  frame  so  weak  could  bear  so  long 
The  grossest  insult  and  the  foulest  wrong ! 
But  Uiere  were  causes — in  the  town  they  gave 
Fire,  food,  and  comfort,  to  the  gentle  slave ; 
And  though  stem  Peter,  with  a  cruel  hand. 
And  knotted  rope,  enforced  the  rude  command, 
Yet  he  consider'd  what  he  'd  lately  felt. 
And  his  vije  blows  with  selfish  pity  dealt 

One  day  such  draughts  the  cruel  fisher  made, 
He  could  not  vend  them  in  his  borough-trade. 
But  sail'd  for  London-mart :  the  boy  was  ill, 
But  ever  humbled  to  his  master's  will ; 
And  on  the  river,  where  they  smoothly  sail*d, 
He  strove  with  terror  and  awhile  prevmil'd ; 
But  new  to  danger  on  the  angry  sea. 
He  clung  affrighten'd  to  his  master's  knee : 
The  boat  grew  leaky  and  the  wind  was  strong, 
Rouffh.was  the  passage  and  the  time  was  long ; 
His  liquor  fail'd,  and  Peter's  wrath  arose, — 
No  more  is  known — the  rest  we  must  suppose, 
Or  learn  of  Peter ; — ^Peter  says,  **  he  spied 
The  stripling's  danger  and  for  harbour  tried ; 
Meantime  the  fish,  and  then  th'  apprentice  died.*' 

The  pitying  women  raised  a  clamour  round. 
And  weeping  said,  **Thou    hast    thy    'prentioe 
drown'd." 

Now  the  stern  man  was  summon'd  to  the  hall. 
To  tell  his  tale  before  the  burghers  all : 
He  gave  th'  account ;  profess'd  the  lad  he  loved, 
And  kept  hb  brazen  features  all  unmoved. 


The  mayor  himself  with  tone  severe  replied^— > 
**  Henceforth  with  thee  shall  never  boy  abide ; 
Hire  thee  a  freeman,  whom  thou  durst  not  beat, 
But  who,  in  thy  despite,  will  sleep  and  eat : 
Free  thou  art  now ! — again  shouldst  thou  appear. 
Thou  'It  find  thy  sentence,  like  thy  soul,  severe." 

Alas !  for  Peter,  not  a  helping  hand. 
So  was  he  hated,  could  he  now  conunand ; 
Alone  he  row'd  his  boat,  alone  he  cast 
His  nets  beside,  or  made  his  anchor  fast; 
To  hold  a  rope  or  hear  a  curse  was  none,--- 
He  toil'd  and  rail'd,  he  groan'd  and  swore  aline. 

Thus  by  himself  compell'd  to  live  each  day. 
To  wait  for  certain  hours  the  tide's  delay ; 
At  tlie  same  times  the  same  dull  views  to  see. 
The  bounding  marsh-bank  afid  tbe  blighted  tree; 
The  water  only,  when  the  tides  were  Ugh, 
When  low,  the  mud  half-cover'd  and  hMdry ; 
The  sun-bumt  tar  that  bHsten  on  the  planks. 
And  bank-side  stakes  in  their'  uneven  ranks; 
Heaps  of  entangled  Weeds  that  slowly  float. 
As  the  tide  rolls  by  the  impeded  boat 

When  tides  were  neap,  and,  in  the  sultry  dar. 
Through  the  tall  booliding  mud-banks  made  their 

way. 
Which  on  each  side  rose  swelling,  and  bekiw 
The  dark  warm  flood  ran  silently  and  slow ; 
There  anchoring,  Peter  chose  from  man  to  hide. 
There  hang  his  head,  and  view  the  laxy  tide 
In  its  hot  Siimy  channel  slowly  glide ; 
Where  the  small  eels  that  left  the  deeper  way 
For  the  warm  shore,  within  the  shallows  play  ; 
Where  gaping  muscles,  left  upon  the  mud. 
Slope  their  slow  passage  to  the  fijlen  flood ; — 
Here  dull  and  hopeless  he  'd  lie  down  and  trace 
How  sidelong  crabs  had  scrawl'd  their  crooked  race; 
Or  sadly  listen  to  the  tuneless  cry 
Of  fishmg  gull  or  clanging  golden-eye ; 
What  time  the  sea-birds  to  the  marsh  woald  oome, 
And  the  loud  bittern,  from  the  bull-rush  home. 
Gave  from  the  salt-ditch  side  the  beOowing  boom : 
He  nursed  the  feelings  these  dull  scenes  produce. 
And  loved  to  stop  beside  the  opening  sluice ; 
Where  the  small  stream,  confined  in  narrow  ht 
Ran  with  a  dull,  unvaried,  sadd'ning  sound ; 
Where  all,  presented  to  tbe  ^e  or  ear, 
Oppress'd  the  soul  with  misery,  grief,  and  fear. 

Besides  these  objects,  there  were  places  three, 
Which  Peter  seem'd  with  certain  dread  to  aee; 
When  he  drew  near  them  he  would  turn  from 
And  loudly  whistle  till  he  pass'd  the  reach.* 

A  change  of  scene  to  him  brought  no  relief; 
In  town,  't  was  plain,  men  took  him  for  a  thief: 
The  sailors'  wives  would  stop  him  in  the  street. 
And  say,  "  Now,  Peter,  thou  *st  no  boy  to  beat  :** 
Infants  at  play,  when  they  perceived  him,  ran. 
Warning  each  other— "That's  the  wicked  man :* 
He  growl'd  an  oath,  and  in  an  angry  tone 
Cursed  tbe  whole  place,  and  wish'd  to  be  alone. 


*  The  reachet  in  a  rivaf  ara  tboaa  parti  which  atead  ftwn 
point  to  poinL  Johoaoo  haa  aot  the  word  preoMaly  la  duS 
aenae;  bat  it  ia  very  eominoo,  and  I  beKere  iiaad  wbersscMPsr 
a  navigable  river  can  be  found  <in  tbtt  country. 
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Alone  he  was,  the  same  dull  scenes  in  view, 
Aod  still  more  gloomy  in  his  sight  they  grew : 
Tboogh  man  he  bated,  yet  employM  alone 
At  bootless  labour,  he  would  swetur  and  groan. 
Cursing  the  shoals  that  glided  by  the  spot. 
And  gulls  that  caught  them  when  his  arts  could  not 

Cold  neiTous  tremblings  shook  his  sturdy  frame, 
Aad  strange  disease,  he  couldn't  say  the  name ; 
Wild  were  his  dreams,  and  oft  he  rose  in  fright 
Waked  by  his  view  of  horrors  in  the  night, — 
Horrors  that  would  the  sternest  minds  amaze. 
Horrors  that  demons  mirht  be  proud  to  raise : 
And  though  he  felt  forsalcen,  grieved  at  heart, 
To  Ihink  he  liyed  from  all  mankind  apart ; 
Tet,  if  a  man  approach''d,  in  terrors  he  would  start 

A  winter  passM  since  Perter  saw  the  town. 
And  summer-Jodgera  were  a^in  come  down; 
Tliese,  idly  curious,  with  their  glasses  spied 
Hk  ships  in  bay  as  aaachor*d  fw  the  tide, — 
The  river's  cran, — the  bustle  of  the  quay, — 
And  sea-port  views,  which  landmen  love  to  see. 

One,  up  the  river,  had  a  man  and  boat 
Sita  day  by  day,  new  anchor*d,  now  afloat ; 
fisher  be  seem*d,  yef  used  no  net  nor  hook  ; 
Of  sea-fowl  swimming  by  no  heed  be  took. 
But  on  the  gliding  waves  still  fix*d  his  lazy  look : 
At  certain  stations  be  would  view  tho  stream, 
As  if  he  stood  bewilder*d  in  a  dream. 
Or  tliat  some  power  bad  cbainM  him  fbr  a  time. 
To  6el  a  curse  or  meditate  on  crime. 

This  known,  some  curious,  some  in  pity  went, 
And  others  qaestibn*d-^"  Wretch,  dost  thou  repentf* 
He  heard,  he  trembled,  and  in  fear  resign*d 
Bis  boat :  new  terror  ml*d  his  restless  mind ; 
Fvioos  he  ffl«w,  and  up  the  county  ran. 
And  there  tSey  seized  him--<a  distemper *d  man  i — 
Him  we  received,  aad  to  a  parish-bed, 
FoUow'd  and  cursed,  the  groaning  man  was  led. 

Here  when  ttey  saw  him,  whom  they  used  to 


What,  all  agreed  ?— Am  I  to  die  to-day  7— 
My  Lord,  in  mercy,  give  me  time  to  pray." 

Then,  as  they  watch*d  him,  calmer  he  became, 
And  grew  so  weak  he  couldn't  move  his  frame. 
But  murmuring  spake, — while  they  could  see  and 

hoar 
The  start  of  terror  and  the  groan  of  fear; 
See  the  lar^e  dew-beads  on  his  forehead  rise, 
I  And  the  cold  death-drop  glaze  his  sunken  eyes ; 
'  Nor  yet  he  died,  but  with  unwonted  force 
'  SeemM  with  some  fancied  being  to  discourse : 
I  He  knew  not  us,  or  with  aecustomM  art 
He  hid  the  knowledge,  yet  exposed  his  heart ; 
'T  was  part  confession  and  the  rest  defence, 
A  madman's  tale,  with  gleams  of  waking  sense. 

"  I  '11  tell  you  all,"  he  said,  ••  the  very  day 
When  the  old  man  first  placed  them  in  my  way: 
My  father's  spiril^be  who  always  tried 
To  give  me  trouble,  when  he  lived  and  diedr— 
When  he  was  gone,- he  could  not  be  content 
To  see  my  days  in  painful  labour  spent. 
But  would  appoint  his  meetings,  and  he  made 
Me  watch  at  t^ese,  and  so  neglect  my  trade. 


A  lost,  lone  mAn,  so  harassM  and  undone  | 
Ov  gentle  females,  ever  prompt  to  fed, 
Boooved  ooiUpaesian  on  their  anger  steal ; 
His  erimea  they  could  not  from  their  memories  biot. 
Baft  they  wdire  grieved  and  trembled  at  his  lot 

A  priest  too  came,  to  whom  hie  words  are  told  ( 
And  aD  the  signs  they  shndderM  to  behold. 

"Look*. look!"  they  cried;  *«hi8  Umbo  with 
horror  sihake, 
And  as  he  grinds  his  teeth,  what  noise  they  make 
Bow  glare  hie  angry  eyes,  and  yet  he 's  not  awake 
8es !  what  cold  drops  upon  his  forehead  stand, 
Aad  how  he  clenches  that  broad  bony  hand." 

The  prieet  attending,  found  he  spoke  at  times 
As  one  alloding  to  his  fears  and  crimes : 
"It  was  the  fiiB,"  he  mutter'd,  •*  I  can  show 
The  manner  how — I  never  struck  a  blow :" — 
And  then  aloud — ^  Unhand  me^  free  my  chain ; 
Oa  oath,  he  fell — it  struck  him  to  the  brain  :^ 
Why  ask  my  fiither  ? — that  old  roan  will  swear 
Against  my  fife ;  besides,  he  wasn't  there  :-- 
R 


**  'T  was  one  hot  noon,  all  silent,  still,  i 
No  livinff  being  had  I  lately  seen ; 
I  paddled  up  and  down  and  dipp'd  my  net. 
But  (sueh  his  pleasure)  I  could  nothing  get, — 
A  father's  pleasure,  when  his  toil  was  done, 
To  plague  and  iorture  thus  an  only  son ! 
And  so  I  sat  and  look'd  upon  the  stream. 
How  it  ran  on,  and  felt  as  in  a  dream  : 
But  dream  it  was  not ;  no !— I  fix'd  my  eyes 
On  the  mid  stream  and  saw  the  spirits  rise ; 
I  saw  my  father  on  the  water  stand, 
And  hold  a  thin  pale  boy  in  either  hand ; 
And  there  they  glided  ghastly  on  the  to|> 
Of  the  salt  flood,  and  never  touch'd  a  drop: 
I  would  have  struck  them,  but  they  knew  th*  im 

tent. 
And  smiled  upon  the  oar,  and  down  they  went 

**  Now,  from  that  day,  whenever  I  began 
To  dip  my  net,  there  stood  the  hard  old  man- 
He  and  those  boys :  I  humbled  me  and  pray'd 
They  would  be  gone  ;-^they  heeded  not  but  stay*d  t: 
Nor  could  I  turn,  nor  would  the  boat  go  by, 
But  garing  on  the  spirits,  there  was  I : 
T%ey  bade  me  leap  to  death,  but  I  was  loth  to  dies: 
And  every  day,  as  sure  as  day  arose. 
Would  these  three  spirits  meet  me  ere  the  close ; 
To  hear  and  mark  tnem  daily  was  my  doom. 
And  *Ctome,'  they  said,  with  wealt,  sad  voioee* 

•  come.' 
To  row  away  with  all  my  strength  I  tried. 
But  there  were  they,  hard  by  me  in  the  tide. 
The  three  unbodied    forms -rand  *Come,'  stiHl 

*■  come,'  they  cried. 

**  Fathers  should  pity-«but  this  old  man  shook 
His  hoaty  locks,  and  froze  me  by  a  look  : 
Thrice,  when  I  struck  them^  through  the  water- 


A  hollow  groan,  that  weaken'd  all  my  frame  { 
*  Father !'  said  I,  *  have  mercy :'— He  replied, 
I  know  not  what — t^c  angry  spirit  Iled^— 
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•  Didst  tnou  not  draw  thy  knife  V  said  he  r— 'T  was 

true, 
Bat  1  had  pity  and  my  arm  withdrew  : 
He  cried  for  mercy  which  I  kindly  gave. 
But  he  has  no  compassion  in  his  grave. 

**  There  were  three  places,  where  Ihey  ever  rose,— 
The  whole  long  river  has  not  sach  as  those, — 
Places  accursed,  where,  if  a  roan  remain, 
He  *11  see  the  things  which  strike  him  to  the  brain ; 
And  there  they  made  me  on  my  paddle  lean. 
And  look  at  them  for  hours ; — accnrsed  scene ! 
When  they  would  glide  to  that  smooth  eddy-space, 
Then  bid  me  leap  and  join  them  in  the  place ; 
And  at  my  groans  each  little  villain  sprite 
EnjoyM  my  pains  and  vaniah'd  in  delight 
In  one  fierce  suramer-day,  when  my  poor  brain 
Was  burning  hot  and  cruel  was  my  pain, 
-Then  came  this  fiitber-foe,  and  there  he  stood 
)       With  his  two  boys  again  upon  the  flood ; 

There  was  more  mischief  in  their  eyes,  more  glee 
In  their  pale  faces  when  they  glared  at  roe  : 
•Still  did  they  force  me  on  the  oar  to  rest. 
And  when  th^y  saw  me  fainting  and  oppressM, 
!He,  with  his  hand,  the  old  man,'80oopM  the  flood, 
.  And  there  came  flame  about  him  mixM  with  blood ; 
He  bade  me  stoop  and  look  upon  the  place, 
*Tfaen  flung  the  hot-red  liquor  in  my  face ; 
ISuming  it  blazed,  and  then  I  roarM  fbr  pain, 
il  thought  the  demons  would  havetmmM  my  brain. 

**  Still  there  they  stood,  and  forced  me  to  behold 
.  A  place  of  horrors— *they  can  not  be  told — 
Where  the  flood  openM,  there  I  heard  the  shriek 
Of  tortured  ffuilt— no  earthly  tongue  can  speak : 

*  All  days  alike !  fbr  ever  I*  did  tiiey  say, 
'  *  And  unremitted  torments  every  day* — 

Yes,  so  they  said  :** — But  here  he  ceased  and  gaxed 
'  On  all  around,  affrighten*d  and  amazed ; 

And  still  he  tried  to  speak,  and  looked  in  dread 

Of  firighien'd  females  gathering  round  his  bed ; 

Then  droppM  exhausted  and  appear*d  at  rest, 
^TiU  the  strong  foe  the  vital  powers  possessed ; 
'Then  with  an  inward,  broken  voice  he  cried, 
"**  Again  they  come,*'  and  mutterM  as  he  died. 


LETTER  XXIII. 


PRISONS. 


■  ae  mallo  Msvior  fliia, 
Quaa  et  Caditiot  gravM  invenH  ant  Rhadamantiraa, 
Node  dieque  •utun  roatarc  in  pMtore  tertem. 

JUVENAL.  Sat  13,  l.ig7. 

Think  my  fbrmer  atata  a  happy  dream. 
From  which  awaked,  the  troth  of  what  we  are 
Bhowvtti  bat  thnt-^I  am  aworn  hiotber  now 
To  grim  Neeeaity,  and  he  and  I 
'Will  kacp  a  leatua  Ull  death. 

RiekarilL 


The  Mind  of  Man  accommodates  itself  to  all  Situ- 
ations ;  Prisons  otherwise  would  be  intolerable- 
Debtors:  their  different  Kinds:  three  particn 
larly  described ;  others  more  briefly— An  arrested 


Prisoner :  his  Account  of  his  Feelings  and  toB 
Situation— The  Alleviations  of  a  Prison — ^Pri- 
soners for  Crimea — ^Two  condemned :  a  vindic- 
tive Female :  a  Highwayman— The  Interval  bf- 
tween  Condemnation  and  Elzecntion — His  FeeU 
ings  as  the  Time  approaefae»^IIis  Dream. 


T  IS  well^that  man  to  all  the  varying  statet 
Of  good  and  ill  his  mind  accommodates ; 
He  not  alone  progressive  grief  sustains. 
But  soon  submits  to  unexperienced  pains : 
Change  after  change,  all  climes  his  body  bean ; 
His  mind  repeated  shocks  of  changing  cares : 
Futh  and  fair  virtue  arm  the  nobler  breast ; 
Hope  and  mere  want  of  feeling  aid  the  rest 

Or  who  oould  bear  to  lose  the  balmy  air 
Of  summer's  breath,  from  all  things  fresh  and  fidr. 
With  all  that  man  admires  or  loves  below ; 
All  earth  and  water,  wood  and  vale  bestow. 
Where  rosy  pleasnres  smile,  whence  real  blesBiiifa 

flow; 
With  sight  and  sound  of  every  land  that  Uvea, 
And  crowning  all  with  joy  that  freedom  gives? 

Who  could  from  these,  in  some  unhappy  day. 
Bear  to  be  draWn  by  ruthless  arms  away. 
To  the  vile  nuisance  of  a  noisome  room, 
Where  only  insolence  and  misery  come  7 
(Save  that  the  curious  will  by  chance  appear. 
Or  some  in  pity  drop  a  fruitless  tear ;) 
To  a  damp  prison,  where  the  very  si^ht 
Of  the  warm  sun  is  favour  and  not  right ; 
Where  all  we  hear  or  see  the  feelings  shock. 
The  oath  and  groan,  the  fetter  and  the  lock  7 

Who  oonld  bear  this  and  live  7 — Oh !  many  a  year 
AH  this  is  borne,  and  miseries  more  severe ; 
And  some  there  are,  &miliar  with  the  scene. 
Who  live  in  mirth,  thoQgh  few  become  f 


Far  as  I  might  the  inward  man  perceive. 
There  was  a  constant  effort — not  to  grieve ; 
Not  to  despair,  for  better  days  would  ooroe. 
And  the  fh^ed  debtor  smHe  again  at  home : 
Sul)dued  his  habits,  he  may  peace  legun. 
And  bless  the  woes  that  were  not  sent  in  vain. 

Thus  miffht  we  class  the  debtors  here  confined. 
The  more  deceived,  the  more  deceitfhl  kind ; 
Here  are  the  guilty  race,  who  tnean  to  live 
On  credit,  that  credulity  wiD  give ; 
Who  purchase,  conscious  they  can  never  pay  ; 
Who  know  their  fate,  and  traffic  (o  betray ; 
On  whom  no  pity,  fear,  remorse,  prevail, 
llietr  aim  a  statute,  their  resource  a  jail  :— 
These  as  the  public  spoilers  we  regard. 
No  dun  so  harsh,  no  creditor  so  hud. 

A  second  kind  are  they,  who  truly  strive 
To  keep  their  sinking  credit  long  alive ; 
Success,  nay  prudence,  they  may  want,  bat  yet 
They  would  be  solvent,  and  deplore  a  debt ; 
All  means  they  use,  to  all  expedients  run, 
And  are  by  slow,  sad  steps,  at  last  undone  : 
Justly,  perhaps,  you  blame  their  want  of  skill. 
But  tnoom  their  feelings  and  absolve  their  ^^L 
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There  ia  a  debtor,  who  his  trifling  aU 
Spreadft  m  a  shop ;  it  would  not  fill  a  stall : 
There  at  one  window  his  temptation  lajs, 
And  in  new  jnodes  diflposes  and  displaya : 
Above  the  door  jou  shall  his  name  behold, 
And  what  he  vends  in  ample  letters  told. 
The  words  repontory^  toarehotuey  ail 
He  OSes  to  enlarge  concerns  so  small : 
He  to  his  goods  assigns  some  beauty's  name, 
Then  in  her  reign,  and  hopes  they'll  share  her 

&me; 
And  talks  tff  credit,  oommeree,  traffic,  trade. 
As  one  important  1^  their  profit  made ; 
Bat  who  can  paint  the  vacancy,  the  gioom. 
And  spare  dimensioBs  of  one  backward  room? 
Wherein  he  dines,  if  so  *t  is  fit  to  speak. 
Of  one  day^s  herring  and  the  morrow's  steak;  < 
An  anchorite  in  di^t,  all  his  care 
Is  to  display  his  stock  and  vei^d  his  ware. 

Long  waiting  hopeleas,  then  he  tries  to  meet 
A  khider  fbrtiiae  in  a  distant  street ; 
There  Iw^^gaiA  divpUvy^  increasinff  yet 
Corroding  sorrow  ajid  consooung  SdDt : 
Ahs  !  he  .wants  the  requisites  to  rise — 
The  tnw  connexions,  the  availing  ties ; 
They  who  proceed  op  certainties  advance, 
These  are  not  times  when  men  prevail  hy^  cfafuoe : 
Bert  still  he  tries,  till,  after  years  of  pain, 
'He  finds,  with  angnish,  he  has  tried  in  vain. 
DeSUan  are  these  on  whokn  'tis  hard  to  press, 
^is  base,  impolitic,  and  merciless. 

To  these  we  add  a  misceilaneoos  kind. 
By  pleaaure,  pride,  and  indolence  confined; 
llioee  whom  no  calls,  no  warnings  could  divert* 
The  onexperienoed,  the^nd  inexpert; 
The  bailder^  idler,  schemer,  gamester,  sot,— 
The  ibllieB  difierent,  but  the  same  their  lot; 
Victims'  of  horses,  lasses,  drinking,  dice. 
Of  every  paMioo,  hnmov,  whim,  and  viee. 

See  (  that  sad  merchant,  who  but  yesterday 
Had  a  vmst  hotisebold  in  command  and  pay ; 
Be  now  entreats  permission  to  employ 
A  boy  be  needs,  and  then  entreats  the  boy. 

And  tbere  aits  one,  improvident  bat  kind. 
Bound  fiir  a  firiead,  whom  iionoiir  could  not  hind ; 
SigliiDg,  be  speaka  to  any  whoappear, 
*'A  treacfa'rons  ftiend — ^twas  that  which  aeat  ine 

here: 
I  was  too  kind,— -I  thought  I  coald  depend 
On  his  bare  word— he  was  a  treach'rous  friend.** 

A  female  too ! — ^it  is  to  her  a  home, 
Sie  canie  before — and  she  again  will  come : 
Her  fiiends  have  pity;  when  their  anger  drops. 
They  take  her  home  ^-Hihe  's  tried  her  sehook  and 


Phn  after  plan  ^^bat  fiirtane  woald  net  ra^nd. 
She  to  herself  was  still  the  treach'rous  friend; 
And  wheresoe*er  began,  all  here  was  sore  to  6od : 
And  there  she  sits  as  thoughtless  and  as  gay. 
At  if  she'd  means,  or  not  a  debt  to  pay-^ 
Or  knew  to-morrow  she'd  be  call'd  away— 
Or  fiAt  a  shilling  and  could  dine  to-day. 

While  thus  observing,  I  be?an  to  trace 
1^  aober'd  Ibatures  of  a  welUknown  lace — 


Looks  once  fiimiliar,  manners  fi>rm*d  to  (dease. 

And  all  illumined  by  a  heart  at  ease  : 

But  fraud  and  flattery  ever  cloim'd  a  part. 

(Still  unresisted)  of  that  easy  heart ; 

But  he  at  length  beholds  me — **  Ah  !  my  friend ! 

And  have  thy  pleasures  tliis  unlucky  end?" 

**  Too  sure,"  he  said,  and  smiling  as  he  sigh'd ; 

I  went  astray,  though  prudence  seem'd  my  guida } 
All  she  proposed  I  in -my  heart  approved. 
And  she  was  honour'd,  but  my  pleasure  loved— 
Pleasure,  the  mistress  to  whose  arms  I  fled, 
From  wife-like  lectures  angry  prudence  read. 

^  Why  speak  the  madness  of  a  life  like  mine, 
The  powera  of  beauty,  novelty,  and  wine  ? 
Why.  paint  the  wanton  smile,  the  venal  vow. 
Or  friends  whose  worth  I  can  appreciate  now  f 

**  Oft  I  perceived  my  fiite,  and  then  would  say, 
I'll  think  U^morrow,  I  must  live  to-day ; 
So  am  I  here— I  own  the  kws  are  jost^- 
And  here,  where  thought  is  painful,  think  I  miHt  i 
But  speech  is  pleasant,,  this  ^soourse  with  thee 
Brings  to  my  mind  the  sweets  of  Kberiy, 
Breaks  on  the  sameness  of  the  place,  and  gives 
The  doubtful  heart  conviction  that  it  lives. 

**  Let  me  describe  my  anguish,  in  the  hear 
When  law  detain'd  me  and  I  felt  its  power. 

**  When  in  that  shipvrreck,  this  I  fbmid  my  shore, 
And  join'd  the  wretched,  who  were  wreck'd  before  | 
When  I  perceived  each  feature  in  the  fece, 
Pinch'd  through  neflect  or  turbid  by  disgrace ; 
When  in  these  wastmg  forms  affliction  rtood 
In  my  afflicted  view,  it  chill'd  my  blood, — 
And  forth  I  rush'd,  a  quick  retreat  to  make. 
Till  a  loud  laugh  proclaim'd  the  dire  mistake : 
But  when  the  groan  had  settled  to  a  sigh. 
When  gloom  l^came  familiar  to  the  eye. 
When  1  perceive  how  others  seem  to  re^ 
With  every  evil  riMikling  in  my  breast, — 
Led  by  example,  I  put  on  the  man. 
Sing  off  my  sighs,  and  trifle  as  I  can. 

Homer !  nay  Pope !  (fer  never  will  I  seek 
Applause  fer  learning — nought  have  I  with  Greek) 
Give  us  the  secrets  of  his  pagan  hell, 
Where  ghost  with  ghost  in  sad  communioki  dwell ; 
Where  shade  meets  shade,  and  round  the  gloomy 

meads 
They  glide  and  speak  of  old  heroic  deeds, — 
What  fields  they  conquer'd,  and  what  foes  they  slew 
And  sent  to  join  the  melancholy  crew. 

**  When  a  new  spirit  in  that  world  was  found, 
A  thousand  shadowy  forms  came  flitting  round ; 
Those  who  had  known  him,  fond  inquiries  made,^ 
*  Of  all  we  lefl,  inform  us,  gentle  shade, 
Now  as  wo  lead  thee  m  our  realms  to  dwell. 
Our  twilight  grcwee,  and  meads  of  asphodel' 

**  What  painta  the  poet,  is  our  station  here. 
Where  we  like  ghosts  and  flitting  shades  appear : 
This  is  the  hell  he  sings,  and  here  me  meet. 
And  former  deeds  to  new-made  friends  repeat: 
Heroic  deeds,  which  here  obtain  us  fame, 
And  arc,  in  fkct  the  causes  why  we  came : 
Yes !  ih\»  dim  region  is  old  Hlomer's  hell, 
Abate  but  groves  and  meads  of  asphodeL 
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**  Here,  when  a  stranger  from  your  world  we  spy, 
We  gather  round  him  and  for  newa  apply ; 
He  hears  unheeding,  nor  can  speech  endure, 
'But  shivering  gazes  on  the  vast  obscure : 
We  smiUng  pity,  and  by  kindness  show 
We  felt  his  feelings  and  his  terrors  know ; 
Then  sp^ak  of  comfort — time  will  eive  him  8i|^t, 
Where  now  U  is  dark ;  where  now  'tis  wo; — delight 

" '  Have  hope/  we  9ay,  *  and  soon  the  place  to  thee 
Shall  nol  a  prison  but  a  castle  be ; 
When  to  the  wretch  whom  care  and  guilt  confound, 
The  world  *s  a  prison  with  a  wider  bound ; 
Go  where  he  nmy,  he  feels  himself  confined. 
And  wears  the  fetters  of  an  abject  mind* 

**  But  now  adieu !  those  |^ant  keys  appear. 
Thou  art  not  worthy  to  be  inmate  here : 
Go  to  thy  world,  and  to  the  yoang  declare 
What  we,  onr  spirits  and  employments,  are ; 
Tell  them  how  we  the  ills  of  life  endure. 
Our  empire  stable,  and  our  state  secure; 
Our  dzesst  our  diet,  for  their  use  describe,    . 
And  bid  them  haste  to  join  the  gen*rous  tribe : 
Go  to  thy  world,  and  leave  us  here  to  dwell. 
Who  to  its  joys  and  comforts  bid  iarewdL** 

Farewell  to  these ;  but  other  scenes  I  view, 
And  other  gvieh,  and  guilt  of  deeper  hue ; 
Where  conscience  gives  to  outward  ills  her  pain, 
Gloom  to  the  night,  and  pressure  to  the  chain : 
Here  separate  cells  awhile  in  misery  keep 
Two  doom'd  to  suffer :  there  they  strive  for  sleep; 
By  day  indulged,  in  larger  space  they  range. 
Their  bondage   certain,   but  their   bounds  have 
change. 

One  was  a  female,  who  had  grievous  ill 
Wrought  in  revenge,  and  she  enjoy*d  it  still : 
With  death  before  her,  and  her  fate  in  view, 
Unsated  vengeance  in  her  boeom  grew : 
Sullen  she  was  and  threat*ning ;  in  her  eye 
Glared  the  stem  triumph  that  she  dared  to  die : 
But  first  a  being  in  the  world  must  leave — 
*T  was  once  reproach ;  *t  was  now  a  short  reprieve. 

She  was  a  pauper  bound,  who  early  gave 
Her  mind  to  vice,  and  doubly  was  a  slave ; 
Upbraided,  beaten,  held  by  rough  control, 
Revenge  sustalnM,  inspired,  and  fillM  her  soul : 
She  fired  a  fiill-stored  bam,  confessed  the  feet, 
And  laugh'd  at  law  and  justified  the  act : 
Our  gentle  vicar  tried  his  powers  in  vain. 
She  answered  not,  or  answer*d  with  disdain  j 
Th*  approaching  fate  she  beard  without  a  sigh. 
And  neither  cared  to  live  nor  fearM  to  die. 

Not  so  he  felt,  who  with  her  was  to  pay 
The  forfeit,  life— with  dread  he  viewM  the  da^. 
And  that  short  space  which  yet  for  him  remained. 
Till  with  his  limbs  his  feculties  were  chainM : 
He  paced  his  narrow  bounds  some  ease  to  find« 
But  found  it  not, — no  comfort  reached  his  mind : 
£ach  sense  was  palsied ;  when  he  tasted  food, 
He  sigh'd  and  said,  **  Bhough — ^*t  is  very  good** 
Since  his  dread  sentence,  nothlhg  seem*d  to  be 
As  once  it  was — he  seeing  coidd  not  see,      * 
Nor  hearing,  hear  aright ;— -when  first  I  came 
Within  his  view,  I  fencied  there  was  shame,' 


I  judged  resentment ;  I  mistook  the  air,— 
These  feinter  passions  live  not  with  despair ; 
Or  but  exist  and  die : — Hope,  fear,  and  love, 
Joy,  doubt,  and  hate,  may  other  spirits  move. 
But  touch  not  his,  who  ev^  wakin?  hour 
Has  one  fiz*d  dread,  and  always  feek  its  power. 

*'  But  will  not  mercy  ?** — No !  she  cannot  plead. 
For  such  an  outrage ; — 'twas  a  cruel  deed; 
He  stoppM  a  timid  traveller ; — to  his  breast. 
With  oaths  and  corses,  was  the  daneer  press'd : — 
No  I  he  must  suffer ;  pity  we  piay  find 
For  one  man's  pangs,  but  must  not  rob  mankind. 

Still'  I  behold  him,  every  thought  employed 
On  one  dire  view  !— -all  oUiers  are  destroy'd ; 
This  makes  his  features  ghastly,  gives  the  toite 
Of  his  few  words  resemblance  to  a  groan : 
He  takes  his  tasteless  food,  and  when  H  is  done. 
Counts  up  his  meals,  now  lessen'd  by  that  (me ;  • 
For  expectation  is  on  time  intent. 
Whether  be  brings  us  joy  or  punishment 

Yes  I  e'en  in  sleep  the  impressions-  all  remain. 
He  hears  the  sentence  and  he  feels  the  chain ; 
He  sees  the  judge  and  jury,  when  he  shakes, 
And  loudly  cries,  **.Not  guilty,"  and  awakes : 
Then  chilling  tremblings  o'er  his  bodv  creep. 
Till  worn-out  nature  is  compell'd  to  sleep. 


Now  comes  the  dream  again ;  it  shows  each  a 
With  each  small  circumstance  that  comes  betweei^*- 
The  call  to  suffering  and  the  very  deed — 
There  crowds  go  with  him,  follow, and  precede; 
Some  heartless  shout,  some  pity,  all  condemn. 
While  l^e  in  fencied  envy  looks  at  them ; 
He  seems  the  place  for  that  sad  act  to  see. 
And  dreams  the  very  thirst  which  then  will  be : 
A  priest  attends — it  seems,  the  one  he  knew 
In  his  best  days,  beneath  whose  care  he  grew. 

At -this  his  terrors  take  a  sudden  flight. 
He  sees  his  native  village  with  delight ; 
The  house,  the  chamber,  where  he  once  array*d 
His  youthful  person ;  where  he  knelt  and  pray'd : 
Then  too  the  comforts  he  enjoy'd  at  home, 
The  days  of  joy ;  the  joys  themselves  are  come ; — 
The  hours  of  innocence ;— •the  timid  look 
Of  his  loved  maid,  whett  first  her  hand  he  took 
And  told  his  hope ;  her  trembling  joy  appears, 
Her  forced  reserve,  and  his  retreating  fears. 

All  now  is  present ; — 't  is  a  moment's  gleam 
Of  former  sunshine— stay,  delightful  dream  ! 
Let  him  within  his  pleasant  gimien  walk. 
Give  him  her  arm,  of  blessings  let  them  talk. 

Yes !  aU  are  with  him  now,  and  all  the  while 
Life's  early  prospects  and  his  Fanny's  smile : 
Then  come  his  sister  and  his  viUage-fi'iend, 
And  he  will  now  the  sweetest  moments  spend 
Life  has  to  yield  ;-oNo !  never  will  he  find 
Again  on  earth  such  pleasure  in  his  mind : 
He  goes    through  shrubby  walks  these  fiiends 

among. 
Love  in  i^ir  looks  and  honour  on  the  tongve : 
Nay,  there  *s  a  charm  beyond  what  nature  showa. 
The  bloom  b  softer  and  more  sweetly  glows  ;- 
Pierced  by  no  crime,  and  urged  by  no  desire 
For  mere  than  true  and  honest  hearts  require 
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They  ftel  the  ealm  delight,  and  thin  proceed 
Through  the  green  Une^-iben  linger  in  the  mead — 
Stray  o*er  the  heath  in  all  its  purple  bloom^ — 
And  pluck  tlie  blossom  where  the  wild  bees  hum ; 
Then  through  the  broomy  bound  with  ease  they 


And  press  the  sandy  sheep- walk*8  slender  grass. 
Where  dwarfish  flowers   among  the  gorse    are 

spraady 
And  the  lamb  browses  by  the  linnet*s  bed ; 
Then  *croaB  the  bounding  brook  they  make  their 

way 
(Merits  roogfa  bridge— and  there  behold  the  bay  !-^ 
IhfB  ocean  smiling  to  the  ierrid  sim — 
The  waves  that  ftintly  &11  and  slowly  run — , 
The  ships  at  distanoe  and  the  boats  at  hand ; 
And  now  they  walk  upon  the  sea-side  sand, 
Countiiig  the  number  and  what  kind  they  be, 
flhipe  soilly  sinking  in  the  sleepy  sea  : 
Now  arm  m  arm,  now  parted,  they  behold 
TbB  ^Utt*riiijg  waters  on  the  shingles  roU'd : 
The  timid  girls,  half  dreading  their  design. 
Dip  the  BiNLiI  fixit  in  the  retarded  brine, 
And  search  for  crimson  weeds,  whioh  apreading 

flow. 
Or  fie  tike  pictures  on  tiie  sand  below ; 
With  an  tfaoae  bright  red  pebbles  that  the  sun 
llinNigh  the  smaO  waves  so  softly  shines  upon; 
And  tboee  live  ladd  jellies  which  the  eye 
Delights  to  trace  as  they  swim  glittVing  by : 
Pearl-sbelb  and  rtibied  star-fish  they  admire, 
And  will  arrange  above  the  parlour-fire, — 
Tokens  of  bliss  I—**  Oh  I  horrible  !  a  wave 
Soars  as  it  rises— save  me,  Eklward  !  save  !** 
She  cries  : — Alas !  the  watchman  on  his  way 
CkOs  and  lets  in — truth,  terror,  and  the  day ! 


LETTER  XXIV. 


SCHOOUL 


),  see  to  GlaoMff  plsgaqw  losantos, 
Use  ■totntfans  m i(M  fomido  wb  horit. 
Quod  ■eeptram  Tibnt  ferals,  qaod  mulU  lopeUez 
VifgSA.  qaod  molis  Mulieam  pmtexit  aloUi, 
Q/aid  lerrval  Itepido  rabieUia  vestn  tanrahn, 
i  lod,  «t  vmai  fbtialar  woaam  tinoria. 

AUaONlUS  »  FrwfnptiM  sd  .N*4P» 


■•it a  weakncH,  Udflnrrei ■ooMpralae,— 

Wft  lovB  Um  pUf-plaoe  of  oar  aailr  dajri ; 

no  aeMM  ■  Coocfainc.  aad  die  haait  kiloM 

Tbnt  fbob  SOI  at  that  aiabt— aad  ftola  al  oooo. 

Tho  wafl  on  wbieh  ore  triad  our  frariuff  akill ; 

Tte  very  aaine  we canred •ohMatiof  itill; 

Tte  bench  on  which  we  nt  while  deep  employ'd. 

Thomtk  aaflffied,  haek'd,  and  how*d,  rot  not  dertroy'd. 

The  tittle  ooee  urimtloa'd,  glowinff  hot, 
Playnff  oar  tanea.  and  on  the  r$ij  tpot; 
As  happy  en  we  ooee  to  kneel  and  draw 
The  ehalfcy  riataad  kaoeklodowo  at  taw. 
TUi  load  atuchoMot  to  the  well-known  plaoe, 
When  fiiat  wo  atarted  into  liie'i  lonf  race,  , 

Waiwtaine  ile  bold  with  roch  unfailiof  f  way. 
We  feel  it  e*ea  in  age  and  at  oar  lateet  diiy. 

OOWFBB. 


Schoob  of  every  Kind  to  be  found  in  the  Borougb— 
The  School  for  Infants— The  School  Prepara- 
tory; the  Sagacity  of  the  Mistiess  in  foreseeing 
Character — Day-Schools  of  the  lower  Kind — ^A 
Master  with  Talents  adapted  to  sudi  Pupils :  one 
of  superior  QualiAcations — Boarding-Schools  t 
that  for  young  Ladies:  one  going  mrst  to  the 
Governess,  one  finally  returning  l£>me~Scfaool 
for  Youth:  Master  and  Teacher;  various  Dis- 
positions and  Capacities — ^The  Miser-Boy — The 
Boy.Bully~*Sons  of  Farmers:  how  amoMd-^ 
What  Study  will  effect,  exaromed— A  CoUeg* 
Life :  one  sent  from  his  College  to  a  Benefice  $ 
one  retained  there  in  Dignity — ^The  Advantages 
in  either  Case  not  considerable^— Where  then  the 
Good  of.  a  Literary  lafe  ?*-Answered— Cooclcu 


To  every  class  we  have  a  school  assignM, 
Rules  for  all  ranks  and  food  for  every  mind  i  ^ 

Yet  one  there  is,  that  small  regard  to  rule 
Or  study  pays,  and  still  is  deem*d  a  school; 
That,  where  a  deaf,  poor,  patient  widow  sits, 
And  awes  some  thirty  infants  as  she  knits ; 
Infimts  of  humble,  busy  wives,  who  pay 
Some  trifling  price  for  freedom  through  the  day. 
At  this  good  matron*s  hut  the  children  meet, 
Who  thus  becomes  the  mother  of  the  street : 
Her  room  is  smaU,  they  cannot  widely  stray, — 
Her  threshold  high,  they  cannot  run  away : 
Though  deaf,  she  sees  the  rebeUheroes  shout, — 
Though  lame,  her  white  rod  nimbly  walks  about ; 
With  band  of  yam  she  keeps  offenders  in, 
And  to  her  gown  the  sturdiest  roffue  can  pin : 
Aided  by  these,  and  spells,  and  tell-tale  birds, 
Her  power  they  dread  and  reverence  her  worda. 

To  leaminfr's  second  seats  we  now  prooeed. 
Where  humming  students  gilded  primers  read ; 
Or  books  with  letters  large  and  pictures  gay, 
To  make  their  reading  but  a  kind  of  play — 
•"  Reading  made  Easy,"  so  the  titles  tell ; 
But  they  whc  read  must  first  begin  to  spell : 
There  may  be  profit  in  these  arte,  but  still 
Learning  is  labour,  call  it  what  you  will ; 
Upon  the  youthful  mind  a  heavy  load. 
Nor  must  we  hope  to  find  the  royal  road. 
Some  will  their  easy  steps  to  science  show, 
And  some  to  heav*n  itself  their  by-way  know ; 
Ah !  trust  them  not, — ^who  fame  or  bliss  would  shan^ 
Must  learn  by  labour,  and  must  live  by  care. 

Another  matron,  of  superior  kind. 
For  higher  schools  prepares  the  rising  mind ; 
Preparatory  she  her  learning  calls. 
The  step  first  made  to  colleges  and  haUs. 

She  early  sees  to  what  the  mind  will  grow, 
Nor  abler  judge  of  infimt-powers  I  know ; 
She  sees  what  soon  the  lively  will  impede. 
And  how  the  steadier  will  in  turn  succeed ; 
Observes  the  dawn  of  wisdom,  fancy,  Uste, 
And  knows  what  parts  will  wear  and  what  wili 

waste: 
She  marks  the  mind  too  lively,  and  at  once 
Sobs  the  gay  coxcomb  and  this  rattling  donee. 
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Long  has  she  lived,  and  mach  she  loves  to  trace 
Her  fi)rmer  pupils,  now  a  lordly  race ; 
Whom  ^en  she  sees  rich  robes  and  fhrs  bedeck, 
She  marks  the  pride  which  once  she  strove  to  check : 
A  borgeas  comes,  and  she  remembers  well 
How  hard  her  task  to  make  his  worship  spell ; 
Cold,  selfish,  dull,  inanimate,  unkind, 
*T  was  but  bj  anger  he  display'd  a  mind : 
Now  civil,  smiling,  complaisant,  and  gaj, 
The  world  has  worn  th*  unsocial  crust  awaj  ; 
That  sullen  spirit  now  a  softness  wears, 
And,  save  by  fits,  e*en  dulhiess  disappears : 
But  still  the  matron  can  the  man  behold, 
BoU,  selfish,  hard,  inanimate,  and  cold. 
A  merchant  passes,—**'  probity  and  truth, 
Prudence  and  paitfenoe,  mairk'd  thee  from  thy 

youth." 
Thus  she  observes,  but  oft  retains  her  fears 
For  him,  who  now  with  name  unstainM  appears  ; 
Nor  hope  relinquishes,  for  one  who  yet 
Is  lost  in  error  and  involved  in  debt : 
For  latent  evil  in  that  heart  she  found. 
More  open  here,  but  here  the  core  was  sound. 

Various  our  day-schools :  herd  behold  we  one 
Empty  and  still : — the  morning  duties  done, 
Soird,  tatter'd,  worn,  and  thrown  in  various  heaps. 
Appear  their  books,  and  there  confusion  sleeps ; 
The  workmen  all  ate  fi^m  the  Babel  fled. 
And  lost  their  tools,  till  the  return  they  dread : 
Meantime  the  master,  with  his  wig  awrv. 
Prepares  his  books  for  business  by-and-by : 
Now  all  th*  insignia  of  the  monarch  laid 
B-side  him  rest,  and  none  stand  by  afiraid ; 
He,  while  his  troop  light-hearted  leap  and  play. 
Is  all  intent  on  duties  of  the  dav ; 
No  more  the  tyrant  stem  or  judge  Severe, 
He  fbels  the  faCher^s  and  the  husband*s  fear. 

Ah  t  little  think  the  timid  trembling  crowd. 
That  one  s6  wise,  so  powerful,  and  so  proud, 
Should  feel  himself,  and  dread  the  humble  iUs 
Of  rent-day  charges  and  of  coalman*s  bills ; 
That  while  they  mercy  from  their  judge  implore, 
He  fears  himself— a  knocking  at  the  door ; 
And  feels  the  burthen  as  his  neighbour  states 
His  humble  portion  to  the  parish-rates. 

They  sit  th*  allotted  hoars,  then  eager  ran. 
Rushing  to  pleasure  when  the  duty's  done; 
His  hour  of  leisure  is  of  difierent  kind, 
Theii  cares  domestie  rush  apoa  his  mind. 
And  half  the  ease  and  oomftrt  he  enjoys, 
Is  when  surrounded  by  slates,  books,  and  boys. 

Poor  Reuben  Dixon  has  the  noisiest  school 
Of  ragged  lads,  who  ever  bow*d  to  ride ; 
Low  in  his  price — the  men  who  heave  our  coals. 
And  clean  our  causeways,  send  him  bo^s  in  shoals : 
To  see  poor  Reuben,  with  his  £7  beside<— 
Their  half-oheck'd  rudeness  and  his  half-scomM 

pride,-^ 
Their  room,  the  sty  in  which  th*  assembly  meet, 
In  the  close  lane  behind  the  Northgate-street  9 
T*  observe  his  vain  attempts  to  keep  the  peaoe. 
Till  tolls  the  bell,  and  strife  and  troubles  cease, — 
Calls  for  our  praise ;  his  labour  praise  deserves. 
But  not  our  pity ;  Renben  ham  no  nerves : 


Mid  noise  and  dirt,  and  steqch,and  pky,  and  pnte* 
He  calmly  cuts  the  pen' or  views  the  slate. 

But  Leonard ! — ^yes,  for  Leonard*s  fiite  I  grieve. 
Who  Joathes  the  station  which  he  dares  not  leave  ; 
He  cannot  dig,  he  will  not  beg  his  bread. 
All  his  dependence  rests  upon  his  head ; 
And  deeply  skilPd  Ih  sciences  and  arts. 
On  vulgar  lads  he  wastes  superior  parts. 


Alas  1  what  gtlef  that  f^ing  mind  1 
In  guiding  hai^  and  stirring  torpid  brains; 
He  whose  proud  mind  from  ^e  to  pole  will  move* 
And  view  the  wonders  of  the  worlds  above ; 
Who  thinks  and  reasons  strongly : — hard  his  flits. 
Confined  for  ever  to  the  pen  mi  shite : 
True,  he  submits ;  and  when  the  kmg  dull  dagr 
Has  slowly  pass'd,  in  weary  tssks^  swav. 
To  other  worids  with  ebeenhl  view  he  loioksi. 
And  parts  the  night  between  repose  and  books* 

Amid  his  labours,  he  has  sometimes  tried 
To  turn  a  little  from  his  cares  aside; 
Pope,  Milton,  Dryden,  with  delight  has  seised. 
His  soul  engaged  and  of  his  trouble  eased : 
When,  with  a  heavy  eye  and  ill-done  sum. 
No  part  conceived,  a  stupid  boy  will  eomev 
Then  Leonard  first  subdues  the  risinff  firown. 
And  bids  the  blockhead  lay  his  bluB&rs  down  ; 
0*er  which  diagnsted  he  will  tum  his  eye. 
To  his  sad  duly  his  sound  mind  a{^y, 
And,  vez*d  in  spirit,  throw  his  pleasures  bgr. 

Tum  we  to  schools  which  more  than  these  afTonl — 
The  sound  instruction  and  the  wholesome  board ; 
And  first  our  School  for  ladies : — ^pity  calliB 
For  one  soft  sigh,  when  we  behold  these  waits. 
Placed  near  the  town,  and  where,  from  window  high 
Hie  fair,  confined,  may  our  free  crowds  espy. 
With  many  a  stranger  garing  up  and  down. 
And  all  the  envied  tumult  of  the  town  ; 
May,  in  the  smiling  summer-erve^  when  they 
Are  sent  to  sleep  the  pleasant  hours  away. 
Behold  the  poor  (whom  they  conceive  the  blessed) 
EmployM  for  hours,  ostd  gne^^  they  cannot  reat. 

Here  the  fond  girl,  wfaose  days  are  sad  and  few 
Since  dear  raamaia  pronomeed  the  last  adieu. 
Looks  to  the  road,  and  fondly  tbinls  she  hears 
The  carriage^wbeels,  and  struggles  with  her  tears  ? 
All  yet  is  new,  the  misses  great  and  smaB, 
Maoam  herself,  and  teachers,  odious  all ; 
From  laughter,  pity,  nay  command,  she  tuma. 
But  mehs  ih  softness,  or  with  akige^  bums ; 
Nauseates  her  food,  and  wonders  who  can  sleep 
On  such  mean  beds,  where  she  can  only  weep  : 
She  scorns  oondolenee— Bat  to  all  she  hatea 
Slowly  at  length  her  mind  aeoomttiodates ; 
Then  looks  on  bondage  with  the  same  conoem 
As  others  felt,  and  finds  that  she  must  leam 
As  others  learaM— 4he  common  lot  to  shaie. 
To  search  for  oomfiirt  and  snhmit  to  care. 

There  are,  *t  is  said,  who  on  these  seats  attead. 
And  to  these  duetile  minds  dastraetion  vend ; 
Wretches  (to  virtue,  peace,  and  nature,  fbee) 
To  these  soft  minds,  their  wicked  trash  ezpoee  ; 
Seize  on  the  soul,  ere  passions  take  the  sway. 
And  lead  the  heart,  ere  yet  it  feels,  astzmy : 
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Smnggfora  obsee&e  t^-^nd  can  there  be  who  take 
Infernal  peine,  the  deeping^  rice  to  wake  7 
Cut  there  be  tlioee»  by  whom  the  thought  deSled 
Enters  the  spotleae  bosom  of  a  child  ? 
Bf  whom  the  ill  ia  to  the  heart  coovey'd, 
Who  lend  the  fbe^  not  yet  in  aroie,  their  aid. 
And  aap  the  city. walls  before  the  siege  be  laid  7 

Oh !  rather  skulking  in  the  by-ways  steal, 
And  rob  the  poorest  traveller  of  Us  meal ; 
Burst  through  the  humblest  trader's  bolted  door ; 
Bear  from  the  widow*s  hut  her  winter-store  t 
With  stolen  steed,  on  highways  take  your  stand. 
Tour  lips  with  curses  ann*d,  with  death  your 

hand; — 
Take  all  bot  life — ^the  virtuous  more  would  say, 
Take  life  itself,  dear  as  it  is,  away, 
Rather  than  guilty  thus  the  guileless^  soul  betray. 

Years  pass  away — ^let  os  suppose  them  past. 
Til*  aooompUshM  nymph  for  freedom  looks  at  last; 
An  hardflhip*  oieiv  whieh  «  sohool  contains, 
The  spuitfa  bondage  and  the  body*s  pains; 
Where  taifchei*  make  the  headless,  trembUng  set 
Of  pupils  snflbr  for  their  own  regret; 
Where  winter**  ookK  attacked  by  one  poor  fire, 
CliiHs  Ibe  fair  ehild,  oommanded  to  retire ; 
She  foil  it  k/senl^  ia  the  morning  air. 
Keenly  she  feH  it  at  th^  evening  praver. 
More  pleasant  summer ;  but  then  walks  were  made, 
Not  a  sweet  ramUe,  but  a  slow  parade; 
They  QMyved  by  paiiy  beside  the  hawthom-hedge, 
Qnhr  to  aet  their  foelings  on  an  edge ; 
And  now  at  eve,  when  all  their  spirits  rise, 
Are  sent  to  rest,  and  all  their  pleasure  dies ; 
Where  jet  they  all  the  town  aJert  can  see. 
And  distant  puogil^boys  pacing  o*er  the  lea. 

These  and.  the  tasks  successive  masters  brought— 
The  French  they  conn'd,  the  curious  works  they 

wrought ; 
The  hours  they  made  their  taper  fingers  strike, 
5ole  after  note,  al  dull  to  them  alike  ; 
Their  drawings,  dancings  on  appointed  days. 
Playing  with  gkbes,  and  getting  parts  of  plays ; 
The  tender  frioidships  made  *twizt  heart  and  heart, 
When  the  dear  friends  had  nothing  to  impart : — 

AH !  all !  are  over ;— now  th*  accomplish*d  maid 
Longs  for  the  world,  of  nothing  there  afraid : 
Dreams  of  delight  invade  her  gentle  breast. 
And  foncied  lovers  rob  the  heart  of  rest ; 
At  the  paternal  door  a  carriage  stands. 
Love  Imits  their  hearts  ana  Hymen  joins  their 
hands. 

Ab  !— world  unknown !  how  charming  is  thy 
view. 
Thy  {Measures  many,  and  each  pleasure  new : 
Ah ! — ^worid  ezperienoed !  what  of  thee  is  told  ? 
Bow  few  thy  pleasures,  and  those  few  how  cold ! 

Within  a  silent  street,  and  far  apart 
Fram  noise  of  business,  from  a  quay  or  mart, 
Sluids  an  old  spacioas  building,  and  the  din 
Ton  hear  without,  explains  the  work  within ; 
Unlike  the  whispering  of  the  nymphs,  this  noise 
Loudly  proekims  e  **  boarding.4chooI  for  boya  :** 


The  master  heeds  it  not,  for  thirty  years 
Have  render*d  all  familiar  to  his  ears ; 
He  sits  in  comfort,  *mid  the  various  sound 
Of  mingted  tones  for  ever  flowing  round ; 
Day  afler  day  he  to  bis  task  attends, — 
Unvaried  tcul,  and  care  that  never  ends : 
Boys  in  their  works  proceed ;  while  his  employ 
Admits  no  change,  or  changes  but  the  boy  : 
Yet  time  has  made  it  easy ; — ^he  beside 
Has  power  supreme, and  power  is  sweet  to  pride: 
But  grant  him  pleasure  ;•— what  can  teachers  feob* 
Dependent  helpers  always  at  the  wheel  7 
Their  power  despised,  their  compensation  small. 
Their  labour  dull,  their  life  laborious  all ; 
Set  afler  set  the  lower  lads  to  make 
Fit  for  the  class  which  their  superiors  take ; 
The  road  of  learning  for  a  time  to  track 
In  roughest  state,  and  then  again  go  back : 
Just  Um  same  way  on  other  troops  to  wait^— 
Attendants  fix*d  at  learning's  lower  gate. 

The  day4asks  now  are  over,— to  their  gmimd 
Rush  the  gay  crowd  with  joy.4sompelling  soond ; 
Glad  to  illufle  the  burthens  of  the  day. 
The  eager  parties  hurry  to  their  play  : 
Then  in  these  hours  of  liberty  we  find 
The  native  bias  of  the  opening  mind ; 
They  jet  possess  not  skill  the  mask  to  place. 
And  hide  the  passions  gbwing  in  the  fooe ; 
Yet  some  are  found — ^the  close,  the  sly,  the  mean. 
Who  know  already  all  must  not  be  seen. 

Lo !  one  who  walks  apart,  although  so  young. 
He  lajv  restraint  upon  his  eye  and  tongue ; 
Nor  will  he  into  scrapes  or  danger  g^t. 
And  half  the  school  are  in  the  stripSng's  debt ; 
Suspicious,  timid,  he  is  much  afraid 
Of  trick  and  plot  i — he  dreads  to  be  betray*d : 
He  shuns  aO  Iriendship,  for  he  finds  they  lend. 
When  lads  begin  to  call  each  other  friend : 
Yet  self  with  self  has  war  i  the  tempting  sight 
Of  fruit  on  sale  provokes  his  appetite ; 
See !  how  he  walks  the  sweet  seduction  by ;    - 
That  he  is  tempted,  costs  him  first  a  sigh,— 
'T  is  dangerous  to  indulge,  *t  is  grievous  to  den^ ! 
This  be  will  choose,  and  whispermg  asks  the  price, 
The  purchase  dreadful,  but  the  portion  nice ; 
Within  the  pocket  be  explores  the  pence : 
Without,  temptation  strikes  on  either  sense. 
The  sight,  the  smell ; — but  then  he  thinks  ayain 
Of  money  gone !  while  fruit  nor  taste  remam. 
Meantime  Uiere  comes  an  eager  thoughtless  boy. 
Who  gives  the  price  and  only  feels  the  joy  : 
Example  dire !  the  youthfrd  miser  stops. 
And  slowly  back  the  treasured  coinage  drops : 
Heroic  deed  !  for  should  he  now  comply. 
Can  he  to-morrow's  appetite  deny  7 
Beside,  these  spendthrifU  Who  so  friendly  live, 
CloyM  with  their  purchase,  will  a  portion  give : — 
Here  ends  debate,  iie  buttons  up  his  store, 
And  feeb  the  comfort  that  it  burns  no  more. 

Unlike  to  him  the  tyrant-boy,  whose  sway 
All  hearts  acknowledge ;  him  the  crowds  obey  : 
At  bis  command  they  break  through  every  rule ; 
Whoever  governs,  he  controls  the  school : 
*T  is  not  &e  distant  emperor  moves  their  fear. 
But  the  proud  viceroy  who  is  ever  neafT 
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Verres  could  do  that  mischief  in  a  day, 
For  which  not  Rome,  in  all  its  power,  could  pay ; 
And  these  boy-tyrants  will  their  slaves  distress, 
And  do  the  wrongs  no  master  can  redress : 
The  mind  they  load  with  fear :  it  feels  disdain 
For  its  own  baseness ;  yet  it  tries  in  vain 
To  shake  th*  admitted  power ; — the  coward  comes 

again: 
*T  is  more  than  present  pain  these  tyrants  give, 
Long  as  we  \e  life  some  strong  impressions  live  r 
-  And  these  young  ruffians  in  the  soul  will  sow 
Seeds  of  all  vices  that  on  weakness  grow. 

Hark !  at  his  word  the  trembling  younglings  flee. 
Where  he  is  walking  none  must  walk  but  he  ; 
See !  from  the  winter^fire  the  weak  retreat, 
His  the  warm  corner,  his  the  fiivourite  seat, 
Save  when  he  yields  it  to  some  slave  to  keep 
Awhile,  then  back,  at  his  return,  to  creep : 
At  his  command  his  poor  dependents  fly, 
And  humbly  bribe  him  as  a  proud  ally ; 
Flatter'd  by  all,  the  notice  he  bestows. 
Is  gross  abuse,  and  bantering  and  blows ; 
Yet  he  *s  a  dunce,  and,  spite  of  all  his  fame 
Without  the  desk,  within  he  feels  his  shame : 
For  there  the  weaker  boy,  who  felt  his  soom. 
For  him  corrects  the  blunders  of  the  mom ; 
And  he  is  taught,  unpleasant  truth !  to  find 
The  trembling  body  has  the  prouder  mind. 

Hark !  to  that  shout,  that  burst  of  empty  noise, 
From  a  rude  set  of  bluff,  obstreperous  boys ; 
They  who,  like  colts  let  loose,  with  vigour  bomid, 
And  thoughtless  spirit,  o'er  the  beaten  ground ; 
Fearless  Uiey  leap,  and  every  youngster  feels 
His  Alma  active  in  his  hands  and  heels. 

These  are  the  sons  of  fermers,  and  they  come 
With  partial  fondness  for  the  joys  of  home ; 
Their  minds  are  coursing  in  their  fkthers*  fields, 
And  e*en  the  dream  a  lively  pleasure  yields ; 
They,  much  enduring,  sit  th'  allotted  hours. 
And  o*er  a  grammar  waste  their  sprightly  powers^ 
They  dance ;  but  them  can  measured  steps  delight. 
Whom  horse  and  hounds  to  daring  deeds  excite? 
Nor  could  they  bear  to  wait  from  meal  to  meal, 
£hd  they  not  slyly  to  the  chamber  steal. 
And  there  the  produce  of  the  basket  seize. 
The  mother*s  gift!  still  studious  of  their  ease. 
Poor  Alma,  thus  oppressed,  forbears  to  rise. 
But  rests  or  revels  in  the  arms  and  thighs.* 

**  But  is  it  sure  that  study  will  repay 
The  more  attentive  and  forbearing  7" — ^Nay ! 
The  farm,  the  ship,  the  humble  shop  have  each 
Gains  which  severest  studies  seldom  reach. 

At  college  place  a  youth,  who  means  to  raiie 

His  state  by  merit  and  his  name  by  praise ; 

Still  much  he  hazards ;  there  is  serious  strife  ' 

In  the  contentions  of  a  scholar's  life : 
'.  Not  all  the  mind's  attention,  care,  distress, 
\  Nor  diligence  ibtcif,  ensure  success : 

His  jealous  heart  a  rival's  power  may  dread, 
'  Till  its  strong  feelings  have  oonfused  his  head, 

*  Sboald  any  of  mj  readen  find  tbenMoWea  at  a  Um  in  thw 
t  place,  I  bat  !«•▼•  to  nfr r  tbem  to  a  poem  of  fVior,  called  Alna, 
•  or  the  Procre«  of  the  Mind. 


And,  afler  days  and  months,  nay,  years  of  pain. 
He  finds  just  lost  the  object  he  would  gain. 

But  grant  him  this  and  all  such  life  can  give. 
For  other  prospects  he  begins  to  live ; 
Begins  to  feel  that  man  was  form'd  to  look 
Ai^  long  for  other  objects  than  a  book : 
In  his  mind's  eye  his  house  and  g^ebe  he  sees. 
And  farms  and  talks  with  fermers  at  his  ease ; 
And  time  is  lost,  tiU  fortune  sends  him  forth 
To  a  rude  world  unconscious  of  his  Worth ; 
There  in  some  petty  parish  to  reside. 
The  colIege-boauBt,  then  turn'd  the  village-guide ; 
And  though  awhile  his  flock  and  dairy  please. 
He  soon  reverts  to  former  joys  and  ease, 
Glad  when  a  friend  shall  come  to  break  his  rest. 
And  speak  of  all  the  pleasures  thev  possess'd. 
Of  masters,  fellows,  tutors,  all  with  whom 
They  shared  those  pleasures,  never  more  to  coma  ; 
Till  both  conceive  the  times  by  bliss  endeared. 
Which  once  so  dismal  and  so  dull  appear'd. 

But  fix  our  scholar,  and  suppose  him  crofWii*d 
With  all  the  glory  gain'd  on  classic  ground ; 
Suppose  the  world  without  a  sigh  resign'd. 
And  to  his  college  all  his  care  confined ; 
Give  him  all  honours  that  such  states  aHow, 
The  freshman's  terror  and  the  tradesman's  bow  ; 
Let  his  apartments  with  his  taste  agree. 
And  all  bis  views  be  those  he  loves  to  see ; 
Let  him  each  day  behold  the  savoury  treat, 
For  which  he  pays  not,  but  is  paid  to  eat ; 
These  joys  and  glories  soon  delight  no  more, 
Although  wifhheld,  the  mind  is  vex'd  and  sore ; 
The  honour  too  is  to  the  place  confined, 
Abroad  they  know  not  each  superior  mind : 
Stran^rs  no  wrangUr%  in  these  figures  see. 
Nor  give  they  worship  to  a  high  degree ; 
UnlikD  the  prophet's  is  the  scholar's  case, 
EUs  honour  all  is  in  his  dwelling.plaoe : 
And  there  such  honours  are  femiliar  things  ; 
What  is  a  monarch  in  a  crowd  of  kings  7 
Like  other  sovereigns  he's  by  forms  aiodreBs'd, 
By  statutes  govenrd  and  witn  rules  oppress'd. 


When  all  these  fbnns  and  duties  die  away. 
And  the  day  passes  like  the  fhrmer  day. 
Then  -of  exterior  things  at  once  berefit, 
He's  to  himself  and  one  attendant  left : 
Nay,  John  too  goes ;  nor  aught  of  service  more 
Remains  for  him ;  he  gladly  quits  the  door. 
And,  as  he  whistles  to  the  ooUege-gate, 
He  kindly  pities  his  poor  master's  fete. 

Books  cannot  always  please,  however  sood, 
Minds  are  not  ever  craving  for  their  fboa; 
But  sleep  will  soon  the  weary  soul  prepaid 
For  cares  to-morrow  that  were  this  day*s  care : 
For  forms,  for  feasts,  that  sundry  times  have 
And  formal  feasts  that  will  for  ever  last 

**  But  then  from  study  will  no  comforts  rise  T** 
Yes !  such  as  studious  minds  alone  can  prize ; 
Comforts,  yea !— joys  ineffable  they  find. 
Who  seek  the  prouder  pleasures  of  the  miod : 
The  soul,  collected  in  those  happy  hours. 
Then  makes  her  efforts,  then  enioys  her  powers  ; 
And  in  those  seasons  feels  herself  repaid, 
For  labours  past  and  honours  long  delay'd. 
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No !  *tis  not  worldly  gun,  although  hy  chanee 
Hie  sons  of  leamingf  may  to  wealth  advance ; 
Nor  station  high,  though  in  some  favouring  hour 
The  sons  of  learning  may  arrive  at  power ; 
Nor  is  it  glory,  though  the  public  voice 
Of  honest  praise  will  make  the  heart  rejoice : 
Bnt  \  is  the  mind's  own  feelings  give  the  joy,      i 
Pleasures  she  gathers  in  her  own  employ — 
Pleasures  that  gain  or  praise  cannot  bestow, 
Tet  can  dilate  and  raise  them  when  they  flow. 

For  this  the  poet  looks  the  world  around, 
Where  form  and  life  and  reasoning  man  are  faand : 
He  loves  the  mind,  in  all  its  modes,  to  trace. 
And  all  the  manners  of  the  changing  race ; 
Silent  he  walks  the  road  of  life  along, 
And  views  the  aims  of  its  tumultuous  throng : 
He  finds  what  shapes  the  Proteus-passions  take. 
And  what  strange  waste  of  life  and  joy  they  make, 
And  loves  to  show  them  in  their  varied  way^ 
With  honest  blame  or  with  unflattering  praise : 
Tis  good  to  know,  *t  is  pleasant  to  impart, 
Hiese  tums  and  movements  of  the  human  heart ; 
The  stitmger  features  of  the  soul  to  paint,  > 

And  make  distinct  the  latent  and  the  fidnt ;  \ 

Kan  as  he  iS|  to  place  in  all  men's  yiew, 
Tet  none  with  jraneoor,  none  with  scorn  pursue : 


Nor  be  it  ever  of  my  portraits  told — 

**  Here  the  strong  lines  of  maUoe  we  behold.** — 


This  let  me  hope,  that  #hen  in*  public  view 
I  bring  my  pictures,  men  may  feel  them  true ; 
**  This  is  a  likeness,"  may  they  all  declare, 
"  And  I  have  seen  him,  but  I  know  not  where:** 
For  I  should  mourn  the  mischief  I  had  done, 
If  as  the  likeness  all  would  flz  on  one. 

Man's  vice  and  crime  I  combat  as  I  can. 
But  to  his  Gop  and  conscience  leave  the  man ; 
I  search  (a  CfiixotR !)  all  the  land  about, 
To  find  its  giants  and  enchanters  out, 
(The  giant-folly,  the  enchanter-vice, 
Whom  dopbtless  I  shall  yanquish  in  a  trice ;) 
But  is  there  man  whom  I  would  injure  7— no ! 
I  am  to  him  a  fellow,  not  a  fbe,-r— 
A  fellow-sinner,  who  must  rather  dread 
The  bolt,  than  hurl  it  at  another's  head. 

No !  let  the  guiltless,  if  there  such  be  found, 
Launch  forth  the  spear,  ai)d  deal  the  deadly  wound ; 
How  can  I  so  the  cause  of  virtue  aid. 
Who  am  myself  attainted  and  afraid  7 
Yet  as  I  can,  I  point  the  powers  of  rhyme, 
And,  sparing  criminals,  attack  the  crime. 


Sales. 


TO  HER  GRACE 
ISABELLA  DUCHESS   DOWAGER   OF  RUTLAND. 


Masah, 

IhiB  dedication  of  works  of  literature  to  persons 
of  superior  worth  and  eminence  appears  to  have 
befcn  a  measure  early  adopted,  and  continued  to  the 
nesent  time;  so  that,  whatever  objections  have 
been  made  to  the  language  of  dedicators,  such  ad- 
dresses must  be  considered  as  perfectly  consistent 
with  reason  and  propriety :  in  fact,  superior  rank 
and  elerated  situation  in  life  naturally  and  justly 
daim  such  respect ;  and  it  is  the  prerogative  of 
greatneas  to  give  countenance  and  favour  to  all 
who  appear  to  merit  and  to  need  them  :  it  is  like- 
wise Ui6  prerogative  of  every  kind  of  superiority 
ind  celebrity,  of  personal  merit  when  peculiar  or 
Extraordinary,  of  dignity,  elegance,  wealth,  and 
beauty ;"  certainly  of  superior  intellect  and  intel- 
lectual acquirements:  every  such  kind  of  eminence 
has  its  privilegfe,  and  being  itself  an  object  of  dis- 
tinguislied  approbation,  it  gains  attention  for  whom- 
■oever  its  possessor  distinguishes  and  approves. 

Tet  the  causes  and  motives  for  an  address  of  this 
kind  rest  not  entirely  with  the  merit  of  the  patron, 
(ha  feelings  of  the  author  himself  having  their 
12*  8 


weight  and  consideration  in  the  choice  he  makes : 
he  may  have  gratitude  fer  benefits  received ;  or 
pride,  not  iUandahle,  in  aspiring  to  the  fevonr  of 
thoser whose  notice  confers  honour;  or  he  may  en«- 
tertain  a  secret  but  strong  desire  of  seein|f  a  name 
in  the  entrance  of  his  work  which  he  is  accus- 
tomed to  utter  with  peculiar  satisfaction,  and  to 
hear  mentioned  with  veneration  and  delight 

Such,  madam,  aie  the  various  kinds  of  eminence 
for  which  an  author  on  these  occasions  would  pro- 
bably  seek,  and  they  meet  in  your  grace ;  such  too 
are  the  feelings  by  which  he  woi3d  be  actuated, 
and  they  centre  in  me :  let  me  therefore  entreat 
yopr  grace  to  take  this  book'  into  your  favour  and 
protection,  and  to  receive  it  as  an  offering  of  the 
utmost  respect  and  duty,  from. 

May  it  please  Your  Grace, 
Yooc  Grace's  most  obedient,  bumble. 

And  devoted  servantf 
Geo.  CiiABBK 
Miuum,  July  31,  ISIU, 


138 


CRABBB'S   POBTICAL   WORKS. 


PREFACE. 


That  the  appearance  of  the  present  work  before 
the  public  is  oecaatoned  by  a  &voiirabIe  reception 
of  the  former  two,  I  hesita^  not  to  acknowledge ; 
becaiue,  while  the  confesuon  may  be  regarded  as 
some  proof  of  gratitude,  or  at  leaat  of  attention 
from  an  author  to  his  readers,  it  ought  not  to  be 
considered  as  an  indication  of  vanity.  It  is  un- 
questionably Very  pleasant  to  be  assured  that  our 
labours  are  well  received ;  but,  nevertheless^  this 
must  not  be  taken  for  a  just  and  full  criterion  of 
their  merit :  publications  of  great  intrinsic  value 
have  been  met  with  so  much  coolness,  that  a  writer 
who  succeeds  in  obtaining  some  degree  of  notice 
should  look  upon  himself  rather  as  one  favoured 
than  meritorious,  as  gaining  a  prize  from  Fortune, 
and  not  a  recompense  for  desert :  and,  on  the  con- 
trary,  as  it  is  well  known  that  books  of  very  infe- 
rior kind  have  been  alonoe  pushed  into  the  strong 
current  of  popularity,  and.  are  there  kept  bupyimt 
by  the  force  of  the  stream,  the  writer  who  acquires 
not  this  adventitious  help  may  be  reckoned  rather 
as  unfortunate  than  undeserving ;  and  from  these 
opposite  considerations  it  follows,  that  a  man  may 
speak  of  his  success  without  incurring  justly  the 
odium  of  conceit,  and  may  likewise  acknowledge 
a  disappointment  without  an  adequate  cause  for 
humiliation  or  self-reproach. 

But  were  it  true  that  something  of  the  compla- 
cency of  self-approbation  would  insinuate  itself 
into  an  author's  mind  with  the  idea  of  success,  the 
sensation  would  not  be  that  of  unalloyed  pleasure ; 
it  would  perhaps  assist  him  to  bear,  but  it  would 
not  enable  him  to  escape,  the  mortification  he  must 
encounter  from  censures,  which,  though  he  may  be 
unwilling  to  admit,  yet  he  finds  himself  unable  to 
CKmfute ;  as  well  as  from  advice,  which,  at  the  same 
time  that  he  cannot  but  approvb,  he  is  compelled 
toVeject 

Reproof  and  advice,  it  is  probable,  every  author 
will  receive,  if  we  except  those  who  merit  so  much 
of  the  former,  that  the  latter  is  contemptuously 
denied  them ;  now  of  these,  reproof  though  it  may 
oause  more  temporary  uneasiness,  will  in  many 
cases  create  less  difficulty,  smoe  errors  may.  be 
corrected  when  opportunity  occurs:  but  advioe^  I 
r^ieat,  may  be  of  such  nature,  that  it  will  be  pain- 
ful to  reject,  and  yet  impossible  to  follow  it ;  and 
in  this  predicament  I  conceive  myself  to  be  placed. 
There  has  beeii  recommended  to  me,  and  from 
authority  which  neither  inclination  nor  prudence 
leads  me  to  resist,  in  any  new  work  I  might  un- 
dertake,  an  unity  of  subject,  and  that  arrangement 
of  my  materials  which  connects  the  whde  and 
gives  additional  interest  to  every  part ;  in  fact,  if 
not  an  Epic  Poem,  strictly  so  denominated,  yet 
such  composition  as  would  possess  a  regular  suc- 
cession of  events,  and  a  catastrophe  to  which  every 
-'noident  should  be  subservient,  and  which  every 
character,  in  a  mater  or  less  degree,  should  con- 
spire to  accomplish. 

In  a  Poem  of  this  nature,  the  principal  and  in- 
ferior characters  in  some  degree  resemble  a  gene- 
va! and  his  army,  where  no  one  pursues  his  pecu- 


liar objects  and  adventures,  or  pursues  them  ia' 
unison  with  the  movements  and  grand  purposes  of 
the  whole  body ;  where  there  is  a  community  of 
interests  and  a  subordination  of  a/ctors :  and  it  was 
upon  this  view  of  the  subject,  and  of  the  necessity 
for  such  distribution  of  persons  and  events,  that  I 
found  myself  obliged  to  relinquish  an  undertaking. 
Tor  which  the,  characters  I  could  command,  and 
the  adventures  I  could  describe,  were  altogether 
unfitted. . 

But  if  these  characters  which  seemed  to  be  at 
my  disposal  were  not  suoh  as  wouM  coalesce  into 
one  body,  nor  were  of  a  nature  to  be  commanded 
by  one  mind,  so  neither  on  examination  did  they 
appear  as  an  unconnected  multitude,  accidentally 
collected,  to  be  suddenly  dispersed ;  but  rather  ba. 
ings  of  whom  might  be  formed  groups  and  smaller 
societies,  the  relations  of  whose  adventures  and 
pursuits  might  bear  that  kind  of  similitude  to  an 
Heroio  Poem,  which  these  minor  sssooiationii  of 
men  (as  pilgrims  tm  the  way  to  their  saint,  or  par* 
ties  in  search  of  amusement,  travellers  excited  by 
curiosity,  or  adventurers  in  pursuit  of  g«in)  hava 
in  points  of  connexion  and  importanoe  with  a  regu. 
ular  and  disciplined  army. 

Allowing  this  comparison,  it  is  msfiifost  that 
while  mneh  is  lost  for  want  of  unltjr  of  subject  and 
grandeur  of  design,  something  is  gained  by  greater 
variety  of  incident  and  more  mmute  dis^y  of 
character,  by  accuracy  of  description  and  diversity 
of  scene :  in  these  narratives  we  pass  firom  gajr  to 
grave,  from  lively  to  severe,  not  only  without  im- 
propriety,  but  with  manifest  advantage.  In  ode 
continued  and  connected  Poem,  the  reader  is,  in 
general,  highly  gratified  or  severely  disappointed; 
by  many  independent  narratives,  he  has  the  reno- 
vation of  hope,  although  he  has  been  dissatisfied, 
and  «  prospect  of  reiterated  pleasure,  should  he  find 
himself  entertained. 

I  mean  not,  however,  to  compare  these  diffisrent 
modes  of  writing  as  if  I  were  balancing  their  ad- 
vantages and  depots  before  I  could  fire  preforenoa 
to  either;  with  me  the  way  I  take  is  not  a  matter 
of  choice,  but  of  necessity ;  I  present  not  my  Tales 
to  the  reader  as  if  I  had  chosen  the  best  method  of 
ensuring  his  approbation,  but  as  using  the  only 
meana  I  possessed  of  engaging  bis  attention. 

It  may  probably  be  remarked  that  Tales,  how- 
ever dissimilar,  might  have  been  connected  by  some 
associating  circumstance  to  which  the  whole  num- 
ber might  bear  equal  affinity^  and  that  examples  of 
such  union  are  to  be  found  in  Chaucer,  in  Bocc^oei 
and  other  collectors  and  inventors  of  Tales,  whicbt 
considered  in  themselves,  are  altogether  indepen- 
dent ;  and  to  this  idea  I  gave  so  much  consideration 
as  convinced  me  that  I  could  not  avail  myself  of 
the  benefit  of  such  artificial  mode  of  affinity.  To 
imitate  the  EngUsh  poet,  characters  must  be  foimd 
iaidapted  to  their  several  relations,  and  this  is  a  point 
of  great  difficulty  and  hazard :  much  allowance 
seems  to  be  required  even  for  Chaucer  himaelfi  since 
it  is  difficult  to  conceive  that  on  any  occasion  the 
devout  and  delicate  Prioress,  the  courtlT  and  val- 
iant Knight,  and  **  the  poure  good  Man  the  persona 
of  a  Towne,"  would  be  the  voluntary  companions 
of  the  drunken  Miller,  the  licentious  Sompnoor, 
and  **th6  Wanton  Wifo  of  Bath^**  and  enter  inta 
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Alt  ooDoqnbt  wad  trmfling  intimacv  which,  if  a 
eomoioo  pilgiimagv  to  the  shnae  of  St  Thomas 
may  be  aaid  to  efzcoK,  I  know  nothing  bedde  (and 
ecrtaialy  nothing'  in  these  times)  that  would  pro- 
dooe  each  effect  fiooeaoe,  it  is  true,  avoida  all 
difBcnltf  of  this  kind^  ^Y^'^  aarigning  to  the  ^n 
lehtora  of  his  hundred  Tales  any  marked  or  pecu- 
fiar  ehaiaetera;  nor  though  there  are  male  and  fe- 
male in  company,  ean  the  sex  of  the  narrator  be 
distingaiahed  in  the  narration.  To  have  followed 
the  method  of  Chaucer  might  have  been  of  use,  but 
eooM  eearcely  be  adopted,  from  its  difficulty ;  and 
•a  have  taken  that  of  the  Italian  writer  would  have 
been  perfectly  easy,  but  ooold  be  of  no  service :  the 
rttempi  at  union  therefere  haa  been  reiinquished, 
and  these  relatione  are  submitted  to  the  public, 
by  no  other  circumstance  than  their 
'  the  productions  of  the  same  author,  and  de- 
1  to  tfe  saam  purpoaa,  the  entertainment  of  hia 


It  has  been  already  acknowledged,  that  these 
eompo^tiona  haye  no  pretensions  to  be  estimated 
with  the  more  lofty  and  heroic  kind  of  poems,  but 
I  fed  great  reluctance  in  admitting  that  tiiey  haye 
not  a  air  and  legitimate  daim  to  the  poetic  ehar- 
aefeer.  In  n^nr  estimation,  indeed,  all  that  is  not 
prose  passes  mr  poetry ;  but  I  haye  not  ambition 
of  ao  humble  a  kmd  as  to  be  satisfied  with  n  con- 
eesaioD  which  requires  nothing  in  the  poet,  except 
hb  ability  for  oounting  syllabies ;  and  I  trust  some- 
thing  OBore  of  the  po^c  character  wiH  be  allowed 
to  tSd  aoooeeding  pages  than  what  the  heroes  of  the 
Ihmeiad  might  share  with  the  author :  nor  was  I 
aware  that  by  describing,  as  faithfully  as  I  could, 
men,  manoera,  and  things,  I  waa  forreiting  a  iust 
title  to  a,  name  which  ham  been  freely  |franted  to 
many  whom  to  equal,  and  even  to  excel,  m  but  veiy 
stinted  commendation. 

In  this  case  it  appears  that  the  usual  comparison 
between  poetry  and  paintiuff  entirely  fiuls.  The 
artist  who  takes  an  accurate  ukeness  of  indiyiduals, 
or  a  iaithfiil  representation  of  scenery,  may  not 
rank  so  hia^  in  th»  public  estimatiim  as  one  who 
painto  an  instorical  event,  or  an  heroic  action ;  but 
he  is  nevertheless  a  painter,  and  his  accuracjr  ia  so 
fer  fitim  diminiriiing  his  reputation,  that  it  pro- 
cores  fer  him  in  general  both  feme  and  emolument 
Nor  is  it  perhaps  with  strict  justice  determined 
that  the  creldit  and  reputation  of'^thoee  versea  which 
stranglj  and  faithfully  delineate  character  and 
manners,  should  he  lessened  in  the  opinion  of  the 
public  by  the  yery  accuracy  which  gives  value  and 
diatincfMB  to  the  productions  of  the  penciL 

Neverthelesa,  it  must  be  granted  that  the  preten- 
sions of  any  composition  to  be  regarded  as  poetry 
wiU  depend  upon  that  definition  of  the  poetic  char- 
acter which  he  who  undertokes  to  determine  the 
question  has  considered  as  decisive ;  and  it  is  con- 
ft  send  also  that  one  of  great  authority  may  be 
adopted,  by  which  the  verses  now  before  the  reader, 
and  many  others  which  have  probably  amused  and 
ddigbted  him,  must  be  excluded.  A  definition  like 
thia  will  be  feond  in  the  words  which  the  greatest 
of  poelB,  not  dtvinejy  inspired,  has  given  to  Ihe  BMMt 
Bakb  and  valiant  Duke  of  Athene^ 


Th«  poei*a  aye,  in  a  fiiM  ftmaj  roUioff, 

Dolh  f  laooe  from  heavaa  lo  e«rth.  from  Mrth  to 

And  at  Imafioalion  bodiea  fortl^ 

The  fomi  of  ihiofs  unknown,  ilio  poat'a  pan 

TtamatlMni  toahapaa,  and  givea  to  airy  nolhinff 

A  loeal  faabitotion,  and  a  DtoM.* 

Hence  we  observe  the  poet  is  one  who,  in  the 
excursions  of  bis  fancy  between  heaven  and  earth, 
Ugbte  upon  a  kind  of  feiry-land,in  which  he  places 
a  creation  of  hia  own,  where  he  embodies  shapes, 
and  gives  action  and  adventure  to  his  ideal  offspring ; 
teking  captive  ths  imagination  of  his  readers,  he 
elevates  them  above  the  groasness  of  actual  being, 
into  the  soothing  and  pleasant  atmosphere  of  supra- 
mundane  existence  :^  there  he  obtains  for  his  vision- 
ary inhabitanto  the  interest  that  engages  a  reader*a 
attention  without  ruffling  his  feelings,  and  excites 
that  moderate  kind  of  sympathy  which  the  realitiea 
of  nature  oftentimes  fail  to  produce,  either  because 
they  are  so  femiliar  and  insignificant  that  they  ex- 
cite no  determinate  emotion,  or  are  so  harsh  and 
powerful  that  the  feelinga  excited  are  grating  and 
distasteful 

Be  it  then  granted  that  (as  Duke  Theseus  ob- 
serves)  **such  tricks  have  strong  Imagination**' 
and  that  such  poeto  **^  are  of  imagination  all  com- 
pact ;**  let  it  be  further  conceded,  that  theirs  is  a 
higher  and  more  dignified  kind  of  composition, 
nay,  the  only  kind  that  has  pretensions  to  inspira. 
tion;  still,  that  these  poeto  should  so  entirely 
engross  the  title  as  to  exclude  those  who  address 
their  productions  to  the  plain  sense  anfl  sober 
judgment  of  their  readors*  rather  than  to  their  fancy 
and  imagination,  I  must  repeat  that  I  am  unwilling 
to  admib— because  I  conceive  that,  by  granting 
such  rifht  of  exclusion,  a  vast  deal  of  what  haa 
been  hiuerto  received  as  genuine  poetry  would  no 
longer  be  entitled  to  that  appellation. 

Ali  that  kind  of  satire  wherei»  eharaeter  in 
akilfiiUv  deliueaied  must  (this  criterion  being 
allowed)  no  longer  be  esteemed  as  genuine  poetry ; 
and  &x  the  same  reason  many  affecting  narrativea 
which  are  founded  on  real  events,  and  borrow  no 
mid  whatever  from  the  imagmation  of  the  writer, 
must  likewise  ha  rejected.  A  considerable  part  ol 
the  poems,  as  they  have  hitherto  been  denominated, 
of  Chaucer,  are  of  this  naked  and  unveiled  ohaiv 
acter :  and  there  are  in  hia  Tales  many  pagea  of 
coarae,  accurate,  and  minute,  but  very  atriking 
description.  Many  aroaU  poema  in  %  subsequent 
age,  of  roost  impreasive  kind,  are  adapted  and 
aiddressed  to  the  common  sense  of  the  reader,  and 
prevail  by  the  strong  language  of  truth  an^  nature ; 
they  amused  our  ancestors,  and  they  coDtinue  to 
engage  our  interest,  and  excite  our  feelings,  by  the 
same  powerful  appeals  to  the  heart  and  aflfections. 
In  timea  less  remote,  Dryden  has  given  us  much 
of  this  poetry,  in  which  .the  force  of  expressioa 
and  accuracy  of  description  have  neither  needed 
nor  obtained  assistance  from  the  fimcy  of  tho 
writer.  The  characters  in  his-  AfMalom  and 
Achitopbel  are  instances  of  this,  and  more  espe> 
cially  those  of  Doeg  and  Og  in  the  second  part ; 
these,  with  all  their  groasness;  and  almoat  offensive 
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iiccaracy,  ard  foand  to  possess  that  strength  and 
spirit  which  has  preserved  from  utter  annihilation 
the  dead  bodies  of  Tate,  to  whom  they  were  inhu- 
manly bound,  happily  with  a  fate  the  reverse  of 
that  caused  by  the  cruelty  of  Mezentius ;  for  there 
the  living  perished  in  the  putrefaction  of  the  dead» 
and  here  tlife  dead  are  preserved  by  the  vitality  of 
the  living.  And,  to  bring  forward  one  other  exam- 
ple, it  will  be  found  that  Pope  himself  has  no  small 
portion  of  this  actuality  of  relation,  this  nadity  of 
description,  i^d  poetry  without  an  atmosphere; 
the  lines  beginning,  **  In  the  worst  inn*s  worst 
room,"  are  an  example,  and  many  others  may  be 
seen  in  his  Satires,  Imitations,  and  above  aU  in 
his  Duncittd.  The  frequent  absence  of  those 
••  Sports  of  Fancy,'*  and  "  Trtcks  of  strong  Imagi- 
nation," have  been  so  much  observed,  that  some 
have  ventured  to  question  whether  even  this  writer 
were  a  poet ;  and  thouprh,  as  Dr.  Johnson  has  re- 
marked, it  would  be  ddlicult  to  form  a  definition 
of  one  in  which  Pope  should  not  be  admitted,  yei 
they  who  doubted  his  claim,  had,  it  is  likely^,  pro- 
vided for  his  exclusion  by  forming  that  kmd  of 
character  for  their  poet,  in  which  this  ele?ant  ver- 
sifier, for  so  he  must  be  then  named,  should  not  be 
comprehended. 

These  things  considered,  an  author  will  find 
comfort  in  his  expulsion  from  the  rank  and  society 
of  poets,  by  reflecting  that  men  much  his  superiors 
were  likewise  shut  out,  and  more  especially  when 
he  finds  also  that  men  not  much  his  superiors  are 
entitled  to  admission. 

But  in  whatever  degree  I  may  venture  to  djffer 
from  any  others  in  my  notion  of  the  qualifications 
and  character  of  the  true  poet,  I  most  cordia^y  as- 
sent to  their  opinion  who  assert  that  his  principal 
exertions  must  be  made  to  engage  the  attention  of 
his  readers.  And  further,  I  must  allow  that  the 
effisct  of  poetry  should  be  to  lift  the  mind  fh>m  the 
painful  realities  of  actual  existence,  from  its  every, 
day  Gonoems,  and  its  perpetuallyoccurring  vexa- 
tions, and  to  g^ve  it  repose  by  substituting  objects 
in^heir  place  which  it  may  contemplate  with  some 
degree  of  interest  and  satisfaction.  But  what  is 
there  in  all  this,  which  may  not  be  effiscted  by  a 
ftir  representation  of  existing  character  7  nay,  by 
a  fiiithful  delineation  of  those  painful  realities,  those 
every-day  concerns,  and  those  perpetually-occunng 
Taxations  themselves,  provided  they  be  not  (which 
is  hardly  to  be  supposed)  the  very  concerns  and 
distresses  of  the  reader  ?  for  when  it  is  admitted 
that  they  have  no  particular  relation  to  him,  but 
are  the  troubles  and  anxieties  of  other  men,  they 
excite  and  interest  his  feelings  bm  the  imaginary 
exploits,  adventures,  and  perils  of  romance ; — ^they 
soothe  his  mind,  and  keep  his  euriosity  pleasantly 
awake ;  they  appear  to  have  enough  of  reality  to 
en^^age  his  sympathy,  but  possess  not  interest  su^ 
ficiLnt  to  create  painful  sensations.  Fiction  itself 
we  know,  and  every  work  of  fimcy,  must  fyr  a 
time  have  the  effect  of  realities ;  naVt  the  very  en- 
chanters,  spirits,  and  monsters  of  Ariosto  and 
Spenser  must  be  present  in  the  mind  of  the  reader 
while  he  is  engaged  by  their  operations,  or  they 
would  be  as  the  objects  and  incidents  of  a  nursery 
tale  to  a  rational  understanding,  altogether  despised 
and  neglected.    In  truth,  I  can  but  consider  this 


pleasant  efibct  upon  the  mind  of  a  reader,  as  de- 
pending neither  upon  the  events  related  (whether 
they  be  actual  or  imaginary,)  nor  upon  the  charao 
ters  introduced  (whether  taken  from  life  or  ^^cy^ 
but  upon  the  manner  in  which  the  poem  itself^  is 
conducted ;  let  that  be  judiciously  managed,  and 
the  occurrences  actually  copied  from  life  will  have 
the  same  happy  effect  as  the  inventions  of  a  cre- 
ative fancy ;— while,  on  the  other  hand,  the  imagi- 
nary persons  and  incidents  to  which  the  poet  has 
given  "■  a  local  habitation,  and  a  name,**  will  make 
upon  the  concurring  feelings  of  the  reader  the  same 
impressions  with  those  taken  from  truth  and  na- 
ture, because  they  wiU  appear  to  be  derived  from 
that  source,  and  therefore  of  necessity  will  have  a 
similar  effect 

-  Having  thus  far  presumed  to  claim  for  the  ensiw 
ing  pages  the  rank  and  title  of  poetry,  I  attempt 
no  more,  nor  venture  to  class  or  compare  them  with 
any  other  kiiids  of  poetical  composition;  their 
place  will  doubtless  be  found  for  them. 

A  principal  view  and  wish  of  the  poet  mast  be  • 
to  engage  the  mind  of  his  readers,  aa,  failing  in 
that  point,  he  will  scarcely  succeed  in  any  other : 
I  therefore  willingly  confess  that  much  of  my  time 
and  assiduity  has  been  devoted  to  this  purpose ; 
but,  to  the  ambition  of  pleasing,  no  other  sacrificef 
have,  I  trust,  been  made,  than  of  my  own  labour 
and  care.  Nothing  will  be  found  that  militates 
against  the  rules  of  propriety  and  good  manners^ 
nothing  that  offends  against  the  more  important 
precepts  of  morality  and  feligion ;  and  with  this 
negative  kind  of  merit,  I  commit  my  book  to  the 
judgment  and  taste  of  the  reader — not  being  wilL> 
mg  to  provoke  his  vigilance  by  professions  of  ac- 
curacy, nor  to  solicit  his  indulgence  by  apologies 
for  mistakes. 
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THE  DUMB  ORATORS;  OR,  THE  BENEFit  OP 
flOCIBTY. 

With  fair  roood  bally  with  good  capon  lis«d. 

With  eyei  teveip 

Full  of  wiM  laws  and  mod«ni  inrtanoai. 

Am  99U  Like  U,  act  ii.  msbs  7. 
Deep  ehane  bath  ■track  me  dumb. 

King  Mkm,  set  iv,  aocM  t. 
Ha  fivea  tha  baitinado  with  hn  toofua, 
Oiir  aan  are  cadgall'd. 

JTtii^  JMn,  act  iv,  aeana  S. 

Let  *■  kin  an  tha  lawyen ; 
Now  show  rouraelvaa  men :  't  i*  for  liberty : 
We  will  Dot  leave  one  lord  orgmtleman. 

Henry  VI,  part  S;  aet  ii,  aeeM  7. 

And  ihna  tha  whirfifiic  of  lime  brini^  In  hia  raraagaa. 
TwtfikJriKht,wAr,\ 


That  all  men  would  be  cowards  if  they  dare. 
Some  men  we  know  have  oourage  to  declare ; 
And  this  the  life  of  many  a  hero  shows, 
That  like  the  tide,  man*s  oourage  ebbs  and  flofrs : 
With  friends  and  gay  companions  round  them,  thes 
Men  boldly  speal(  and  have  the  hearts  of  men ; 
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Whoi  with  opponents  seated,  miss  the  aid 
Of  kind  applaading  looks,  and  grow  afraid ; 
Like  timid  traT*Hers  in  the  night,  they  fear 
Th*  assault  of  fbes,  when  not  a  friend  is  near. 

In  contest  mighty  and  of  conquest  proud 
Was  Jostiee  Bolt,  impetuous,  warm,  and  loud ; 
*  His  fame,  his  prowess,  all  the  country  knew. 
And  disputants,  with  one  bo  fierce,  were  few : 
He  was  a  younger  son,  for  law  designed, 
With  dauntless  look  and  persevering  mind ; 
While  yet  a  clerk,  for  disputation  famed. 
No  efforts  tired  him,  and  no  conflicts  tamed. 

Scarcely  he  bade  his  ma8tei:*s  desk  adieu. 
When  both  his  brothers  from  the  world  withdrew. 
An  ample  fortune  be  from  them  possessed. 
And  was  with  saving  care  and  prudence  blessM. 
Now  would  he  go  and  to  the  country  give 
Example  how  an  English  *squire  shoSd  live ; 
How  bounteous,  vet  now  frugal  man  may  be. 
By  a  well-order'd  hospitality ; ' 
'He  would  the  rights  of  all  so  well  maintain, 
ThtX  none  should  idle  be,  and  none  complahi. 

All  this  «nd  more  he  purposed — and  what  man 
Cbold  do,  he  did  to  realize  his  plan : 
But  time  convinced  bim  that  we  cannot  keep 
A  breed  of  reasoners  like  a  flock  of  sheep ; 
For  th6y,  so  &r  from  following  as  we  lead. 
Make  that  a  cause  why  they  will  not  proceed. 
Man  will  not  follow  where  a  rule  is  shown, 
Bat  loves  to  take  a  method  of  his  own ; 
Explain  the  way  with  all  your  care  and  skill. 
This  wiU  he  quit,  if  but  to  prove  he  willw*— 
Tat  had  our  Jnstioe  honour — and  the  crowd. 
Awed  by  his  presence,  their  respect  avow*d. 

In  later  fern  hq  found  his  heart  incline,     ^ 
More  than  in  youth,  to  cren^rous  food  and  wine ; 
Bat  no  indulgence  checkM  the  powerful  love 
He  felt  to  teach,  to  argue,  and  reprove.* 

Meetings,  or  public  calls,  he  never  mis8*d— 
To  dictate  often,  always  to  assist 
Oft  he  the  clergy  joinM,  and  not  a  cause 
Pertain'd  to  them  but  he  could  quote  the  laws ; 
He  upon  tithes  and  residence  displayed 
A  fund  of  knowledge  for  the  hearcr*s  aid ; 
And  eoold  on  glebe  and  &rming,  wool  and  grain, 
A  long'  discourse,  without  a  pause,  mamtain. 


To  his  experience  and  his  native 
He  joinM  a  bold  imperious  eloquence ; 
Tlie  grave,  stem  look  of  men  informM  and  wise, 
A  foil  command  of  feature,  heart,  and  eyes. 
An  awe-oompeOing  frown,  and  fisar-inspiring  size. 
When  at  the  table,  not  a  guest  was  seen 
With  appetite  so  ling'ring,  or  so  keen ; 
Bkit  when  the  outer  man  no  more  reqnxredi 
The  inner  waked,  and  he  was  man  ins|nred. 
His  subjects  then  were  those,  a  subject  true 
Presents  in  fairest  form  to  public  view ; 
Of  Church  and  State,  of  Law,  with  miffhty  strength 
Of  words  he  spoke,  in  speech  of  mighty  length : 
And  now,  into  the  vale  of  years  declined. 
He  hides  too  little  of  the  monarch-mind : 
He  kindles  anger  by  untimely  jokes, 
And  opposition  by  contempt  provokes ; 


Mirth  he  suppresses  by  his  awful  frown. 
And  humble  spirits,  by  disdain,  keeps  down ; 
Blamed  by  the  mild,  approved  by  the  severe. 
The  prudent  fly  him,  and  the  valiant  fear. 

For  overbearing  is  his  proiid  discourse. 
And  overwhelming  of  his  voice  the  force ; 
And  overpowering  is  he  when  he  shows 
What  floats  upon  a  mind  that  always  overflows. 

This  ready  man  at  every  meeting  rose. 
Something  to  hint,  determine,  or  propose ; 
And  grew  so  fond  of  teaching,  that  he  taught  ^ 
Those  who  tnetru6tion  needed  not  or  sought : 
Happy  our  hero,  when  be  could  excite 
Seme  thoughtless  talker  to  the  wordy  fight : 
Let  him  a  subject  at  his  pleasure  choose. 
Physic  or  Law,  Religion  or  the  Muse ; 
On  all  such  themes  he  was  prepared  to  shine. 
Physician,  poet,  lawyer,  and  divine. 
HemmM  in  by  some  ^ugh  argument,  borne  down 
By  press  of  language  and  the  awful  frown^ 
In  vain  for  mercy  shall  the  culprit  plead ; 
His  crime  is  past  and  sentence  must  proceed : 
Ah !  suffering  man,  have  pstience,  bear  thy  \ 
For  lo !  the  clock — at  ten  the  Justice  goes. 

This  powerful  man,  on  business  or  to  please 
A  curious  taste,  or  weary  grown  of  ease, 
On  a  long  journey  traveird  many  a  mile 
Westward,  and  halted  midway  in  our  isle ; 
Content  to  view  a  city  large  and  fair, 
Though  none  had  notice — what  a  man  was  there ! 

Silent  two  days,  he  then  began  to  long 
Again  to  try  a  voice  so  loud  and  strong ; 
To  give  his  favourite  topics  some  new  grace. 
And  gain  some  glory  in  such  distant  pkce  ; 
To  reap  some  present  pleasure,  and  to  sow 
Seeds  of  fair  fame,  in  afler-time  to  grow : 
Here  will  men  say,  **  We  heard,  at  such  an  hour. 
The  best  of  speakers — wonderful  bis  power." 

Inquiry  made,  he  found  that  day  would  meet 
A  learned  club,  and  in  the  very  street ; 
Knowledge  to  gain  and  give,  was  the  design  ; 
To  speak,  to  hearken,  to  debate,  and  dine : 
This  pleased  our  traveller,  for  he  felt  bis  force 
In  either  way,  to  eat  or  to  discourse. 

Nothing  more  easy  than  to  gain  acoess 
To  men  like  these,  with  his  pcuite  address : 
So  he  succeeded,  and  first  look'd  around. 
To  view  his  objects  and  to  take  his  ground ; 
And  therefore  silent  chose  awhile  to  sit. 
Then  enter  boldly  by  some  lucky  hit; 
Some  observation  keen  or  stroke  severe. 
To  cause  some  wonder  or  excite  some  fear. 

Now,  dinner  past,  no  longer  ho  suppressed 
His  strong  dislike  to  be  a  silent  guest ; 
Subjects  and  words  were  now  at  his  command — 
Wfaien  disappointment  frown*d  on  all  he  plann*d  : 
For,  hark  ! — he  heard  amazed,  on  every  side. 
His  church  insulted  an<f  her  priests  belied  ; 
The  laws  reviled,  the  ruling  power  abused, 
The  land  deridecl,  and  its  mes  excused  : — 
He  heard  and  ponderM. — What,  to  men  so  vile,   . 
Should  be  bis  Umgnage?  For  bis  threarning  stySe 
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They  were  too  many  : — if  his  speech  were  meek, 
They  would  despise  such  poor  attemptfl  to  speak ; 
At  other  times  with  every  word  at  will. 
He  now  sat  lost,  perplexed,  astonished,  still. 

Here  were  Sociniana,  Deists,  and  indeed 
All  who,  as  ibes  to  England^s  church,  agreed ; 
But  still  with  creeds  unlike,  and  some  without  a 

creed : 
Here,  too,  fierce  friends  of  liberty  he  saw. 
Who  owii*d  no  prince  and  who  obey  no  law ; 
There  were  Reformers  of  each  different  sort, 
Foes  to  the  laws,  the  priesthood,  and  the  court ; 
Some  on  their  favourite  plans  alone  intent, 
*     Some  purely  angry  and  malevolent : 

The  rash  were  proud  to  blame  their  country's  taws ; 

The  vain,  to  seem  supporters  of  a  cause ; 

One  callM  for  change  that  he  would  dread  to  see; 

Another  sigh*d  for  Gallic  liberty  !- 

And  numl^rs  joining  with  the  forward  ervw, 

For  no  one  jreason — but  that  numbers  dok 

**  How,"  said  the  Justice,  **  can  this  trouble  rise, 
This  shame  and  pain,  from  creatures  I  despise  1^ 
And  conscience  answerM — "  The  prevailing  cause 
Is  thy  delight  in  listening  to  applause ; 
Here,  thou  art  seated  wiUi  a  tribe,  who  spurn 
Thy  favourite  themes,  and  into  laughter  turn 
Thy  fears  and  wishes ;  silent  and  obscure, 
Thyself^  shalt  thou  the  long  harangue  endure; 
And  learn,  by  feeling,  what  it  is  to  force 
On  Uiy  unwilling  friends  the  long  discourse : 
What  though  thy  thoughts  be  just,  and  these,  it 

seems. 
Are  traitors*  projects,  idiots*  empty  schemes  7 ' 
Yet,  minds  like  bodies  cramm*d,  reject  their  food,. 
Nor  will  be  forced  and  tortured  for  their  good  !** 

At  length,  a  sharp,  shrewd,  sallow  man  arose. 
And  begg*d  he  briefly  might  his  mind  disclose ; 
**  It  was  his  duty,  in  these  worst  of  times, 
T*  inform  the  governed  of  their  rulers*  crimes :" 
This  pleasant  subject  to  attend,  they  each 
Prepared  to  listen,  and  forbore  to  teach. 

Then  voluble  and  fierce  the  wordy  roan 
Through  a  long  chain  of  favourite  horrors  ran ; — 
First,  of  the  church,  from  whose  enslaving  power 
He  was  deliver*d,  and  he  blsss'd  the  hour ; 
**  Bishops  and  deans,  and  prebendaries  all,** 
He  said,  **  were  cattle  latt*ning  in  the  stall ; 
Slothful  and  pursy,  insolent  and  mean, 
Were  every  bishop,  prebendary,  dean. 
And  wealthy  rector :  curates,  poorly  paid. 
Were  only  dull ; — he  would  not  them  upbraid.*' 

From  priests  he  tum*d  to  canons,  creeds,  and 
prayers, 
Rubrics  and  rules,  and  all  our  church  affairs ; 
Churches  themselves,  desk,  pulpit,  altar,  all 
The  Justice  reverenosd — and  pronounced  their  fiill. 

Then  from  religion  Hammond  tnm*d  his  view. 
To  give  our  rulers  the  correction  due ; 
Not  one  wise  action  had  these  triffers  planned ; 
There  was  jt  seem*d,  no  wisdom  in  the  land ; 
Save  in  this  patriot  tribe,  who  meet  at  times 
To  show  the  statesman's  errors  and  his  crimes. 


Now  here  was  Justice  Bok  oompelI*d  to  sit* 
To  hear  the  deist's  scorn,  the  rebel*s  wit; 
The  fact  mis-stated,  the  envenom'd  lie. 
And  staring,  spell-bound,  made  not  one  reply. 

Then  were  our  laws  abused— and  with  the  kws 
AU  who  prepare,  defend,  or  judge  a  cause : 
**  We  have  no  lawyer  whom  a  num  can  trust,^ 
Proceeded  Hammond — ^*^  If  the  laws  were  just; 
But  they  are  evil ;  *t  is  the  savage  state 
Is  only  good,  and  ours  sophisticate ! 
See !  the  free  creatures  in  their  woods  and  plains^ 
Where,  without  laws  each  happy  monarch  reigBs, 
King  of  himself^— while  we  a  number  dread. 
By  Mayes  commanded  and  by  dunces  led ; 
Oh,  let  the  name  with  eitlier  state  agree — 
Savage  our  own  we  *11  name,  and  civil  theirs  •haD 

The  silent  Justice  still  astonish'd  sate, 
And  wonder'd  much  whom  he  was  gazing  at; 
Twice  he  eBsay*d  to  speak — but  in  a  cough 
The  faint,  indignant,  dying  speech  went  off*: 
''  But  who  is  this  ?**  thought  he--**  a  demon  vila. 
With  wicked  meaning  and  a  vulgar  style : 
Hammond  tbe^  call  him ;  they  can  give  the  name 
Of  man  to  devils^—Why  am  I  so  tame? 
Why  crush  I  not  the  viper  ?'*— Fear  replied, 
**  Watch  him  awhile,  and  let  his  strength  be  tried ; 
He  will  be  foil*d,  if  roan ;  but  if  his  aid 
Be  from  beneath,  *t  is  well  to  be  afraid." 


*«Wc  are  call*d  free!*'  ma 
fill  times 
When  rulers  add  their  insult  to  their  crimes ; 
For  should  our  soom  expose  each  powerful  vioe. 
It  would  be  libel,  and  we  pay  the  price." 

Thus  with  licentious  words  the  man  went  on. 
Proving  that  liberty  of  speech  vnis  gone ; 
That  all  were  slaves — nor  had  we  better  chance 
For  better  tim^  than  as  allies  to  France. 
Loud  groan'd  the  stranger — Why,  he  must  rekte ; 
And  own*d,  "  In  sorrow  for  his  couiitry*s  fate  ;** 
**  Nay,  she  were  safe,*'  the  ready  man  replied, 
**  Might  patriots  rule  her,  and  could  reasoners  guide; 
When  all  to  vote,  to  speak,  to  teach,  are  free, 
Whate*er  their  creeds  or  their  opinions  be ; 
When  books  of  statutes  are  consumed  in  flamea^ 
And  courts  and  copyholds  are  empty  names ; 
Then  will  be  times  of  joy — ^but  ere  they  come, 
Havock,  and  war,  and  Uood  must  be  our  doom.'*' 

The  man  here  paused*«then  loudly  for  reform 
He  call*d,  and  hail'd  the  prospect  of  the  storm ; 
The  wholesome  blast,  the  fertilising  flood — 
Peace  gain'd  by  tumult,  plenty  bm^ht  with  Uood: 
Sharp  means,  he  own'd ;  but  when  the  land's  rtinrasa 
Asks  cure  complete,  no.med*cines  are  like  these. 

Our  Justice  now,  more  led  by  (car  than  rage^ 
Saw  it  in  vain  with  madness  to  engage ; 
With  imps  of  darkness  no  man  seeks  to  fight. 
Knaves  to  instruct,  or  set  deceivers  right : 
Then  as  the  daring  speech  denounced  these  woes, 
Sick  at  the  soul,  the  ^ieving  gubsi  arose ; 
Quick  on  the  board  his  ready  cash  he  threw. 
And  from  the  demons  to  his  closet  flew : 
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then  when  ■ecnred,  he  prayM  wUh  earnest  zeal, 
Tbmt  all  they  wish*d  these  patriot<4ouls  might  feel ; 
*  Let  them  to  France,  their  darling  country,  haste. 
And  all  the  osnnforts  of  a  Frenchman  taste ; 
Lei  them  his  safety,  freedom,  pletfsure  know, 
Feel  all  their  mlerR  on  the  land  -bestow ; 
And  be  at  length  dismiss'd  by  one  unerriojif  blow ; 
Not  hack'd  and  hewM  by  one  afraid  to  strike,  ^ 
Bat  shorn  by  that  which- shears  all  men  alike ; 
Nor,  as  in  firitain,  let  them  curse  delay 
Of.  law,  but  borne  without  a  form  away — 
Suspected,  tried,  conderonM,  and  carted  in  a  day ; 
Oh !  let  them  taste  what  they  so  much  approre, 
These  strong  fierce  freedoms  of  the  land  they  love."* 

Home  came  our  hero,  to  forget  no  more 
The  fbar  he  felt  and  ever  must  deplore : 
J^or  thoagh  he  quickly  join*d  his  friends  again. 
And  could  with  decent  force  his  themes  maintain, 
Still  it  occurred  that,  in  a  luckless  time. 
Be  fiulVi  to  fight  with  heresy  and  crime ; 
It  was  obserYod  his  words  were  not  so  strong. 
His  tones  00  powerful,  his  harangues  so  long, 
As  in  old  times — for  he  would  often  drop 
The  loAy  look,  and  of  a  sudden  stop ; 
When  conscience  wbisper'd,  that  he  once  was  still, 
And  let  the  wicked  triumph  at  their  will ; 
And  thereibre  now,  when  not  a  foe  was  near, 
He  had  no  right  so  valiant  to  appear. 

Some  years  had  pass'd,  and  he  perceived  his  fears 
Tield  to  the  spirit  of  his  earlier  years — 
When  at  a  meeting,  with  his  friends  beside. 
He  saw  an  object  that  awaked  his  pride ; 
His  shame,  wrath,  vengeance,  indignation — all 
Man's  harsher  feelings  did  that  sight  recall. 

For  lo !  beneath  him  fix*d,  our  man  of  law 
ThMt  lawless  man  the  foe  of  order  saw ; 
Once  fbar*d,  now  8Com*d :  once  dreaded,  now  ab- 

horr'd; 
A  wordy  man,  and  evil  every  word : 
Again  be  gazed — **  It  is,"  said  be,  "  the  same 
Cioght  and  seeare :  his  master  owes  him  shai 
So  thoogfat  our  hero,  who  each  instant  foond 
His  oodirage  rising,  from  the  numbers  round. 

As  when  a  feloo  has.  escaped  and  fled. 
So  long,  that  law  conceives  the  culprit  dead ; 
And  baok  reeallM  her  myrmidons,  intent 
On  socno  new  game,  and  with  a  strongjer  scent; 
TiD  she  Iwhokis  him  in  a  plafie,  where  none 
Could  ba^  conceived  the  culprit  would  have  gone ; 
Tliere  be  sits  upright  in  his  seat,  secure. 
As  one  whose  eonscienoe  is  correct  and  pore ; 
This  rouses  ang<er  for  the  old  offence. 
And  scorn  for  all  such  seeming  and  pretence ; 
80  on  this  Hammond  looked  our  hero  bold, 
Aememb*ring  well  that  vile  offence  of  old ; 
And  now  he  saw  the  rebel  dared  t*  intrude 
Among  the  pore,  the  loyal,  and  the  good ; 
Hie  crime  provoked  his  wrath,  the  folly  stirrM  his 


*The  raader  wQI  porceire  In  thcM  and  the  preoedinc  Teem 

I  to  the  itale  of  France,  m  that  ooanirr  wai  cireun. 

■one  rean  noee,  rather  than  aa  It  appeara  to  be  in  the 

(  dale,— aeveral  yean  elapeing  between  the  alarm  of  the 

■afiairate  en  the  oeeeawn  now  related,  and  a  tobieqaent 

I  thai  futher  iBoatralei  the  lenark  with  which  the  nam- 


,  Nor  wonder  was  it  if  so  strange  a  8]|rfat 
Caused  joy  with  vengeance,  terror  with  deUght ; 

I  Terror  like  this  a  tiger  might  create, 
A  joy  like  that  to  see  his  captive  stete, 
At  once  to  know  his  force  and  then  decree  his  &to 

Hammond,  much  praised  by  numerous  friends, 
was  come 
To  read  his  lectures,  so  admired  at  home ; 
Historic  lectures,  where  he  loved  to  mix 
His  free  plain  hinte  on  modern  politics ; 
Here,  he  had  heard,  that  numbers  had  design, 
Their  business  finish'd,  to  sit  down  and  dine ; 
This  gave  him  pleasure,  for  he  judged  it  right 
To  show  by  day,  that  he  could  speak  by  night 
Rash  the  ^design — for  he  perceived,  too  late. 
Not  one  approving  friend  beside  him  sate ; 
The  greater  number,  whom  he  traced  around, 
Were  men  in  black,  and  he  conceived  they  fh>wn*d. 
**  I  will  not  speak,"  he  thought ;  **  no  pearls  of  mine 
Shall  be  presented  to  this  herd  of  swine  !'* 
Not  this  avail'd  him,  when  he  cast  his  eye 
On  Justice  Bolt ;  he  could  not  fight,  nor  fly : 
He  saw  a  man  to  whom  he  gave  the  pain, 
Which  now  he  felt  must  be  return *d  again ; 
His  conscience  told  him  with  what  keen  delight 
He,  at  that  time,  enjoy*d  a  stranger's  fright ; 
That  stranger  now  befriended — ^he  akme. 
For  all  his  insult,  friendless,  to  atone ; 
Now  he  could  feel  it  cruel  that  a  heart 
Should  be  distressed,  and  none  to  take  ite  part ; 
"* Though  one  by  one,"  said  Pride,  •'I  would  defy 
Much  greater  men,  yet  meeting  every  eye, 
I  do  confess  a  fear — but  he  will  pass  me  by.** 

Vain  hope !  the  Justice  saw  the  foe*s  distress. 
With  eltiltation  he  could  not  suppress ; 
He  felt  the  fish  was  hook'd — and  so  forbore,, 
In  phiyfiil  spite,  to  draw  it  to  the  shore. 
Hammond  look*d  round  again;  but  none  were  near 
With  friendly  smile,  to  still  his  growing  foar ; 
But  all  above  him  8eem*d  a  solemn  row 
Of  priests  and  deacons,  so  they  seem'd  below: 
He  wonder'd  who  his  right-hand  man  might  h' 
Vicar  of  Holt  cum  Uppingham  was  he ; 
And  who  the  man  of  that  dark  frown  possess'd— 
Rector  of  Bradley  and  of  Barton-west ; 
"  A  pluralist,**  he  growPd— but  check*d  the  word, 
That  warfiire  might  not,  by  his  zeal,  be  stirr'd.' 

But  now  began  the  man  above  to  show 
Fierce  looks  and  threafnmgs  to  the  man  below; 
Who  had  some  thoughte  his  peace  by  flight  to  seek^ 
But  how  then  lecture,  if  he  dared  not  speak ! — 

Now  as  the  Justice  for  the  war  prepared. 
He  seem*d  just  then  to  question  if  he  dared : 
**  He  may  resist,  although  his  power  be  small. 
And  growing  desperate  may  defy  us  all ; 
One  dog  atteck,  and  he  prepares  for  flight — 
Resist  another,  and  he  strives  to  bite ; 
Nor  ean  I  say,  if  this  rebellious  cur 
Will  fly  for  safety,  or  will  scorn  to  stir.'* 
Alarm'd  by  this,  he  lash*d  his  soul  to  rage, 
Born'd  with  strong  shame  and  hurried  to  engage. 

As  a  male  turkey  straggling  on  the  green. 
When  by  fierce  harriers,  terriers,  mongrds  bc^bo. 
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He  feels  the  insalt  of  the  noby  train, 
'  And  «ka1ks  aside,  though  moved  by  mach  disdain ; 
But  when  that  turkey,  at  his  own  ham^oor, 
Sees  one  poor  straying  P°PP7  and  tio  more, 
(A  foolish  puppy  who  had  left  the  pack. 
Thoughtless  what  foe  was  threat'ning  athb  back,) 
He  moves  about,  as  ship  prepared  to  sail. 
He  hoists  his  proud  rotundity  of  tail. 
The  half*seal'd  eyes  and  changeiul  neck  he  shows. 
Where,  in  its  quickening  colours,  vengeance  glows; 
From  red  to  blue  the  pendent  wattles,  turn, 
Bhic  inix'd  with  red,  as  matches  when  they  bum; 
And  thus  th*  intruding  snarler  to  oppose. 
Urged  by  enkindling  wrath,  he  gobbling  goes. 

So  look'd  our  hero  in  his  wrath,  hia  cheeks 
FIushM  with  fresh  fires  and  glowed   in  tingling 

streaks ; 
His  breath  by  passion's  force  awhile  restrain^dt 
Like  a  atoppM  current,  greater  force  regained ; 
So  spoke,  so  lookM  he,  every  eye  and  ear 
Were  fiz'd  to  view  him,  or  were  tum*d  to  hear. 

**  My  friends,  you  know  me,  you  can  witness  all, 
How  urged  by  passion,  I  restram  my  gall ; 
And  every  ^lotive  to  revenge  withstand —    . 
Save  when  I  hear  abused  my  native  land. 

'*  Is  it  not  known,  agreed,  confirmed,  confess'df 
That  of  aU  people,  we  are  govern'd  best  7 
We  have  the  force  of  monarchies ;  are  free. 
As  the  most  proud  republicans  can  be ; 
And  have  those  prudent  counsels  that  arise 
In  grave  and  cautious  aristoisracies ; 
And  live  there  those,  in  such  all-glorious  state, 
Traitors  protected  in  the  land  they  hate  ? 
Rebels,  still  warring  with  the  laws  that  give 
To  tliem  subsistence? — Yes,  such  wretches  live. 

**  Ours  is  a  church  refbrm'd,  and  now  do  more 
Is  aught  for  man  to  mend  or  to  restore ; 
*T  is  pure  in  doctrines,  *t  is  correct  in  creeds, 
Has  nought  redundant,  and  it  nothing  needi; 
No  evil  is  therein — no  wrinkle,  spot. 
Stain,  blame,  or  blemish : — I  aflkm  there  *s  not 

^  All  this  you  know-T-4iow  mark  what  once  befell, 
With  grief  I  bore  it,  and  with  shame  I  teU ; 
I  was  entrappM — yes,  so  it  came  to  pass, 
*Mid  heathen  rebels,  a  tumultuous  class  ; 
Each  to  his  countrv  bore  a  hellish  mind. 
Each  like  his  neighbour  waa  of  cursed  kind ; 
The  land  that  nuned  theni  they  blasphemed  ;  the 

laws, 
Their  sovereign's  glory,  and  their  country's  cause ; 
And  who  their  mouths,  their  master-fiend,  and  who 
Rebellion's  oracle  ? You,  caiti^  you '." 

He  spoke,  and  standing  strctch'd  his  mighty  arm. 
And  fix'd  the  man  of  words,  as  by  a  charm. 

**  How  raved  that  railer !  Sure  some  hellish  power 
Restrain'd  my  tongue  in  that  delirious  hour. 
Or  I  had  hurl'd  the  shame  and  vengeance  doe 
On  him,  the  guide  of  that  infuriate  crew ; 
But  to  mine  eyes  such  dreadful  looks  appear'df 
Such  mingled  yell  of  lying  words  I  heard, 
Tliat  I-txinceived  around  were  demons  all, 
And  tUl  I  fled  the  house,  I  fear'd  its  ftll. 


**  Oh  !  could  our  country  from  our  eoajrts  expel 
Such  foes !  to  nourish  those  who  wish  her  well : 
This  her  mild  laws  forbid,  bat  we  may  still 
From  us  eject  them  by  our  sovereign  will; 
This  let  us  do."«— He  said,  and  then  began 
A  gentler  feeling  for  the  ailent  man ; 
Ev*n  in  our  hero's  mighty  «oal  arose 


A  touch  of  pity  for  experienced  ^ 

But  this  was  transient,  and  with  angry  eye 

He  sternly  look'd,  and  paused  for  a  reply. 

'T  was  then  the  man  of  many  words  would 
speak — 
But,  in  his  trial,  had  them  all  to  seek : 
To  find  a  friend  he  look'd  the  circle  round. 
But  joy  or  scorn  in  every  feature  found ; 
.He  Bipp'd  his  wine,  but  m  those  times  of  dread 
Wine  only  adds  confusion  to  the  head ; 
In  doubt  be  reason'd  with  himself—^  And  bow 
Harangue  at  night,  if  I  be  silent  now  ? 
From  pride  and  praise  received,  he  sought  to  dimw 
G>urage  to  speak,  but  still  remain'd  the  awe ; 
One  moment  rose  he  with  a  forced  disdain. 
And  then  abash'd,  sunk  sadly  down  agaih ;    - 
While  in  our  hero's  glance  he  aeem'd  to  read, 
**  Slave  and  insurgent !  what  hast  thou  to  plead  7**-— 

By  desperation  urged,  he  now  began : 
"  I  seek  no  favour — 1— *the  Rights  of  Man ! 
Claim ;  and  I — ^nay  ! — ^but  give  me  leave — and  I 
Insist — a  man — ^that  is— 4nd  in  reply, 

I  speak." Alas  !  each  new  attempt  wis  vain : 

Confused  he  stood,  he  sate,  he  rose  again  ; 

At  length  he  growl'd  defiance,  sought  the  door, 

Cursed  the  whole  synod,  and  was  seen  no  morOk 

**  Laud  we,"  said  Justice  Bolt,  **  the  Powers  above 
Thus  could  our  speech  the  sturdiest  foe  cemovjB,** 
Exulting  now  he  gain'd  now  strength  of  Fame, 
And  lost  all  feelings  of  defeat  and  shame. 

**'He  dared  not  strive,  you  witnees'd— dared  not 
lift 
His  voice,  nor  drive  at  his  accursed  drift : 
So  all  shall  tremble,  wretches  who  oppose 
Our  church  or  state — thus  be  it  to  our  fees." 

He  spoke,  and,  seated  with  his  former  air, 
Look'd  his  full  self,  and  fill'd  his  ample  diair ; 
Took  one  fhll  bumper  to  each  fevourite  cause. 
And  dwelt  all  night  on  politics  and  lawS) 
With  high  applauding  voice,  that  gain'd  him  higb 
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THE  PARTING  HOUK. 

I  did  Dot  tak«  my  la«v«  of  Mm.  bat  had 
Hortprattjrfhingitonr:  om  I  ooald  tell  him 
Ho«r  I  woald  thittk  of  him,  at  oertatn  boon, 
Bueb  tbottshis  and  luch ;— or  era  I  eoaM 
GWe  Mm  U»t  pertiof  kirn,  which  I  had  set 
Betvnxi  two  efaaimuic  wordt— comet  in  my  fathar^ 

CgmMnUt  act  i,  aaeaa  4. 
Grief  hath  ohansid  me  nnct  you  saw  me  la»t, 
•  Andcararel  houn  with  Time'*  daformed  band 
Havf  writlaa  etrante  defeatnree  o*er  my  feoe. 

GrauiEv  tfBnvn,  aat  v,  mas  L 
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Oh !  ir  iboo  be  tlw  MUM  £)iwa.  vMk, 
Aad  ipeftk  onto  the  Mine  Emiiia. 

Camedif  of  Errvr$,  act  r.  aoeae  S. 
1  raa  it  throach.  ev'o  from  my  boj iah  dayt 
To  the  very  moroem  that  aha  bade  ma  teU  it: 
Whareia  1  aptfka  of  nMaf  diaaatrooa  chaneea. 
or  BoviM  aACideola.  by  flood;  and  Bald ; 
Of  being  taken  by  th*  iowleot  fue 
Aod  aold  to  ilavery. 

OOulh,  VA  U  ■eene  3. 

An  old  man.  brokeo  with  the  atoma  of  rale, 
b  coma  la  lay  hia  waery  booetamony  yoq  i 
9iv«  him  a  littla  evth  for  eharity. 

Hemrg  Fill,  «cC  hr,  acene  S. 


M  imrrsLT  trace  maA's  life ;  year  afler  year, 
lliroagb  an  hU  days  let  all  hia  deeds  appear. 
And  U)cn,  though  some  may  ia  that  life  be  strange, 
Yet  there  appears  no  vast  nor  sudden  change : 
The  Unks  that  bind  those  various  deeds  are  seen. 
And  no  mysterious  void  is  left  between. 

Bat  let  these  bindhag  links  be  all  destroyed, 
AH  that  through  years  he  suflfeHd  or  enjoyed ; 
Let  that  vast  gap  be  made,  and  then  behold->- 
This  was  the  yooth,  and  he  is  thus  when  old ; 
Tbeo  we  at  once  the  work  of  Time  surrey. 
And  in  an  instant  see  a  life's  decay ; 
Pain  mls*d  with  pity  in  our  bosoms  rise. 
And  sorrow  takes  new  sadness  from  surprise. 

Beneath  yon  tree,  observe  an  ancient  pair — 
A  sleeping  man ;  a  woman  in  her  ehair, 
Watohing  his  looks  with  kind  and  pensive  |dr ; 
No  wife,  nor  sister  she,  nor  ia  the  na'me 
Nor  kindred  of  this  friendly  pair  the  same ; 
Yet  so  allied  are  they,  that  few  can  feel 
Her  constant,  warm,  unwearied,  anxious  teal ; 
Tbeir  years  and  woes,  although  they  long  have 

Wed, 
Keep  their  good  name>  and  conduct  unreprovod ; 
Thus  Uiie's  small  comforts  they  together  share. 
And  while  life  lingers  -{qt  the  grave  prepare. 

No  other  subjects  on  their  spirits  press. 
Nor  gain  such  mt'rest  as  the  past  distress ; 
Grievous  events  that  from  the  memory  drive 
Lile*s  common  cares,  and  those  alone  sorviv^    ■ 
Mix  with  each  thought,  in  every  action  share, 
Ikrken  each  dream,  and  blend  with  every  prayer. 

To  David  Booth,  his  fourth  and  last-bom  boy, 
ADen  his  name,  was  more  than  Common  joy ; 
And  as  the  child  grew  up,  there  seemM  in  him 
A  more  than  common  li&  in  every  limb ; 
A  strong  and  handsome- stripling  he  became, 
And  the  gay  spirit  answered  to  the  frame ; 
A  lighter,  happier  lad  was  never  seen, 
Fdr  ever  easy,  cheerful,  or  serene ; 
His  early  love  he  fix'd  upon  a  fitir 
Aod  gentle  maid—^ey  w^re  a  handsome  pair. 

They  at  an  infant-school  together  playM, 
Where  the  fbundation  of  their  love  was  laid ; 
The  boyish  champion  would  his  choice  attend 
In  tsrery  sport,  in  every  fray  defend. 
As  prospects  openM  and  as  hfe  advanced, 
They  walkM  together,  the^  together  danced ; 
Oq  all  occasions,  from  their  early  years, 
Thqr  mix'd  their  joys  and  sorrows,  hopes  and  fean ; 
13  T 


£ach  heart  was  anxious,  tH  it  could  impart 
Its  daily  feelings  to  its  kindred  heart ; 
As  years  increased,  imnumber'd  petty  wars 
Broke  out  between  them ;  jealousies  and  jars ; 
Causeless  indeed,  and  followed  by  a  peace, 
That  gave  to  love — gFowth,  vigour,  and  increase. 
Whilst  yet  a  boy,  when  other  minds  are  void, 
Domestic  thoughts  young  Allen's  hours  employed ; 
j  Judith  in  gaining  heails  had  no  concern, 
I  Rather  intent  the  matron's  part  to  learn ; 
jThus  early  prudent  and  sedate  they  grew, 
While  lovers,  thoughtfbl — and  though  children, 

true. 
To  either  parents  not  a  day  appear*d. 
When  with  this  love  they  might  have  interfered : 
Childish  at  first,  they  cared  not  to  restrain ; 
And  strong  at  last,  they  saw  restriction  vain ; 
Nor  knew  they  when  tnat  passion  to  reprove- 
Now  idle  fondness,  now  resistless  love. 

So  while  the  waters  rise,  the  children  tread 
On  the  broad  estuary's  sandy  bed ; 
But  soon  the  channel  fills,  from  side  to  side 
Comes  dangner  rolling  with  the  deepening  tide ; 
Yet  none  wno  saw  the  rapid  current  flow 
Could  tlie  first  instant  of  that  danger  know. 

The  lovers  waited  till  the  time  should  come 
When  they  together  could  possess  a  home : 
In  either  house  were  men  and  maids  unwed, 
Hopes  to  be  soothed,  and  tempers  to  be  led. 
'^en  Allen's  mother  of  his  fiivourite  maid 
Spoke  from  the  feelings  of  a  mind  afraid : 
**  Dr^ss  and  amusements  were  her  sole  employ,*' 
She  said — ^^  entangling  her  deluded  boy ;" 
And  yet,  in  truth,  a  mother's  jealous  love 
Had  much  imagined  and  could  little  prove ; 
Judith  had  beauty — and  if  vain,  was  kind, 
Disereet,  and  mild,  and  had  a  serious  mmd. 

Dull  was  their  prospect — when  the  lovers  met,. 
They  said,  we  must  not — dare  not  venture  yet ; 
*•  Oh !  could  I  labour  for  thee,"  Allen  cried, 
**  Why  should  our  friends  be  thus  ditoatisfied  T 
On  my  own  arm  I  could  depend,  but  thdy 
Still  urge  obedience^--must  I  yet  obey  ?"    ' 
Poor  Judith  felt  the  grief,  but  grieving  begg'd  delayt. 

At  length  a  prospect  came  that  seem'd  to  smile,^ 
And  faintly  woo  them,  from  a  Western  Isle  j 
A  kinsman  there  a  widow's  hand  had  gain'd, 
**  Was  old,  was  rich,  and  childless  yet  remain'd ; . 
Would  some  young  Booth  to  his  affairs  attend. 
And  wait  awhile,  he  might  expect  a  friend." 
The  elder  brothers,  wbo  were  not  in  love,    . 
Fear'd  the  false  seas,  unwilling  to  remove ; 
But  the  young  Alien,  an  enaroour'd  boy. 
Eager  an  independence  to  enjoy. 
Would  through  all  perils  seek  it,~by  the  sea,-^- 
Through  labour,  danger,  pain,  or  slavery. 
The  foithful  Judith  his  design  approved, 
For  both  were  sanguine,  they  were  young  and  lovefS 
The  mother's  slow  consent  was  then  obtain'd ; 
The  time  arrived,  to  part  alone  remain'd  : 
All  things  prepared,  on  the  expected  day 
Was  seen  the  vessel  anchor'd  in  the  hay. 
From  her  would  seamen  in  the  evening  oome, 
To  take  th'  advent'roos  Allen  from  his  noma ; 
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With  hii  own  friends  the  final  day  he  paw'd, 
Aiid  evety  painful  hour,  except  the  last 
The  grieving  ftthcr  orged  the  cheerful  gla«, 
To  make  the  momenta  with  less  sorrow  pasa; 
Intent  the  mother  look'd  upon  her  son, 
And  wi^h'd  th*  assent  withdrawn,  the  deed  tmdone ; 
Tlic  younger  .sister,  as  he  took  his  way, 
Hung  on  hi»  coat,  and  begg'd  for  more  delay : 
But  his  own  Judith  call'd  him  to  the  shore, 
Whom  he  must  meet,  for  they  might  meet  no 

more  i — 
And  there  he  found  her — ^faithfuU  mournful,  true. 
Weeping  and  waiting  for  a  last  adieu ! 
The  ebbing  tide  had  left  the  sand,  and  there 
Moved  with  slow  steps  the  melancholy  pniir : 
Sweet  were  the  painful  moments— but  how  sweet, 
And  without  pain,  when  they  again  should  meet ! 
Now  either  spoke,  as  hope  and  fear  impressM 
Each  their  alternate  triumph  in  the  breast 

Distance  akrm'd  the  maid--she  cried,  "*Tis 
far !" 
-And  danger  too—**  it  is  a  time  of  war : 
'Then  in  thos^  countries  are  diseases  strange, 
.And  women  gay,  and  men  are  prone  to  change ; 
"What  tlicn  may  happen  in  a  year,  when  things 
•Of  vast  importance  every  moment  brings ! 
:But  hark  !  an  oar !"  she  cried,  yet  none  appear'd— 
*'T  was  love*s  mistake,  who  fancied  what,  it  fear'd ; 

And  she  continued—'*  Do,  my  AUcn,  keep 
;Thy  heart  from  evil,  let  thy  passions  sleep  j 
.  Believe  it  good,,  nay  glorious,  to  prevail. 

And  stand  in  safety  where  so  many  &il ; 

And  do  not,  Allen,  or  for  shame,  or  pride, 
'  Thy  faith  abjure,  or  thy  professions  hide ; 
'Can  I  believe  his  love  will  lasting  prove. 

Who  has  no  rev'renoe  for  the  God  I  love  ? 

I  know  thee  well !  how  good  thou  art  and  kind ; 

But  strong  the  passions  that  Invade  thy  mind. — 

Now,  what  to  me  hath  Allen  to  commend  ?*'— 
'**  Upon  my  mother,**  said  the  youth,  '*  attend ; 

Forget  her  spleen,  and  in  my  place  appear ; 
'Her  love  to  me  will  make  my  Judith  dear : 
'  Oft  I  shaJl  think  (such  comfort  lovers  seek). 

Who  speojtt  of  me,  and  fancy  what  they  speak  i 
'Then  write  on  all  oecasions,  always  dwell 
'On  hope's  fair  prospects,  and  be  kind  and  we]). 

And  ever  choose  the  fondest,  tenderest  style.** 

•  She  answered,  ••  No,"  but  answer'd  with  a  smile. 
^**  And  now,  my  Judith,  at  so  sad  a  time. 

Forgive  my  fear,  and  call  it  not  my  crime; 
'When  with  our  youthful  neighbours  *t  is  thy  chance 
'To  meet  in  walks,  the  visit,  or  the  dance, 

When  every  lad  would  on  my  lass  attend, 
'  Choose  not  a  smooth  designer  for  a  fHend ; 

•  That  fiiwning  Philip !— nay  be  not  severe, 
A  rival's  hope  must  cause  a  lover's  fear-.** 

Displeased  she  telt,  and  might  in  her  reply 
'Have  mixM  some  anger,  but  the  boat  was  nigh, 
'  Now  truly  heard ! — it  soon  was  fbll  in  sight ; — 
'Now  the  sad  farewell,  and  the  long  good-night ; 
^For,  see ! — ^his  friends  come  hast'ning  to  the  beobch^ 

And  now  the  gunwale  is  within  the  reach ; 
'  **  Adieu ! — ^fkrewell  I^remember  !"-4and  what  more 

Affection  taught,  was  utter'd  from  the  shore! 

But  Judith  left  Uiem  with  a  heavy  heart. 

Took  a  last  view,  and  went  to  weep  apart ! 


And  now  his  firiends  went  slowly  from  the  place, 
Where  she  stood  still  the  dashing  oar  to  trace. 
Till  all  were  silent  I — ^for  the  youth  she  pray'd. 
And  sofUy  then  retum'd  the  weeping  maid. 

They  parted,  thus  by  Hbpe  and  fortune  led, 
And  Judith's  hours  in  pensive  pleasure  flcdf 
But  when  retum'd  the  youth !— the  youth  no  more 
Retum'd  exulting  to  his  native  shore ; 
But  forty  years  were  past,  and  then  there  came 
A  "worn-out  man  with  wither'd  limbs  and  lame, 
His  mind  oppressed  with  woesi  and  bent  with  age 

his  ftame : 
Yes !  old  and  grieved,  and  trembling  with  decay. 
Was  Allen  landing  in  his  native  bav. 
Willing  his  breathfcss  form  should  blend  with  kin- 

dred  chy. 
In  an  autumnal  eve  he  left  the  beaeh. 
In  such  an  eve  he  chanced  the  port  to  reach : 
He  was  alone ;  he  press'd  the' very  plftce 
Of  the  sad  partings,  of  the  last  embrace : 
There  stood  bis  parents,  there  retired  the  maidt 
So  fond,  so  tender,  and  so  much  afraid ; 
And  on  that  spot,  through  many  a  year,  his  mind 
Tum'd  mournful  back,  half  sinking,  half  resign'd. 

No  one  was  present;  of  its  crew  bereft, 
A  simzle  boat  was  in  the  billows  left ; 
Sent  from  someanchor'd  vessel  in  the  bay. 
At  Uie  returning  tide  to  sail  aWay : 
O'er  the  bl&ck  stem  the  moonlight  softly  play'd» 
The  loosen'd  foresail  flapping  in  the  shade; 
All  silent  else  on  shore ;  but  fVom  the  town 
A  drowsy  peal  of  distant  bells  came  down : 
From  the  tall  houses  here  and  there,  a  light 
Served  some  confused  remembrance  to  excite : 
*•  There,'*  he  observed,  and  new  emotions  felt,    . 
**  Was  my  first  home— and  yonder  Judith  dwelt; 
Dead !  dead  are  all !  I  lon^— I  fear  to  know," 
He  said,  and  walk'd  impatient,  and  yet  sbw. 

Sudden  there  broke  upon  his  ^rief  a  noise 
Of  merry  tumult  and  of  vulgar  joys : 
Seamen  returning  to  their  ship,  were  come, 
With  idle  numbers  straying  from  their  home; 
Allen  among  them  mix*d,  and  in  the  old 
Strove  some  familiar  features  to  behoU ; 


While  fimcy  aided  memory :— **  Man !  what  dheerl'^ 
Asailor  cried;  **  Art  thou  at  anchor  here  7" 
Faintly  he  answer'd,  and  then  tried  to  trace 
Some  youthfnl  features  in  some  aged  face : 
A  swarthy  matron  he  behdd,  and  thought 
She  might  nnfold  the  very'trnths  he  sought : 
G)nfbsed  and  trembling,  he  the  dame  addressM : 
"The  Booths  I  yet  live  they?"  pausing  and  op- 

press*d ; 
Then  spake  again : — ^**  Is  there  no  ancient  man, 
David  his  name?— assist  me,  if  you  can.— 
Flemmings  there  were— and  Judith,  doth  she  live  V* 
TTie  woman  gaxed,  nor  could  an  answer  give ; 
Yet  wond'ring  stood,  and  all  were  silent  by,   • 
Feeling  a  strange  and  solemn  sympathy. 
The  woman  musing  said—**  She  knew  fiill  well 
Where  the  old  people  came  at  last  to  dwell ; 
They  had  a  married  daughter  and  a  son, 
But  they  were  dead,  and  now  remain'd  not  one." 

**  Yes,"  said  an  elder,  who  had  paused  intent 
Od  days  long  past«  **  there  was  a  sad  event  ^-^ 
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One  of  Ibese  Bodhs— it  wa«  my  mother**  tale- 
Here  left  his  la^s,  I  know  not  where  to  sail ; 
She  saw  their  parting,  and  observed  the  pain ; 
Bot  never  cam^th*  unhappy  man  again:** 
**  The  ship  was  captured"— r  Allen  meekly  said, 
■*  And  what  became  of  the  forsaken  maid?** 
The  woman  answerM ;  "  I  remember  now, 
She  used  to  tell  the  lasses  of  her  tow, 
And  of  her  loTer*^  loss,  and  I  have  seen 
The  gayest  hearts  grow  sad  where  she  has  been; 
Tct  in  her  grief  she  married,  and  was  made 
Slave  to  a  wretch,  whom  meekly  she  obey*d 
And  early  buried — ^bat  I  know  no  more. 
And  hark !  oar  friends  are  haBt*ning  to  the  shore.*' 

Allan  soon  fimnd  a  lod^ng  in  the  town, 
And  walVd  a  man  mmoticc3  up  and  down. 
Tins  house,  and  this  he  knew,  and  thought  a  &oe 
He  Bometinies  could  among  a  number  trace : 
Of  names  remember*d  there  remain*d  a  few. 
But  of  no  favourites,  and  the  rest  were  new : 
A  merchant's  wealth,  when  Allen  went  to  sea. 
Was  reckfitt'd  boundless.— Coukl  he  living  be  7 
Or  Hved  lus  son  7  ibr  one  he  bad,  the  heir 
To  a  vast  business,  and  a  fiHtune  iair. 
No  I  but  that  heir's  poor  widow,  from  her  shed, 
With  crutches  went  to  take  her  dole  of  bread : 
There  was  a  friend  whom  he  had  left  a  boy. 
With  hope  to  sail  the  master  of  a  hoy ; 
Him,  afler  many  a  stormy  day,  he  feund 
With  his  mat  wi^  his  Ufe*s  whole  purpose  crowa'd. 
This  boy's  proud  captain  look'd  in  Allen's  fkoe,-^ 
**  Yours  isj  my*  friend,"  said  he,  **  a  woful  case ;' 
We  cannot  all  succeed ;  I  now  command 
The  Betsy  sloop,  and  am  not  much  at  land; 
But  when  we  meet,  vou  shall  your  story  tell 
Of  foreign  part»— I  bid  you  now  farewell  !** 

Allen  so  long  had  left  his  native  shore, 
He  saw  but  fbw  whom  he  had  seen  before: 
The  older  peofde,  as  they  met  him,  cast 
A  pitying  look,  oft  speaking  as  they  pass*d-« 
**  The  man  is  Alien  Booth,  and  it  appears 
He  dwelt  among  us  in  his  early  years; 
We  see  the  name  engraved  upon  the  stones^ 
Where  tUs  poOT  wanderer  means  to  lay  his  bones." 
'  Thus  whore  he  lived  and  loved — ^unhappy  change  !^- 
He  seems  a  stranger,  and  finds  all  are  strange. 

But  now  a  widow,  in  a  village  near. 
Chanced  of  the  melancholy  man  to  hear ; 
Old  as  she  was,  to  Judith*s  bosom  came  - 
Some  strong  emotions  at  the  well-known  name ; 
He  was  her   much-loved   Allen,  she  had  stay*d 
Ten  troubled  years,  a  sad  afBicted  maid ; 
Then  was  she  wed4ed,  of  his  death  assured. 
And  much  of  mis*ry  in  her  lot  endured : 
Uer  husband  died ;  her  chijdren  sought  their  bread 
In  various  places,  and  to  her  were  dead. 
The  once  fond  lovers  met ;  not  grief  nor  age. 
Sickness  or  pain,  their  hearts  could  disengage ; 
Each  had  immediate  oonfid^ce ;  a  fricoid 
Both  now  beheld,  on  whom  they  might  depend  r 
''Now  is  there  one  to  whom  I  can  express 
My  nature's  weakness  and  my  soul's  distress." 
AUen  look'd  up,  and  ivith  impatient  heart — 
**  Let  me  not  lose  theoi-tiever  let  us  part : 


So  Heaven  this  comfort  to  my  sufferings  give. 
It  is  not  all  distress  to  think  and  live.'*     - 
Thus  AUen  spoke — ^for  time  had  not  removed 
The  charms  attach*d  to  one  so  fondly  kyved ; 
Who  with  more  health,  the  mistress  of  their  ODt, 
Labours  to  soothe  the  evils  of  his  lot. 
To  her,  to  her  alone,  his  varioqa^te. 
At  various  times,  *tis  comfort  m  relate ; 
And  yet  his  sorrow— she  too  loves  to  hear 
Wh«it  wrings  her  bosom,  and  compels  the  tear. 

First  he  related  how  he  left  the  shore, 
Alarm'd  with  fears  that  they  should  meet  no  mor«; 
Then,  ere  the  ship  had  reacL'd  her  purposed  course, 
They  met  and  yielded  to  the  Spanish  force ; 
Then  cross  th*  Atlantic  seas  they  bofe  their  prey, 
Who  grieving  landed  from  their  sultry  bay ; 
And  marching  many  a  burning  league,  he  found 
Himsdf  a  slave  upon  a  miner's  ground : 
There  a  good  priest  his  native  language  spoke, 
And  gave  some  ease  to  hia  tormenting  yoke ; 
Kind^  advanced  him  in  his  master*s  grace, 
And  be  was  station*d  in  an  easier  place  t 
There,  hopeless  ever  to  escape  the  land, 
He  to  a  Spanish  maiden  gave  his  band ; 
In  cottage  shelter'd  from  the  blaae  of  day 
He  saw  his  happy  infimts  round  him  play ; 
Where  summer  shadows,  made  by  lofty  trees. 
Waved  o'er  his. seat,  and  soothed  his  reveries ; 
E'en  then  he  thought  of  England,  nor  could  sigh, 
But  his  fond  Isabel  demanded, «« Why  7" 
Grieved  by  the  story,  she  the  sigh  repaid, 
And  wept  in  pity  for  the  English  maid : 
Thus  twenty  years  were  psss'd,  and  pass'd  his  views 
Of  future  bliss,  ^  he  had  wealth  to  k)se: 
His  friend  now  dead,  some  foe  had  dared  to  paint 
"  His  faith  as  tainted:  he  his  spouse  would  taint; 
Make  all  his  children  infidels^  and  found 
An  English  heresy  on  Christian  ground." 

«  Whilst  I  was  poor,"  said  Allen,  •*  none  would 
care 
What  my  poor  notions  of  relig>ion  were ; 
None  adi'd  me  whom  I  worsmpp'd,  how  I  pray'd, 
If  due  obedience  to  the  laws  were  pai^ : 
My  good'  adviser  taught  me  to  be  still. 
Nor  to  make  converts  had  I  power  or  will. 
I  preach'd  no  foreign  doctrine  to  my  wife. 
And  never  mention'd  Luther  in  my  life ; 
I,  all  they  said,  say  what  they  would,  allow'd. 
And  when  the  fathers  bade  me  bow,  I  bow'd : 
Their  forms  I  follow'd,  whether  well  or  sick. 
And  was  a  most  obedient  Catholic 
But  I  had  money,  and  these  pastors  found 
My  notions  vague,  heretical,  unsound  : 
A  wicked  book  they  seized ;  the  very  Turk 
Could  not  have  read  a  more  pernicious  work ; 
To  me  pernicious,  who  if  it  were  good 
Or  evil  qnestion'd  not,  nor  understood : 
Oh !  had  I  little  but  the  book  possessed, 
I  might  have  read  it,  and  enjoy'd  my  rest", 

Alas !  poor  Allen,  through  his  wealth  was  seen 
Crimes  that  by  poverty  conceal'd  had  been : 
Faults  that  in  dneHv  pictures  rert  unknown 
Are  in  an  instant  through  the  varnish  shown. 

He  told  their  cruel  mercy ;  how  at  last. 
In  Christian  kindness  for  the  merits  past, 
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They  spared  his  forfeit  life,  but  bade  Mm  flj, 

Or  for  his  crime  snd  oontamacy  die ; 

Fly  from  all  seenea,  all  objects  of  delight :  . 

His  wi^,  his  childreiv,  weeping  in  his  sight, 

AU  ttrging  him  to  flee,  he  fled,  and  cursed  his  flight 

He  next  relate^ow  he  found  a  way, 
Guileless  and  griMng,  to  Campeachy  Bay  <  , 

T}iere  in  the  woods  he  wrought,  and  Ujere,  among 
Some  laboring  seamen,  beard  his  native  tongue : 
The  sound,  one  moment,  broke  upon  his  pain 
With  joyfbl  force ;  he  longM  to  hear  again  r 
•Again  he  heard;  he  seized  an  offerM  hand, 
*^  And  when  beheld  you  last  our  native  land  7** 
He  cried,  **  and  in  what  county  7  quickly  say"— • 
The  seamen  answer*d-^ strangers  all  were  they ; 
One  only  at  his  native  ^port  had  been ; 
He,  landing  once,  the  quay  and  church  had  seen, 
For  that  esteemM ;  but  nothing  more  he  knew. 
Still  more  to  know,  would  Allen  join  the  crew, 
Sail  where  they  sail'd,  and,  many  a  peril  past. 
They  at  his  kinsman's  isle  their  anchor  cast ; 
But  him  they  found  not,  nor  could  one  relate 
Au^ht  of  his  will,  his  wish,  or  his  estate. 
This  grieved  not  Allen ;  then  again  he  sail'd 
For  England^s  ooast,  again  his  &te  prevailM : 
War  ra^,  and  he,  an  active  man  and  strong, 
Was^oon  impressed,  and  served  his  country  long. 
By  various  shores  he  pa«s*d,  on  various  seas, 
^ver  so  happy  as  when  void  of  ease. — 
And  then  he  told  how  in  a  calm  distressed. 
Day  afier  day  his  soul  was  sick  of  rest ; 
When,  as  a  log  upon  the  deep  they  stood. 
Then  roved  liis  spirit  to  the  inland  wood ;. 
Till,  while  awake,  he  dreamM,  that  on  the  seas 
Were  his  loved  home,  tbe  hill,  the  stream,  the  trees : 
He  gazed,  he  pointed  to  the  scenes : — **•  There  stand 
My  wife,  ray  ohildren,  His  my  lovely  land ; 
See !  there  my  dwelling— <)h !  delicious  scene 
Of  my  best  li&^unhand  me— are  ye  men  7" 

And  thus  the  frenzy  ruled  him,  till  the  wind 
BrushM  the  fond  pictures  from  the  stagnant  mind. 

He  told  of  bloody  fights,  and  how  at  length 
The  rage  of  battle  gave  his  spirits  strength : 
T  was  in  the  Indian  seas  his  limb  he  lost. 
And  he  was  lefl  halfldead  upon  the  coast ; 
But  living  gainM  *mid  rich  aspiring  men, 
A  fair  subsistence  by  his  ready  pen. 
•*  Thus,"  he  continaed,  "  pass'd  unvaried  years, 
Without  events  producing  hopes  or  fears." 
Augmented  pay  projcured  him  decent  wealth. 
But  years  advancing  undermined  his  health ; 
Then  oft-times  in  delightful  dream  he  flew 
To  England's  shore,  and  scenes  his  childhood  knew: 
He  saw  his  parents,  saw  his  favVite  maid, 
No  feature  wrinkled,  not  a  charm  decay*d ; 
And  thus  excited,  in  his  bosom  rose 
A  wish  so  strong,  it  baffled  his  repose ; 
Anxious  he  felt  on  English  earth  to  lie ; 
To  view  his  native  soi^  and  there  to  die. 

He  then  described  the  gloom,  the  dread  he  found. 
When  first  he  landed  on  the  chosen  ground. 
Where  undefined  was  all  he  hoped  and  fear'd. 
And  how  confused  and  troabled  all  appeared ; 


His  thoughts  in  past  and  present  scenes  empk(y*d« 
All  views  in  future  blighted  and  destroy'd : 
His  were  a  medley  of  bewild'riag  themesi. 
Sad  as  realities,  and  wild  as  dreams. 

Here  bis  relation  closes,  but  his  mind 
Flies  back  again  sokne  resting-place  to  find ; 
Thus  silent,  musing  through  the  day,  he  sees 
His  children  sporting  by  those  lofty  trees,  ' 
Their  mother  singing  in  the  shady  scene. 
Where  the  fresh  springs  burst  o*er   tlie  livdy 

green; — 
So  strong  his  eager  fancy,  he  affrights 
The  faithfiil  widow  by  its  powerful  flighU ; 
For'  what  disturbs  him  he  aloud  will  tell, 
And  cry — ^  'Tis  she,  my  wife  !  my  Isabel ! 
Where  are  my  children  7" — Judith  grieves  to  hetr 
How  the-soul  works  in  sorrows  so  severe ; 
Assiduous  all  his  wishes  to  attend. 
Deprived  of  much,  he  yet  may  boast  a  friend ; 
Watch'd  by  her  care,  in  sleep,  his  spirit  taketf 
Its  flight,  and  watchful  finds  her  when  he  wakes. 

^T  is  now  her  office ;  her  attention  see ! 
While  her  friend  sleejw  beneath  that  shading  tree. 
Careful  she  guards  him  fh>m  the  glowing  bttt, 
And  pensive  muses  at  her  Allen's  feet 

And  where  is  he  t  Ah!  doubtless  in  those  seeaei 
Of  his  best  days,  amid  the  vivid  greens, 
Fresh  with  unnumber'd  riils,  where  ev'iy  file 
Breathes  the  rich  firagrance  of  the  neighb'rmg  vale  ; 
Smiles  not  his  wife,  and  listens  ss  there  comes 
The  night-bird^s  music  from  the  thickening  glooms  T 
And  as  he  sits  with  all  these  treasures  nigh, 
Blaze  not  with. -fairy  light  tlie  phosohor-fly. 
When  like  a  sparkling  gem  it  wheels  illumined  by  f 
This  is  the  joy  that  now  so  plainly  speaks 
In  the  warm  transient  flushing  of^his  cheeks ; 
For  he  is  listening  to  the  fimcied  noise 
Of  his  own  children,  eager  in  their  joys : 
All  this  he  feels,  a  dream*s  delusive  bins 
Gives  the  expression,  and  the  glow  like  thie. 
And  now  his  Judith  lays  her  knitting  by. 
These  strong  emotions  in  her  friend  to  spy; 
For  she  can  fully  of  their  nature  deem— > 
But  see !  he  breaks  the  leoff-protracted  theme, 
And  wakes  and  cries^'«Sfy  God!  Hwas  but  a 
dream." 


TALE  III. 


THE  GENTLEMAN  FARMEB. 

PaoM  then, 
And  wcith  thy  ralue  whh  as  trw  hand ; 
If  thou  baMt  raisd  hr  thy  «rtiiiiatioa, 
Thoa  dott  deaenrb  eDOSf  h. 

JtfiBrcAoiU  nf  Foitec,  set  ii,  tOMM  7. 

Beeams  I  will  not  do  then  wronc  to  mwtnuS  soy,  I  will  < 
nyMir  the  rifht  to  tnMt  none:  and  the  fine  is  (for  whkkl  n 
go  tbe  finef).  1  will  live  a  bachelor. 

'    JIfvcA  Aio  abirtU  JiTetkimM,  act  I,  eoeDe  S. 

Throw  phytie  to  thedofi.  I  'II  noos  of  it. 

aet  ▼,  aceae  3. 
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I  are,  u  he  then  wmi.  mifhtjr ; 
AbA  km  perfbnnMioe.  m  he  now  ie,  aoUiiof . 


GwTN  wa>  a  fanner,  whom  the  f«rme»  all, 
Who  dwelt  aroand,  the  Gentleman  would  call ; 
Whether  in  pure  humility  or  pride, 
Thej  only  knew*  and  they  would  not  decide. 

Far  diff*rent  he  from  that  dull  plodding  tribe, 
Whcsift  it  was  his  amusement  to  describe ; 
Creatures  no  more  enliTenM  than  a  clod. 
Bat  treading  still  as  their  dull  Others  trod ; 
Who  lived  in  times  when  not  a  man  had  seen 
Gom  sown  by  drill,  or  threshM  by  a  machine : 
He  was  of  those  whose  skill  assigns  the  prize 
For  creatures  fed  in  pens^  and  stalls,  and  sties; 
And  who,  in  places  where  improvers  meet, 
To  fill  the  hmd  with  fatness,  had  a  seat ; 
Who  in  large  mansions  live  like  petty  kings, 
And  speak  of  fkrms  but  as  amusing  things ; 
Whd  plans  encourage,  and  who  journals  keep^ 
And  talk  with  lords  about  a  breed  of  sheep. 

Two  are  the  species  in  this  genus  known ; 
One,  who  is  rich  in  his  profession  grown. 
Who  yearly  finds  his  ample  stores  increase. 
From  ibrtane*8  ftvours  and  a  favouring  lease ; 
Who  rides  his  hunter,  who  his  house  adorns ; 
Who  drinks  his  wine,  and  his  disbursements  scorns ; 
Who  freely  fives,  and  loves  to  show  he  can— 
Hus  is  the  fiinner  made  the  gentleman. 

The  second  species  from  the  world  is  sent, 
Tired  with  its  strife,  or  with  his  wealth  content; 
In  books  and  men  beyond  the  former  read, 
To  &rming  solely  by  a  passion  led, 
Or  by  a  fashion :  curious  in  his  land ; 
Now    planning    much,  now  changing  what  he 

plannM;    . 
Pleased  by  each  trial,  not  by  failures  vex*d, 
And  ever  certain  to  succeed  the  next ; 
Quick  to  resolve,  and  easy  to 
^lis  is  the  gentleman  a 


Gvyn  was  of  these ;  he  from  the  world  withdiww 
£irly  in  life,  his  reasons  known  to  few ; 
Some  disappointment  said,  some  pure  good  sense, 
The  love  of  land,  the  press  of  indolenoe ; 
His  fi>rtime  known,  and  coming  to  retire. 
If  not  a  ikrmer,  men  had  call'd  him  *squire. 

For^  and  five  his  years,  no  child  or  wife 
CbossM  the  stin  tenour  of  his  chosen  life ; 
Much  land  he  forishased,  planted  fiir  around. 
And  let  some  poFtions  of  superfluous  ground 
To  (hrmers  near  him,  not  displeased  to  say, 
"My  tenants,**,  nor  **our  wgrthy  kndlord,'*  they. 

FixM  in  his  frrm,  he  soon  displayM  his  skill 
h  smaU-hooed  lambs,  the  horse-hoe,  and  the  drill ; 
From  these  he  rose  to  themes  of  nobler  kind, 
Aid  sfaow*d  the  riches  qta,  fertile  mind ; 
To  aO  around  their  visits  he  repaid. 
And  thus  his  mansion  and  himself  display*d. 
Rb  rooms  were  stately,  rather  fine  than  neat. 
And  guests  politely  <SidlM  his  house  a  seat ; 
At  moeh  expense  was  ^ch  apartment  grateed,  ' 
Htt  taste  was  fforgeootf,  hot  it  siill  was  taste ; 
13» 


In  full  festeons  the  crimson  curtains  fell. 
The  sofas  rose  in  bold  elastic  swell ; 
Mirrors  in  gilded  frames  displayM  the  tints 
Of  glowing  carpets  and  of.ooloUrM  prints ; 
The  weary  eye  saw  every  object  shine. 
And  all  was  costly,  fiincifhl,  and  floe. 

As  with  his  friends  he  passM  the  social  hburs, 
His  generous  spirit  scornM  to  hide  its  powers ; 
Powers  unexpected,  for  his.  eye  and  air 
Gave  no  sure  si^ns  that  eloquence  was  therp ; 
Oft  he  began  with  sudden  fire  and  force,  ^ 

As  loth  to  lose  occasion  for  discourse  ; 
9ome,  *t  is  observed,  who  feel  a  wish  to  speak. 
Will  a  due  place  for  Introduction  seek ; 
Ob  to  their  purpose  step  by  step  they  steal. 
And  all  their  way,  by  certain  signals,  feel ; 
Others  plunge  in  at  once,  and  never  heed 
Whose  turn  they  take,  whose  purpose  they  impede ; 
Resolved  to  shine,  they  hasten  to  begin. 
Of  ending  thoughtless — and  of  these  was  Gwyn. 
And  thus  he  spake-— 

**  It  grieves  me  to  the  seal 
To  see  how  man  submits  to  man's  control ; 
How  overpower*d  and  shackled  minds  are  led 
In  vulgar  tracks,  and  to  submission  bred  ; 
The  coward  never  on  himself  relies. 
But  to  an  equal  for  assistance  flies ; 
Man  yields  to  cnstom  as  he  bows  to  fete, 
In  all  things  ruled-Hmind,  body,  and  estate ; 
In  pain,  in  sickness,  we  fbr  cure  apply 
To  them  we  know  not,  and  we  know  not  why ; 
But  that  the  creature  has  some  jargon  read, 
And  got  some  Scotchman's  system  in  his  head ; 
Some  grave  impostor,  who  will  health  insure,   . 
Long  as  your  patience  or  your  wealth  endure ; 
But  mark  them  well,  the  pale  and  sickly  crew. 
They  have  not  health,  and  can  they  give  it  you  / 
These  solemn  cheats  their  various  methods  choose ; 
A  system  fires  them,  as  a  bard  his  muse : 
Hence  wordy  wars  arise ;  the  leam'd  diride, 
And  groBDing  patients  curse  each  erring  guide. 

**  Next,  our  afiairs  are  govem-d,  buy  or  aeiU, 
Upon  the  deed  the  law  must  fix  its  spell ; 
Whether  we  hire  or  let,  we  must  have  still 
The  dubious  aid  of  an  attorney's  skill ; 
They  take  a  part  in  every  man's  affiurs. 
And  in  all  business  some  concern  is  thein; 
Because  mankind  in  ways  prescribed  are  found. 
Like  flocks  that  follow  on  a  beaten  ground. 
Each  abject  nature  in  the  way  proceeds, 
That  now  to  shearing,  now  to  slaughter  leads. 

**  Should  you  offend,  though  meaning  no  offenoe^ 
You  have  no  safety  in  your  innocence ; 
The  statute  broken  then  is  placed  in  view, 
And  men  must  pay  for  crimes  they  never  knew ; 
Who  would  by  law  regain  his  plunder'd  storey 
Would  pick  up  feUen  merc'ry  from  the  fleer; 
If  he  pursue  it, .here  and  there  it  slides; 
He  would  collect  it,  but  it  more  dirides ; 
This  part.and  this  he  stopa,  but  still  in  vain. 
It  slips  aside,  and  breaks  in  parts  again ; 
Till,  after  time  and  pains,  and  ca^e  and  cost. 
He  finds  his  labour  and  his  object  lost 

**  But  most  it  grieves  me  (friends  alone  are  round) 
To  see  a  man  in  priestly  fetters  bound : 
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Guides  to  the  soul,  tliese  friends  of  Heaven  contrive, 
Long  as  man  lives,  to  keep  his  fears  alive ; 
Spon  as  an  in&nt  breathes,  their  rites  he|[in ; 
Who  kno«^  not  sinning,  must  be  freed  from  sin ; 
Who  needs  no  bond,  must  yet  engage  in  vows ; 
Who  has  no  judgment^^must  a  creed  espouse: 
Advanced  in  life,  qur  boys  are  bound  by  rules. 
Are    catechised  in  churches,  cloisters,  schools, 
And  train'd  in  thraldom  to  be  fit  for  tools : 
The  vouth  grown  up,  he  now  a  partner  needs. 
And  10 !  a  priest,  as  soon  as  he  succeeds. 
What  man  of  sense  con  marriage-rites  approve  7 
What  man  of  spirit  can  be  bound  to  love  f 
Forced  to  be  kind !  compellM  to  be  sincere ! 
Bo  chains  and  fetters  make  companions  dear  ? 
Pris'ners  indeed  we  bind ;  but  though  the  bond 
May  keep  them  safe,  it  does  not  mue  them  fond ; 
The  rin^,  the  vow,  the  witness,  license,  prayers, 
AH  parties  known  !  made  public  all  affairs  \ 
Such  forms  men  suffer,  and  from  these  they  date 
A  deed  of  love  begun  with  all  they  hate : 
Absurd !  that  none  the  beaten  road  should  phun. 
But  love  to  do  what  other  dupes  have  done. 

■^Well,  BOW  your  priest  has  made  you  one  of 
twain. 
Look  von  for  rest  t  Alas !  yon  look  in  viin. 
If  sick,  he  ootnes ;  you  cannot  die  in  peace, 
Till  he  attends  to  witness  your  release ; 
To  vex  your  voul,  and  urge  you  to  oonfesi 
The  sins  you  foel,  remember,  or  can  guess :     * 
Nay,  when  departed,  to  your  gvave  he  goesf 
But  there  indeed  he  hurts  not  your  repose. 

**  Such  are  our  burthens ;  part  we  must  sustain. 
But  need  not  link  new  grievance  to  the  chain : 
Yet  men  like  idiots  will  their  frames  surround 
With  these  vile  shackles,  nor  cdnfoss  they  'rebound : 
In  all  that  most  confines  them  thev  confide, 
Thehr  slavery  boast,  and  make  their  bonds  their 

pride; 
£*en  as  the  pressure  galls  them,  they  deolaie, 
(Good  souls !)  how  happy  and  how  free  they  are ! 
As  madmen,  pointing  round  their  wretehM  Cells, 
Cry,  *  Lo !  tlM  palace  where  our  honour  dwells,* 

**  Such  is  oor  steto :  but  I  resolve  to  five 
B^  rules  my  reason  and  my  feelings  give ; 
No  legal  guards  shall  keep  enthraHM  my  mind. 
No  claves  oonunand  me,  and  no  teachers  blind. 

**  Tempted  by  sins,  let  me  their  strength  defy. 
But  have  no  second  in  a  surplice  by  ( 
No  bottle-holder,  with  officious  aid. 
To  comfort  conscience,  weaken'd  and  afraid  : 
Then  if  I  yield,  my  frailty  is  pot  known; 
And,  if  I  stand,  the  glory  is  my  own. 

**  When  Truth  and  Reason  are  our  firiends,  we 
seem 
Mire !  awake !— the  superstitions  dream. 


•*0h!  then,  lair  Truth,  for  thee  alone  I 
Friend  to  the  wise,  supporter  of  the  weak  ; 
Fiom  thee  we  learn  whatever  is  ri^ht  and  just; 
Forms  to  despise,  profossions  to  distrust ; 
Creeds  to  reject,  pretensions  to  deride. 
And  foDowing  thee,  to  follow  none  beside.** 


Such  was  the  speech^  it  struck  tipon  the  ter 
Like  sudden  thunder,  none  expect  to  hear. 
He  saw  men*s  wonder  with  a  manlj  pride. 
And  gravely  sn^iled  at  guest  electrified : 
•*  A  ftrmer  this  !*'  they  said,  •«Oh !  ksthim  seek 
That  place  where  he  may  for  his  country  speak ; 
On  some  great  question  to  harangue  £ot  hours, 
While  speakers  hearing,  envy  nobler  powers  !** , 

Wisdom  like  this,  as  all  things  rich  and  rar^ 
Must  be  acquired  with  pains,  and  kept  with  care ; 
In  books  he  sought  it,  which  his  friends  mijgbt  view^ 
When  their  kind  host  the  guarding  curtain  diew. 
There  were  historic  works  for  graver  hours. 
And  lighter  verse,  to  spur  the  languid  powers ; 
There  metephysics, logic  there  h^  place; 
But  of  devotion  not  a  single  trace — 
Save  what  is  taught  in  Gibbon's  florid  page, 
And  other  guides  of  this  inquiring  age ; 
There  Hume  appear'd,  and  near,  a  splendid  book 
Cbmposed  by  Gay*s  good  Lord  of  Bolingbroke : 
With  these  were  mix*d  the  light,  the  free,  the  vaia^ 
And  from  a  comer  peep*d  the  si^  Tom  Paine: 
Here  four  neat  volumes  Chesterfield  were  named. 
For  manners  much  and  easy  morals  fiunted ; 
With  chaste  Memoirs  of  Females,  to  be  read 
When  deeper  studies  had  oonfiised  tise  head. 

Such  his  resources,  treasures  where  he  nogiil 
For  dailv  knowledge  till  his  mind  w^a  fi»i^t  t 
Then  when  his  friends  were  present,  for  their  ute 
He  woidd  the  richea  he  had  stared  produce ; 
He  found  his  lamp  bum  clearer,  when  eadi  day 
He  drew  for  all  he  purposed  to  display : 
For  these  occasions,  forth  his  knowledge  sprung. 
As  mustard  quickens  on  a  bed  of  dung ; 
All  was  prepared,  and  gueste  allow*d  the  praise. 
For  what  they  saw  he  could  so  quickly  i 


Such  this  new  friend ;  and  when  the  yeer  came 
round. 
Hie  same  impressive,  reasoning  sage  was  found : 
Then,  too,  was  seen  the  pleasant  mansion  graced    . 
With  a  fair  dameel — his  no  vulgar  teste ; 
The  n^t  Rebecca — sly,  observant,  stifl. 
Watching  his  eye,  and  waiting  on  his  will; 
Simple  vet  smart  her  dress,  her  manners  meek. 
Her  smiles  spoke  for  her,  she  would  seldom  speak  t 
But  watoh*d  each  look,  each  meaning  to  detect. 
And  (pleased  with  notice)  folt  for  alTnegleci 

With  her  lived  G^wyn  a  sweet  harmonious  life. 
Who,  forms  excepted,  was  a  cbarmiE^  wifo : 
The  wives  indeed,  so  made  by  vulgarlaw, 
Afiected  scorn,  and  censured  what  they  saw ; 
And  what  they  saw  not,  fancied ;  said  *t  waa  am. 
And  took  no  notice  of  the  wifo  of  Gwyn : 
But  he  despised  their  rudeness,  and  would  prove 
Theirs  was  compulsion  and  distrast,  net  k>ve ; 
** Fools  as  they  were!    could  they  oonoeive  that 

rbgs 
And  parsons*  Ueasings  were  substantial  thinge  ?** 
They  answer*d  '*Yes;**  while  he  contemptnow 

spoke 
Of  the  low  notions  held  by  simple  folk ; 
Yet,  strange  that  anger  in  a  man  so  wiae 
Should  fi^m  the  notions  of  these  fools  arise  ; 
Can  they  so  vex  us,  whom  weso  deepaw) 
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Bkwpe  as  be  was,  our  hero  felt  a  dread 
Lest  thoee  -wbo  saw  him  kind  shoold  think  him  led ; 
If  to  hia  boBom  fear  a  visit  paid. 
It  was,  kit  he  shoold  be  aupposed  afraid ; 
Henoe  sprati^  his  orders;  not  that  he  desired 
The  things  when  done  t  oibodienpe  he  required ; 
And  thus,  to  prove- his  absolufe  eommand; 
Ruled  every  heart,  and  ^loved  each  snbjeot  hand, 
Assent  he  ask'd  for  every  word  and  whim. 
To  prove  that  he  alone  tods  king  cf  Mm. 

The  still  Rebecca,  who  her  station  knew. 
With  ease  resipn'd  the  honpors.  not  her  due ; 
WeQ  phased,  the  saw  that  men  her  board  would 

grace. 
And  wisfa'd  sot  there  to  see  a  female  ftoe ; 
When  by  her  lover  she  hb  spoose  was  styled, 
Polite  abe  thooght  it,  and  demurely  smiled ; 
Bot  wImb  he  wanted  wives  and  maidens  round 
So  to  regard  her,  she  grew  grave,  and  ftownM ; 
And   sofiselnes  whiBper*£— •*  Why  shoold   yon 

Thmm  people's  ttotioHs,  yet  their  forms  reject  V* 

Gwyn,  thoqgh  from  marriage  bond  and  fetter 
firee. 
Still  feU  abridgment  in  his  liberty ; 
Som^hiag  of  hesitation  he  betray*d, 
And  in  her  presence  thoiwht  of  what  he  said. 
Thns  &ir  Bebeoca,  though  she  waJk'd  astray, 
Hir  creed  refecting,  judged  it  right  to  pray ; 
To  be  at  chnrch,  to  sit  with  serious  looks, 
To  rend  her  Bible  and  her  Sunday-books : 
She  hated  all  those  new  and  daring  themes, 
Aid  callM  his  feee  oonjetitores,  **  devil's  drMms  ^ 
She  hoooor'd  still  the  priesthood  in  her  fell. 
And  claimed  respect  and  reverence  for  them  all ; 
ChlTd  them  **  of  sin*s  destructive  power  the  fees. 
And  mM  such  blockheads  as  be  might  suppose.** 
Gwyn  to  bis  friends  would  smile,  and  sametimes  say, 
*T  is  a  kind  feol,  whv  vex  her  in  her  wa^ 7**  . 
Ber  way  she  took,  and  still  had  more  in  view, 
For  she  ootitrived  that  he  should  take  it  too. 
The  daring  freedom  of  his  soul,  *t  was  plain, 
In  part  was  lost  in  a  divided  reign ; 
A  kio^  and  queen,  who  yet  in  prudence  swav'd 
Hieir  peaceful  state,  and  were  m  turn  obeyed.    . 

Yet  such  our  fate,  that  when  we  plan  the  best, 
SometMng  arises  to  disturb  our  rest : 
For  tbongh  in  spirits  high,  in  body  stroiig, 
Gwyn   something  feltn-he  knew  not  whatp-^was 

He  wished  to  know,  fer  he  believed  the  thing, 
if  onremovad,  would  other  evil  brioff : 
*Sbe  most  perceive,  of  late  he  could  not  eat. 
And  when  he  walked,  he  trembled  on  his  feet ; 
ht  had  forebodings,  and  he  seem'd  as  one 
Stopp'd  on  the  roid,  or  threaten*d  by  a  dun ; 
He  could  not  live,  and  yet,  should  he  apply 
To  those  physiciane — ^he  must  sooner  die.** 

The  m3d  Rebecca  heard  with  some  disdain. 
And  some  distress,  her  friend  and  lord  complain ; 
His  death  she  fear*d  not,  but  had  painful  doubt 
What  his  distemper*d  nerves  might  bring  about; 
Widi  power  like  here  she  dread^  an  tflly. 
And  yet  there  wm  a  person  in  her  eye ; — 


She  thought,  debated,  fix*d—»  Alas  !*'  the  said, 
"  A  case  uke  yx>urs  n»uat  be  no  more  delay 'd : 
You  bate  these  doctors :  well !  but  were  a  friend 
And  doctor  one^  your  fears  would  have  an  end : 
My  cousin  McUetr-^cotland  holds  him  now — 
Is.  above  all  men  skillul,  all  allow ; 
Of  late  a  doctor,  and  within  a  while 
He  lYieans  to  settle  in  this  favoured  isle ; 
Should  he  attend  you,  with  his  skill  profound. 
You  most  be  safe,  and  shortly  would  be  sound.** 

When  men  in  health  against  phjrsicians  rail. 
They  should  consider  that  their  nerves  may  fell ; 
Who  Qalls  a  lawyer  rogue,  may  find,  too  late. 
On  one  of  these  depends  his  whole  estate : 
Nay,  when  the  world  can  nothing  more  produce^ 
The  priest,  th*  insulted  priest,  may  have  his  use ; 
Ease,  health,  and  comfort,  lift  a  man  so  high. 
These  powers  are  dwarft  that  he  can  scarcSy  spy ; 
Fain,  sickness,  languor,  keep  a  man  so  low. 
That  these  neglected  dwarfs  to  giants  grow.  ' 
Happy  is  he  who  through  the  medium  sees 
Of  dear  good  sense— t^t  Gwyn  was  not  of  the^eb 

He  heard  and  he  rejoiced :  **  Ah !  let  him  oome» 
And  till  he  fixes,  make  my  boose  his  home.** 
Home  came  the  doctor^— be  was  much  admired ; 
He  told  the  patient  what  his  case  required } 
His  hours  for  sleep,  his  time  to  eat  and  drink ; 
When  he  should  ride,  read,  rest,  compose,  or  thlnkt 
Thus  join*d  peculiar  skill  and  art  profound. 
To  make  the  fency^ck  no  inore  than  fancy-sound 

With  such  attention,  who  eould  long  be  iU  7 
Returning  health  proclaim*d  the  doctor's  skilL 
Presents  and  praises  from  a  grateful  heart 
Were  freely  offered  on  the  patient's  part ; 
In  high  repute  the  doctor  seem*d  to  stand. 
But  still  had  got  no  footing  in  the  land ; 
And,  as  he  saw  the  seat  was  rich  and  fair. 
He  felt  disposed  to  fix  his  station  there : 
To  gain  his  purpose  he  perform*d  the  part 
Of  a  good  actor,  and  prepared  to  start; 
Not  like  a  traveller  in  a  day  serene, 
When  the  sun  shone  and  when  the  roads  were  clean : 
Not  like  the  pilgrim,  when  the  morning  grey. 
The  ruddy  ev^  succeeding,  sends  his  way ; 
But  in  a  season  when  the  sharp  east  wind 
Had  all  its  influence  on  a  nervous  mind ; 
When  pest  the  parlour's  front  it  fiercely  blew. 
And  Gwyn  sat  pitpng  every  bird  that  flew. 
This  strange  physician  said-—**  Adieu !  adieu ! 
Farewell! — Heaven  bless  you!—- if  you  should— 

but  no. 
You  need  not  feor — ^ferewell !  *t  is  time  to  go." 

The  doctor  spoke ;  and  as  the  patient  heard. 
His  old  disorders  (dreadfiil  train !)  appear'd ; 
^  He  felt  the  tingling  tremor,  and  the  stress 
Upon  his  nerves  that  he  could  not  express ; 
Should  his  good  fi-iend  forsake  him,  he  perhaps 
Might  meet  his  death,  and  surely  a  relapte.'* 

So,  as  the  doctor  seem*d  intent  to  part. 
He  cried  in  terror — ^^Oh !  be  where  thou  art: 
Come,  thou  art  young,  and  unengaged ;  oh-!  eome^ 
Make  me  thy  fHend,  give  comfort  to  mine  home ; 
I  have  now  symptoms  that  require  thine  aid. 
Do,  doctor,  8tay"~-th'  obliging  doctor  stay*d. 
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Thas  GWyn  was  happy ;  he  had  now  a  friend. 
And  a  meek  spouse  on  whom  he  could  depend : 
But  now  posBesa*d  o^  male  and  female  guide. 
Divided  power  he  thus  must  subdivide : 
In  earlier  days  he  rode,  or  sat  at  ease  ' 
Reclined,  and  having  bat  himself  to  please ; 
Now  if  he  would  a  &vVite  nag  bestride 
He  sought  permission — "  Doctor,  may  I  ride  ?" 
(Rebecca*k  eye  her  sovereign  pleasure  told)— 
^  I  think  you  may,  but  vuarded  from  the  cold. 


Ride  forty  minutes." — Free  and  happy  sool ! 
He  scorn*  d  submission,  and  n  man^s  control ; 
But  where  such  friends  in  every  care  unite 
All  for  his  good,  obedience  is  delight. 

Now  Gwyn  a  sultan  bade  affairs  adieu, 
Led  and  assisted  by  the  faithful  two ; 
The  favourite  fair,  Rebecca,  near  him  sat. 
And  whispered  whom  to  love,  assist,  or  hate ; 
While  the  chief  vizier  eased  his  lord  of  cares. 
And  bore  himself  the  burden  of  affairs :        , 
No  dangers  could  from  such  alliance  flow, 
But  from  that  law,  that  changes  all  below. 


ground, 

And  men  were  coughing  all  the  village  round ; 
When  public  papers  of  invasion  told. 
Diseases,  famines,  perils  new  and  old ; 
When  philosophic  writers  failed  to  clear 
The  mind  of  gloom,  and  lighter  works  to  cheer ; 
Then  came  firesh  terrors  on  our  heroes  mind — 
Fears  unforeseen,  and  feelings  undefined. 

**  In  outward  ills,"  he  cried,  **  I  rest  aasufed 
Of  my  fViend^s  aid ;  thej  will  in  time  be  cured :  • 
But  can  his  art  subdue,  resist,  control 
These  inward  griefs  and  troubles  of  the  soul  ? 
Oh !  my  Rebecca !  my  disordered  mind. 
No  help  in  study,  none  in  thought  can  find ; 
What  must  I  do,  Rebecca  7"  She  proposed 
The  parish.guide ;.  but  what  could  be  disclosed 
To  a  proud  priest  ?— "  No !  him  have  I  defied, 
Insulted,  slighted—shall  he  be  my  guide  7 
But  one  tiiere  is,  and  if  report  be  just, 
A  wise  good  man,  whom  I  may  safely  trust; 
Who  goes  from  house  to  house,  from  ear  to  ear. 
To  make  bis  truths,  his  Gospel  trutlis, appear; 
True  if  indeed  they  be,  *t  is  time  that  I  should  hear  : 
Send  for  <that  man ;  and  if  report  be  just, 
I,  like  Cornelius,  will  the  teacher  trust ; 
But  if  deceiver*  I  the  vile  deceit 
Shall  soon  discover,  and.  discharge  the  cheat** 

To  Doctor  MoUet  was  the  grief  confessed, 
While  Gwyn  the  freedom  of  his  mind  ezpress'd ;  , 
Yet  own*d  it  was  to  ills  and  errors  prone. 
And  he  for  guilt  and  frailty  must  atone. 
"  My  books,  perhaps,**  the  wav*ring  mortal  cried, 

'  **  Like  men  deceive— I  would  be  satisfied ; 
And  to  my  soul  the  pious  man  may  bring 

'  (^mfort  and  light— do  let  me  try  the  thing.'* 

The  cousins  met,  what  passM  with  Gwyn  was 
told :  .  ^ 

' "  Alas  1**  the  doctor  said,  "  how  hard  to  hold     ' 
These  easy  minds,  where  all  impressions  made 
.At  first  sink  deeply,  and  then  quickly  fade ; 


For  while  so  stroiig  these  new-born  fancies  reigBt 
We  most  divert  them,  to  oppose  is  vain : 
You  see  him  valiant  now,  be  scorns  to  heed 
The  bigoVs  threat*nings  or  the  zealot*s  creed; 
Shook  by  a  dream,  he  next  for  truth  receives 
What  frenzy  teaches,  and  what  fear  believes; 
And  this  wUl  place  him  in  the  power  of  one 
Whom  we  must  seek,  because  we  cannot  jduin.** 


Wisp  had  been  ostler  at  a  busy  inn, 
Where  be  beheld  and  grew  in  dread  of  sin ; 
Then  to  a  Baptists*  meeting  found  his  way. 
Became  a  convert,  and  was  taught  to  pray ; 
Then  preach*d ;  and  being  earnest  and  sinQere* 
Brought  other  sinners  to  religious  fear : 
Together  grew  his  influence  and  his  fiune. 
Till  our  dejected  hero  heard  his  name  : 
His  little  failings  were,  a  grain  of  pride. 
Raised  by  the  numbers  he  presumed  to  guide : 
A  love  of  presents,  and  of  lof^  {Hraise 
For  his  meek  spirit  and  his  humble  ways ; 
But  though  this  spirit  would  on  flattery  feed. 
No  praisecould  blind  him  and  no  vts  misleaid>— 
To  him  the  doctor  made  the  wishes  known 
When  wint*ry  winds  with  leaves  bestrew*d  thejOf  his  good  patron,  but  ooncei]*d  his  own 


He  of  all  teachers  had  distrust  and  doubt, 

And  was  reserved  in  what  he  came  about ; 

Though  on  a  plain  and  simple  message  sent* 

He  had  a  secret  and  a  bold  intent:  - 

Their  nainds  at  first  were  deeply  veiPd ;  disguias 

Form'd  the  slow  speech,  and  oped  the  eager  eyes  ; 

Till  by  degrees  sufficient  light  was  thrown 

On  .every  view,  and  all  the  business  shown. 

Wisp,  or  a  skilful  guide  who  led  the  blind. 

Had  powers  to  rule  and  awe  the  vapourish  mind  ; 

But  not  the  changeful  will,  the  wavering  fear  to 

bind: 
And  should  his  conscience  rive  htm  leave  to  dwdl 
With  QwyUy  and  every  rival  power  expel 
(A  dubious  point),  yet  he,  with  every  care. 
Might  soon  the  lot  of  the  rejected  share ; 
And  other  Wisps  be  found  likfe  him  to  reign. 
And  then  be  thrown  upon  the  world'again : 
He  -thought  it  prudent  then,  and  felt  it  just. 
The  present  guides  of  his  new  friend  to  trusty  s 
True,  he  conceived,  to  touch  the  harder  heart 
Of  the  cod  doctor,  was  beyond  his  art ; 
But  mild  Rebecca  he  could  surely  sway. 
While  Gwyn  would  follow  where  she  led  the  way  : 
86  to  do  good,  (and  why  a  duty  shun. 
Because  rewarded  for  the  good  when  done  7) 
He  with  his  friends  would  join  in  all  they  planned. 
Save  when  his  faith  or  feelings  should  withstand  ; 
There  he  must  rest,  sole  judge  of  his  aflfturs. 
While  they  might  rule  exclusively  in  theirs. 

When  Gwyn  his  message  to  the  teacher  sent. 
He  fear*d  his  friends  would  show  their  discontent; 
And  prudent  seem*d  it  to  th*  attendant  pair. 
Not  all  at  once  to  show  an  aspect  fair : 
On  Wisp  they  seem'd  to  look  with  jealous  eye, 
And  fair  Rebecca  was  demure  and  shy  ; 
But  by  degrees  the  teacher*s  worth  they  knew. 
And  were  so  kind,  they  seem*d  converted  too. 

Wisp  took  occasion  to  the  nymph  ts  say, 
You  must  be  married :  will  you  name  the  day  ?* 
She  smiled,—"  »T  is  well ;  but  should  he  not  comply. 
Is  it  quite  saf^  th*  experiment  to  try  ?*'— 
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*3ij  child,**  the  teacher  said,  ^  who  feels  remorse, 
(And  feels  not  he  ?)  must  wish  relief  of  course ; 
And  can  he  find  it,  while  he  fears  the  crime  ? — 
You  roust  be  married ;  will  you  name  the  time  7*^ 

Glad  was  the  patron  as  a  man  could  be, 


Yet  marvcird  too,  to  find  his  guides  agree  ; 
«Bat  what  the  cause?"  he  eried;  *«*tis  £ 


love  ibr  me.** 


genuine 


Each  &und  his  part,  and  let  one  act  describe 
Hie  powers  and  honours  of  th*  accordant  tribe : — 
A  man  for  favour  to  the  mansion  speeds. 
And  cons  his  threefold  task  as  he  proceeds ; 
To  teacher  Wisp  he  bows  with  humble  air. 
And  begs  his  interest  for  a  barn's  repair : 
Tben  &  the  doctor  he  inquires,  who  loves 
To  hear  applause  for  what  his  skill  improves, 
And  gives  for  praise,  assent, — and  to  the  fair 
He  brings  of  puflets  a  delicious  pair; 
Thus  sees  a  peasant  with  discernment  nice. 
And  love  of  power,  conceit,  and  avarice. 

Lo!  now   the  change  complete:  the  convert 
Gwvn 
Has  sold  his  books,  and  has  renounced  his  sin ; 
MoUet  his  body  orders.  Wisp  his  soul, 
And  o*er  his  purse  the  lady  takes  control ; 
No  friends  b^idc  he  needs,  and  none  attend — 
Soul,  body,  and  estate,  has  each  a  friend ; 
And  &ir  Rebecca  leads  a  virtuous  life— 
She  mles  a  mistrese,  and  she  reigns  a  wife. 


TALE  IV. 


PBOCRASmNATION. 

HaavSBwitDM 
I  hmn  been  to  yoa  evw  trae  and  banbls. 

Hcmry  VJIL  act  it.  9omt  4. 

GsBtlslady.    " 
WhflB  fiist  I  did  impart  my  love  to  roe, 
Ifipadr  told  rsB  all  the  wealth  I  had. 

Mwrtiumi  nf  Fimiee,  act  UL  aoeoea. 
The  fatal  time 
Call  oir  all  eenntoiiiei  and  Towa  of  Ioto, 
Aad  ample  iwlewhame  of  ■weetdieconxM, 
Which  so  lose  aondet'd  fiieoda  aheaU  dwell  upon. 

Riekurd  III.  act  t.  aceiie  3. 
I  know  tlMO  not.  0I4  mas ;  ftH  to  thy  piayen. 
Hmrw  IV'  Part  8,  act  ▼.  aceno  6. 
Farewell, 
TImii  pare  impiety,  thoa  impioua  parity. 
For  thee  1  'II  lock  iu>  all  the  gatea  of  love. 

Jir«ek  ^i»  ab9ut  Jfotkmg,  aet  W.  aeone  8. 


Lovi  win  expire,  the  my,  the  happy  dream 
Will  torn  to  scorn,  indin'renoe,  or  esteem : 
Some  favoor'd  pairs,  in  this  exchange,  are  bl< 
Nor  sigh  for  raptures  in  a  state  of  rest; 
Othei^  ill-inateh*d,  with  minds  unpair'd,  repent 
At  once  the  deed,  and  know  no  more  content; 
From  joy  to  anguish  they,  in  haste,  decline, 
And  with  their  fondness,  their  esteem  resign :  ' 
More  luckless  still  their  fate,  wlio  are  the  prey 
Of  long-protracted  iiope  and  dull  deby ; 


•d. 


*Mid  plans  of  bliss  the  heavy  hour*  pass  on. 
Till  love  is  withered,  and  till  joy  is  gone. 

This  gentle  flame  two  youthful  hearts  possess'd, 
The  sweet  disturber  of  unenvied  rest : 
The  prudent  Dinah  was  the  maid  beloved, 
'And  the  kind  Rupert  was  the  swain  approved  : 
A  wealthy  aunt  her  gentle  niece  sustain'd, 
He  with  a  father,  at  his  desk  remain*d ; 
The  youthful  coaple,  to  their  vows  sincere. 
Thus  loved  expectant ;  year  sueoeeding  year. 
With  pleasant  views  and  hopes,  but  not  a  prospect 

near. 
Rupert  some  comfort  in  his  station  saw. 
But  the  poor  virgin  lived  in  dread  and  awe ; 
Upon  her  anxious  looks  the  widow  smiled. 
And  hade  her  wait,  "  for  she  was  yet  a  child.'^ 
She  for  her  neighbour  had  a  due  respect, 
Nor  would  his  son  encourage  or  reject ; 
And  thus  the  pair,  with  expectations  vam. 
Beheld  the  seasons  change  and  change  again ; 
Meantime  the  nymph  her  tender  tales  perused. 
Where  cruel  aunts  impatient  girls  refosed; 
While  hersy  though  teasing,  boasted  to  be  kind. 
And  she,  reeentmg,  io  be  ul  resigned. 

The  dame  was  sick^  and  when  the  youth  applied 
For  her  consent,  she  groan*d,  and  oough'd,  and 

cried: 
IVdk'd  of  departing^  and  again  her 'breath 
Drew  hard,  and  cou|rh*d,  and  talk*d  again  of  death : 
**  Here  you  may  live,  my  Dinah !  here  the  boy 
And  you  together  my  estate  enjoy  ;** 
Thus  to  the  lovers  was  her  mind  express*d, 
Till  they  forbore  to  urge  the  fond  request 

Servant^  and  nurse,  and  comforter,  and  friend, 
Dinah  had  still  some  duty  to  attend ; 
But  yet  their  walk.  When  Rupert's  evening  call 
ObtainM  an  hour,  made  sweet  amends  for  all ; 
So  long  they  now  each  other's  thoughts  had  known^ 
That  nothing  seem'd  exclusively  their  own  ; 
But  with  the  common  wish,  the  mutual  foor, 
They  now  had  travelled  to  their  thirtieth  year. 

At  length  a  prospect  openM — ^but,  alas! 
Long  time  must  yet,  before  the  union,  pass ; 
Rupert  was  call'd  in  other  dimes  t*  increase 
Another's  wealth,  and  toil  for  future  peace; 
Loth  were  the. lovers,  but  the  aunt  declared 
'T  was  fortune's  call,  and  they  must  be  prepared ; 
"  You  now  are  young,  and  for  this  brief  delay. 
And  Dinah's  care,  what  I  bequeath  will  pay ; 
All  will  be  yours ;  nay,  love,  suppress  that  sigh ; 
The  kind  must  suffer,  and  the  best  must  die :" 
Then  came  the  cough,  and  strong  the  signs  it  gato 
Of  holding  long  contention  with  the  grare. 

The  lovers  parted  with  a  gloomy  view. 
And  little  comfort  but  that  both  were  true ; 
He  for  uncertain  duties  doom'd  to  steer. 
While  hers  remjiin'd  loo  certain  and  severe. 

Letters  arrived,  and  Rupert  foirly  told 
**  His  cares  were  many,  and  his  hopes  were  cold , 
The  view  more  clouded,  that  was  never  foir. 
And  love  alone  preserved  him  from  despair  :'* 
In  other  letters  brighter  hopes  he  drew, 
**  His  Mends  were  kuid,  and  he  believed  them  true 
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When  the  tag^e  widow  Dinsh^s  prief  descried, 
Slie  wondered- much  why  one  bo  happy  sigh'd: 
Then  hade  her  see  how  her  poor  aunt  suatainM 
The  ills  of  life,  nor  murmur*d  nor  complainM. 
To  vary  pleasures,  from  the  lady^s  chest 
Were  drawn  the  pearl v  string  and  tabby  vest; 
&ads,  jewels,  laces,  all  their  value  shown, 
With  the  kind  notice— **  They  will  be  your  own." 

This  hope,  these  comforts,  cherishM  day  by  day. 
To  Dinah*8  bosom  made  a  gradual  way ; 
Till  love  of  treasure  had  as  large  a  part, 
As  love  of  Rupert,  in  the  virgin's  heart 
Whether  it  be  that  tender  passions  fail. 
From  their  own  nature,  while  the  strong  prevail ; 
Or  whether  avVice,  like  the  poison-tree,* 
Kills  all  beside  it,  and  alone  will  be ; 
Whatever  cause  prcvaiPd,  the  pleasure  gMw 
In  Dinah's  soul,— she  lovecf  the  hoards  to  view^ 
With  lively  joy  those  comforts  she  surveyed. 
And  love  grew  languid  in  the  careful  maid. 

Now  the  gnrve  niece  partook  the  widow's  oaret, 
liook'd  to  the  great  and  ruled  the  small  afiairs ; 
Saw  cleanM  the  plate,  arranged  the  china  show. 
And  ftilt  her  passion  for  a  shilling  grow : 
Th*  indulgent  aunt  increased  the  maid's  delight,  .• 
Bv  placing  tokens  of  her  wealth  in  sisrht ; 
She  loved  the  value  of  her  bonds  to  tell, 
And  spake  of  stocks,  and  how  they  rose  and  felL  . 

This  passion  grew,  and  gain'd  at  length  «uch 
sway, 
That  other  passions  shrank  to  make  it  way ; 
Romantic  notions  now  the  heart  forsook. 
She  read  but  seldom,  and  tht  changed  her  book ; 
And  for  the  verses  she  was  wont  to  send, 
Short  was  her  prose,  and  she  waA  Rupert's  friend. 
Seldom  she  wrote,  and  then  the  widow's  cough, 
And  constant  call,  excused  her  breaking  off; 
Who,  now  oppress'd,  no  longer  took  the  air, 
But  sate  and  dozed  upon  an  easy  chair. 
The  cautious  doctor  saw  the  case  was  dear. 
But  judged  it  best  to  have  companions  near ; 
They  came,  they  reason'd,  they  prescribed — at  last, 
Like  honest  men,  they  said  their  hopes  were  past; 
Then  came  a  priest— 'tis  comfort  to  reflect, 
When  all  is  over,  there  was  no  neglect; 
And  all  was  over^— by  her  husband's  bones, 
The  widow  rests  beneath  the  sculptured  stones. 
That  yet  record  their  fondness  and  their  fiime. 
While  all  they  left  the  virgin's  care  became ; 
Stock,  bonds,  and  buildings ;— itdieturb'd  her  rest. 
To  think  what  load  of  troubles  she  possess'd ! 
Yet,  if  a  trouble,  she  resolved  to  take 
Th'  important  duty,  for  the  donor's  sake; 
She  too  Was  heiress  to  the  widow's  taste, 
Her  love  of  hoarding,  and  her  dread  of  waste. 

Sometimes  the  past  would  on  her  mind  intrude, 
And  then  a  conflict  full  of  care  ensued ; 
The  thoughts  of  Rupert  on  her  mind  would  press. 
His  worth  she  knew,  but  doubted  his  success ; 


*  Attution  k  hen  made,  sot  to  tha  wail-known  tpeeMt  of  m- 
1IMC&,  oalled  the  potMO-oak,  or  UxieMUndron,  buUo  Iha  iipc«, 
or  poiaonHiaa  of  Java :  wbelber  it  be  real  or  imag inarf ,  tliii  is 
BO  oroper  place  for  inquirr* 


Of  old  shersaw  him  heedteris;  what  the  boy 

Forbore  to  save,  the  man  would  not  enjoy ; 

Oft  had  he  lost  the  chance  that  care  would  sein, 

Willing  to  live,  but  more  to  live  at  esse :  ' 

Yet  could  she  not  a  broken  vow  defend. 

And  Heav'n,  perhaps,  might  yet  enrich  her  fhend. 

Month  after  month  was  pass'd,  and  all  were  speaiA 
In  quiet  comfort  and  in  rich  content : 
Miseries  there  were,  and  woes  the  world  ar6and. 
But  these  had  not  her  pleasant  dweDing  found ; 
She  knew  that  mothers  grieved,  and  widows  wepC, 
And  she  Was  sorry,  said  her  lurayera,  and  slept : 
Thus  pass'd  the  seasons,  and  to  Dinah's  board 
Gave  what  the  seasons  to  (he  rich  afford ; 
For  she  indulged,  nor  was  her  heart  so  small. 
That  one  ktrong  passion  should  engross  it  all. 

A  love  of  splendour  now  with  av'rice  strove, 
And  oft  appear'd  to  be  the  stnofer  lore  i 
A  secret  plieasure  fill'd  the  widow's  breast. 
When  she  reflected  on  the  hoards  pesoriss*d ; 
But  livelier  joy  inspired  th'  ambitious  maid. 
When  she  the  purdiaae  of  those  hoards  displayMs 
In  small  but  splendid  toom  she  loved  to  see 
That  all  was  placed  in  view  and  harmony ; 
There,  as  with  eaget  glance  she  look'd  around. 
She  much  delight  in  every  object  found ; 
While  books  devout  were  near  her— to  detlrqjv 
Should  it  arise,  an  overflow  of  joy. 

Within  -that  to  apartmeDt,  guests  might  see 

The  comforts  cull'd  for  wealth  by  vanity: 
Around  the  room  an  Indian  paper  bbxed, 
With  lively  tint  and  figures  boldly  raised ; 
Silky  and  soft  upon  the  floor  below, 
Th'  elastic  carpet  rose  with  crimson  glow ; 
All  things  around  implied  both  cost  end  care. 
What  met  the  eye  was  elegant  or  rare : 
Some  curious  trifles  round  the  room  were  laid. 
By  hope  presented  to  the  wealthy  maid : 
Within  a  costlv  case  of  vamish'd  wood. 
In  level  rows,  her  polish'd  volumes  stood ; 
Shown  as  a  favour  to  a  chosen  fow, 
To'prove  what  beaut;^  for  a  book  could  do; 
A  silver  urn  wit)i  curious  work  waa  fraught ; 
A  silver  lamp  from  Grecian  pattern  wrought : 
Above  her  head,  all  gorgeous  to  behold, 
A  timepiece  stood  on  foet  of  bumish'd  gM ; 
A  stag's-head  crest  adom'd  the  pictured  case, 
Throufl^h  the  pure  crystal  shone  th'  enamell'd  fkce  ;. 
And  while  on  brilliants  moved  the  hands  of  steel. 
It  click'd  from  pray'r  to  pray'r,  from  meal  to  meaL 

Here  as  the  lady  sate,  a  friendly  pair 
Stept  in  t'  admire  the  view,  and  took  their  Chair : 
They  then  related  how  the  young  and  gay 
Were  thoughtless  wandering  in  the  broad  highway  s 
How  tender  damsels  sail'd  m  tilted  boats. 
And  hiugh'd  with  wicked  men  in  scarlet  coats  ; 
And  how  we  live  in  such  degen'rate  times, 
lliat  men  conceal  their  wants,  and  show  their 

crimes^ 
While  vicious  deeds  are  screened  by  fashion's  name. 
And  what  was  once  our  pride  is  now  our  shame. 

Dinah  was  musing,  as  her  friends  discoursed. 
When  these  last  words  a  sudden  entrance  forced 
Upon  her  mind,  and  what  was  once  her  pride 
And  now  her  shame,  some  painftil  views  8ttpplied« 
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noqefata  of  tbe  paat  within  her  boeom  pren'd 
And  mere  a^htnge  wat  felt,  and  was  confeM*d : 
While  thoa  the  ▼ir;g'in  atrare  with  secret  pain, 
Her  mind  was  wandering  o*er  the  troubled  main ; 
Still  she  waa  eilent,  nothing  aeeni'd  to  tee, 
Bot  aate  and  eigh'd  in  pensive  rererie. 

The  friends  prepared  new  subjects  to  begin. 
When  tall  Susannah,  maiden  starch,  Btalk*d  in ; 
Not  in  her  ancient  mode,  sedale  and  slow, 
As  when  she  came,  the  mind  she  knew,  to  know; 
Nor  as,  when  listening  half  an  hour  before, 
She  twice  or  thrice  tappM  gently  at  the  doof ; 
But.  all  decorum  cast  in  wratlyaslde, 
**!  think  the  devil *s  in  the  man  V*  she  cried; 
"A  huge  tall  sailor,  with  his  tawny  cheek. 
And  pitted  face,  will  with  my  lad^  speak ; 
He  grinned  an  ugly  smile,  and  said  he  knew, 
Pleue  you,  my  lady,  H  would  be  joy  to  you ; 
What  must  I  answer  ?** — ^Trembling  and  distressed. 
Sank  the  pale  Dinah,  by  her  fears  oppress*d ; 
When  thus  alarm'd,  and  brooking  no  delay, 
Swiil  to  her  room  the  stranger  nude  his  way. 

** Revive,  my  love!"  said  he,  ''IVe  ^one  thee 
hann. 
Give  me  thy  pardon,**  and  he  look'd  alarm : 
Meantime  the  prudent  Dinah  had  contrived 
Her  aqjol  to  question,  and  she  then  revived. 

**SSee!  ny  good  fnend,**  and  then  ahe  nisedher 


*  llie  bkxHu  of  life,  tbe  strength  of  youth  is  fled ; 
living  we  die ;  to  us  the  world  is  dead ; 
We  parted  Uess'd  with  health,  and  I  am  now 
AfMtrock  and  fbeble,  so  I  find  art  thou ; 
Tftne  eye  is  sunken,  furrow'd  Is  thy  face, 
And  downward  look*st  thou — so  we  run  our  race ; 
And  happier  they,  whose  race  is  nearly  run, 
Their  troubles  over,  and  their  duties  d<mc.*' 

"IViie,  lady,  true,  vre  are  not  girl  and  boy ;' 
But  time  has  left  us  something  to  enjoy.** 

*What!  thou  hast  leam*d  my  fortune  ?— yes,  I 
five 
To  feel  how  poor  the  comforts  wealth  can  give ; 
Ihaa  too  perhaps  art  wealthy ;  but  our  fate 
Still  mocks  our  wishes,  wealth  is  come  too  late.*' 

*  To  DM  aor  late  nor  eariy ;  I  am  come  « 
Poor  as  I  left  thee  to  my  native  home : 
Kor  yet.'*  said  Rupert,  •"  will  I  gtieve ;  *t  is  mine 
To  ^are  thj  oomfiirts,  and  the  glory  (bine ; 
For  thoo  wih  gladly  take  that  generous  part 
lint  both  entts  and  grati6es  the  heart; 
While  mine  lejoioea.*'— **  Heavens  !**  retum'd  the 


*T1]is  talk  to  one  so  wither'd'and  decay'd  7 
No  I  an  my  care  is  now  to  fit  my  mind 
For  other  spousal,  and  to  die  resign'd : 
A»  ftiend  and  neighbour,  I  shall  hope  to  see 
lliese  noUe  views,  this  pious  love  in  thee ; 
Tbai  we  together  may  the  change  await, 
Guides  and  spectators  in  each  odier's  fate ; 
When  fellow-pilgrims,  we  ^lall  daily  crave 
Hie  mutual  prayer  that  arms  us  for  ibe  grave.** 

Half  angry,  half  in  doubt,  the  lover  gazed  • 
On  the  meek  maiden,  by  her  speech  anazed : 


**  Dinah,"  said  he,  ^  doet  thou  respect  thy  vows  t 
What  spousal  mean'st  thou?-*-thou  art  Rupert*B 

spouse; 
Tbe  chance  is  mine  to  take,  and  thine  to  give ; 
But,  trifling  this,  if  we  together  live : 
Can  I  believe,  that,  after  all  the  past. 
Our  vows,  our  loves,  thou  wilt  be  false  at  last  7 
Something  thou  hast — I  knoyr  not  what — in  view » 
I  find  thee  pious — let  tae  find  thee  true.** 

*  Ah !  cruel  this ;  but  do,  my  firiend,  depart ; 
And  to  ita  feelings  leave  my  wounded  heart** 

*  Nay,  speak  at  once ;  and,  Dinah,  let  tAe  know, 
Mean'st  thou  to  take  me^now  I  *m  wreck'd,  m  tow  7 
Be  fair ;  nor  longer  keep  me  in  the  dark ; 

Am  I  fbrsaken  fer  a  trimmer  spark  7 
Heav'n's  spouse  thou  art  not ;  nor  can  I  believe 
That  (pod  accepts  her  who  will  man  deceive : 
True  I  am  shatter'd,  I  have  service  seen. 
And  service  d<me,  and  have  in  trouble  been ; 
My  cheek  (it  shames  me  not)  has  lost  its  red. 
And  the  brown  buff  is  o'er  my  features  spread ; 
Perchance  my  speech  is  rude ;  fer  I  aniiong 
Th*  untamed. have  been,  in  temper  and  in  tongue , 
Have  been  trepann'd,  have  lived  in  toil  and  care, 
And  wrought  fer  wealth  I  was  not  doom'd  to  share ; 
It  tOuch'd  me  deeply,  fer  I  felt  a  pride 
In  gaining  riches  for  my  destined  bride : 
Speak  then  my  fete;  fer  these  my  sorrows  past. 
Time  lost,  youth  fled,  hope  wearied,  and  at  kist 
This  doubt  of  thee — a  childish  thing  to  tell. 
But  certain  truth — ^my  very  throat  Uiey  swell ; 
They  stop  the  breath,  and  but  fer  shame  could  I 
Give  way  to  weakness,  and  with  passion  cry ; 
These  are  unmanly  struggles,  but  I  feel 
This  hour  must  end  them,  and  perhaps  will  heaL"-^ 

Here  Dinah  stgh'd  as  if  afraid  to  speak — 
And  then  repeatra — *^  They  were  frail  and  weak , 
His  soul  she  loved,  and  hoped  he  had  the  grace 
To  fix  his  thoughts  upon  a  better  {^oe.** 

She  ceased  ^»-with  steady  glance,  as  if  to  see 
The  very  root  of  this  hypocrisy, — 
He  her  small  fingers  moulded  m  his  hard 
And  bronzed  broad  hand ;  then  told  her  his  regard* 
His  best  respect  were  gone,  but  love  had  still 
Hold  in  his  heart,  and  govem*d  yet  the  will — 
Or  he  would  curse  her : — saying  this,  he  threw 
The  hand  in  scorn  away,  and  bade  adieu 
To  every  lingering  hope,  with  Bverj  care  in  view. 

Proud  and  indignant,  suflhring,  sick,  and  poor. 
He  grrieved  unseen ;  and  spoke  of  leve  no  more- 
Till  all  he  felt  in  indignation  died, 
As  hers  had  sunk  in  avarice  and  pride. 

In  health  declining,  as  in  mind  distress*dt 
To  some  in  power  his  troubles  he  confessed. 
And  shares  a  parish-grift ; — at  prayers  he  sees 
The  pious  Dinah  dropp'd  upon  her  knees ; 
Thence  as  she  walks  the  street  with  stately  air 
As  chance  directs,  oA  meet  the  parted  pair : 
When  he,  with  thickset  coat  of  badge-msn's  Une 
Moves  near  her  shaded  silk  of  changeful  hue ; 
Vt^hen  his  thin  looks  of  grev  approach  her  braid, 
A  costly  porchaee  made  in  beauty's  aid ; 
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'When  hb  frank  ab,  and  his  unstadied  pacci, 
Are  seeo  whh  her  soft  maniicr,  air,  and  grace. 
And  his  plain  artless  look  with  her  sharp' meaning 

face;' 
It  might  some  wonder  in  a  stranger  move. 
How  these  together  could  have  talkM  of  love. 

Behold  them  now ! — see  there  a  tradesman  stands, 
And  humhly  hearkens  to  some  fresh  commands ; 
He  moves  to  speak,  she  interrupts  him — **  Stay," 
Her  air  expresses — **  Hark !  4o  what  I  say  :'* 
Ten  paces  of^  poor  Rupert  on  a  seat 
Has  taken  refiige  from  tlie  noonday-heat, 
His  eyes  on  her  intent,  as  if  to  find 
What  were  the  movements  of  that  subtle  mind  : 
How  still ! — how  earnest  is  he ! — it  appears 
His  thoughts  are  wand*ring  through  his  earlier 

years; 
Through  years  of  fraidess  labour,  to  the  day 
When  all  his  earthly  prospects  died  ^^oy : 
*^  Had  X,*"  he  thinks,  **  been  wealthier  of  the  two, 
Would  she  have  found  me  so  unkind,  untrue  7 
Or  knows  not  man  when  poor,  what  man  when 

rich  will  do  7 
Yes,  yes  1  I  feel  that  I  had  ftithiul  proved, 
And  should  have  soothed  and  raised  her,  blessed 

and  loved.*' 

But  Dinah  moves — she  had  observed  before 
The  pensive  Rupert  at  an  humble  door  : 
Some  thoughts  of  pity  raised  by  his  distress, 
Some  feeling  touch  of  ancient  tenderness ; 
Religion,  duty  urged  the  maid  to  speak 
In  terms  of  kindness  to  a  man  so  weak  : 
But  pride  forbad,  and  to  return  would  prove 
She  felt  the  shame  of  his  neglected  love ; 
Nor  wrappM  in  silence  could  she  pass,  afraid 
Each  eye  should  see  her,  and  each  heart  upbraid ; 
One  Way  remain*d>-the  way  the  Levite  took. 
Who  without  mercy  could  on  misery  look ; 
(A  way  perceived  by  eraft,  approved  by  pride). 
She  cro8s*d,  and  pass'd  him  on  the  other  side. 
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TH1B  PATRON. 

It  were  all  one, 
Tbst  I  ihoald  lore  a  briffht  peoniUr  star. 
And  think  to  wed  it ;  riM  w  ao  muob  iJwve  lae  : 
In  her  toitht  radiance  and  collateral  beat 
Unit  I  be  eomforted,  not  in  her  ■phere. 

jitr$  WeU  UUU  Enda  WM,  act  i,  aoei 

Poor  wretohea.  that  depend 
On  freatnca**  favonra,  dream  a«  I  have  doos.—- 
Wake  and  find  nothinff. 

CjraAcUiM,  act  ▼,  aooM  4. 

Th*  affliction  of  my  mind  amends,  with  which 
I  ihar  a  madnem  held  me. 

TdiRpefCaeiv. 


A  BOBOOOH'BAILIFV,  who  to  Uw  wos  train'd, 
A  wife  and  sons  in  decent  state  maintain'd ; 
He  had  his  way  in  liie*s  rough  ocean  steer*d. 
And  many  a  rock  and  coast  of  danger  clearM  ; 


He  saw  where  others  (aiPd,  and  caie  had  he 
Others  in  him  should  not  such  failings  see ; 
His  sons  in  various  busy  states  were  placed. 
And  all  began  the  sweets  of  gain  to  taste, 
Save  John,  the  younger;  who,  of  sprightly  parts, 
Felt  not  a  love  fi>r  money-making  arts:    ' 
In  childhood  feeble,  he,  for  country  air, 
Had  long  resided  with  a  rustic  pair ; 
All  round  whose  room  were  doleful  balhds,  songs. 
Of  lovers'  sufTcrings  and  of  ladies*  wrongs; 
Of  peevish  ghosts  who  came  at  dark  midnight. 
For  breach  of  promise,  guilty  men  to  firight; 
Love,  raarria?e,  murder,  were  the  themes,  with  theae^ 
All  that  on  idle,  ardent  spirits  seize ; 
Robbers  at  land  and  nirates  on  the  main, 
Enchanters  foiPd,  spells  broken,  giants  slain ; 
Legends  of  love,  with  tales  of  haHs  and  bowers. 
Choice  of  rare  songs,  and  garlands  of  choice  flowers 
mgry  mind  without  a  choice  ( 


And  all  the  hungry  i 


)  devours 


From  village-childr^  kept  apart  by  pride. 
With  such  enjoyments,  and  without  a  guide. 
Inspired  by  feelings  all  such  works  infused, 
John  snatch'd  a  pen,  and  wrote  as  he  perused : 
With  the  like  fancy  he  could  make  his  knight 
Slay  half  an  host  and  put  the  rest  to  flight ; 
With  the  like  knowledge,  he  could  make^  him  rida 
From  isle  to  isle  at  Paraienissa*s  side  > 
And  with  a  heut  jet  firee,  no  busy  brain 
FormM  wilder  notions  of  delight  aind  pain, 
The  raptures  smiles  create,  the  anguish  of  di>diin> 

Such  Were  the  fruits  of  John's  poetic  toil. 
Weeds,  but  still  proof  of  vi^ur  in  the  soil  \ 
He  nothing  purposed  but  with  vast  delist. 
Let  Fancy  loose,  and  wonderM  at  h^r  flijgrfat: 
His  notions  of  poetic  worth  were  high, 
And  of  his  own  still-hoarded  poetry ; — 
These  to  his  father's  house  he  bore  with  pride, 
A  miser's  treasure,  in  his  room  to  hide ; 
Till  spurrM  by  glory,  to  a  reading  friend 
He  kindly  showM  the  sonnets  he  had  penn'd : 
With  errinsr  judgment,  though  with  heart  sinoen. 
That  friend  ezelaim'd,  **  These  beauties  must  w^ 

pear." 
In  niaffazines  they  claimM  their  s^are  of  fame. 
Though  undistinguish'd  by  their  author's  name; 
And  with  delight  the  young  enthusiast  ftund 
The  muse  of  Marcus  with  applauses  cA>wn'd.. 
This  heard  the  father,  and  with  some  alarm : 
*"  The  boy,"  said  he,  **  will  neither  trade  nor  ftnn  ; 
He  for  both  law  and  physic  is  unfit ; 
Wit  he  may  have,  but  cannot  live  on  wit  c 
Let  him  his  talents  then  to  learning  give. 
Where  verse  is  honour'd,  and  where  poets  Uve.** 

John  kept  his  terms  at  eolleee  unreproved. 
Took  his  degree,  and  left  the  Ufe  he  loved ; 
Not  yet  ordain'd,  his  leisure  he  employed 
In  the  light  labours  he  so  much  enjoy'd ;         ^ 
His  favourite  notions  and  his  daring  views 
Were  cherish'd  still,  and  he  adored  the  Muse. 

**  A  little  time,  and  he  should  hurst  to  light, 
And  admiration  of  the  world  excite; 
And  every  friend,  now  oool  and  apt  to  blame 
His  fbnd  pursuit,  would  wonder  at  his  fame." 
When  led  by  fancj,  and  fVom  view  retired. 
He  cail'd  before  him  all  his  heart  deured ; 
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*  Fame  shidl  be  mine,  then  wealth  shal]  I  poesess, 
And  beavtj  next  an  ardent  lover  bleas ; 
For  me  the  maid  iihail  leave  her  nobler  state, 
Happy  ta  raise  and  share  her  poet*8  fate." 
He  saw  each  day  his  father**  frugal  board, 
With  simple  (arc  by  cautioas  prudence  stored ; 


Pleased  with  the  ftvours  offcrM  to  a  son. 
But  seeing  dangers  few  so  ardent  shun. 

Thus,  when  they  parted,  to  the  youthful  breast 
Tlie  father*B  fears  were  by  his  love  inpressM  s 
**  There  will  you  find,  my  son,  the  courteous  ease 
That  must  subdue  the  soul  it  means  to  please ; 


A  "JT"^  '3'"'"^'*  ""  foreword  wiU. ere.  ^jj^  ZTJ^t^T^^^^^nl^i;^. 

Anil  iht*  orVJiiiH  mjiTime  tip«>rA  tn  unvA  nnd   amirA  i         .^  .  .  ^   *^^. 


And  the  grand  maxims  were  to  save  and  spare : 
Yet  in  his  walks,  his  closet,  and  his  bed. 
All  frugal  cares  and  prudent  counsels  fled ; 
And  bounteous  Fancy,  lor  his  srlowing  mind. 
Wrought  various  scenes,  and  ul  of  glorious  kind ; 
Slaves  of  the  ring  and  lamp  !  what  need  of  you, 
When  Fancy's  self  such  magic  deeds  .can  do  7 

Though  rapt  in  visions  of  no  vulgar  kind^ 
To  common  subjects  stoopM  our  poet's  mind ; 
And  oft,  when  wearied  with  more  ardent  flight. 
He  felt  a  spur  satiric  song  to  write ; 
A  rival  borgMs  his  bold  muse  attack*df 
And  wfaippM  severely  for  a  well-known  hid ; 
For  while  he  seem*d  to  all  demure  and  shy. 
Oar  poet  gazed  at  what  was  passing  by ; 
And  ev*n  his  father  smiled  when  pLyful  wit 
From  his  young  bard,  some  haughty  object  hit 

From  andent  times  the  borough  where  the^ 
dwelt 
Had. mighty  contest  at  elections  felt; 
%r  Godfrey  fiall,  *t  is  true,  bad  held  in  pay 
Electors  many  kit  the  trying  day ; 
Bat  in  such  golden  chains  to  bind  them  all 
Required  too  much  for  e*en  Sir  Godfrey  Ball. 
A  member  died,  and  to  supply  his  plaee. 
Two  heroes  enter*d  for  th'  important  race ; 
Sir  Godfrey's  friend  and  Earl  Fitzdonnel's  son,   . 
Loid  Frederick  Darner,  both  prepared  to  run ; 
And  partial  numbers  saw  with  vast  delight 
That  good  young  lord  oppose  the  proud  old  knight 

Our  poet's  father,  at  a  first  request. 
Gave  the  ymmg  lord  his  vote  and  interest ; 
And  what  he  <»ald  our  poet,  for  he  stung 
Ae  foe  by  verse  satiric,  said  and  sung. 
lord  Frederick  heard  of  all  this  youthfbl  feeal, 
And  felt  as  lords  upon  a  canvass  feel ; 
He  read  tbe  satire,  and  he  saw  the  use 
That  sixUi  cool  insult,  and  such  keen  abuse. 
Might  on  the  wavering  minds  of  voting  men  pro- 

dnoe; 
llien  too  his  praises  were  in  contrast  seen, 
"  A  kxd  OS  noUe  as  the  knight  was  mean.** 

*  I  much*  rejoice,''  he  cried,  **  such  worth  to  find ; 
To  this  the  world  must  be  no  tonger  blind : 
Hia  glory  will  descend  from  sire  to  ^on. 
The  Bums  of  English  race,  the  happier  Cbatterton." 
Oar  poet's  mind,  now  hurried  and  elate, 
Ahrm'd  the  anxious  parent  for  his  fote ; 
Who  sasr  with  sorrow,  should  their  firiend  succeed, 
That  much  discretion  would  their  poet  need. 

Their  friends  succeeded,  and  repaid  the  seal 
Hie  poet  felt,  and  made  oppoeers  foel. 
By  praise  (fit>m  lords  how  soothing  and  how  sweet !) 
And  invitation  to  his  noble  seat 
Hk  father  ponder'd,  doubtful  if  the  brain 
Of  his  jvood  hoj.  siwh  hqnour  oould  sustain ; 
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To  wake  our  passions,  or  provoke  our  praise ; 
There  all  the  eye  beholds  will  give  delight. 
Where  every  sense  is  flattered  Hke  the  sight :  ' 
This  is  your  peril ;  can  you  from  such  scene 
Of  splendour  part«  and  reel  your  mind  serene. 
And  in  the  father's  humble  state  resume 
The  firugal  diet  and  the  narrow  room  ?** 
To  this  the  youth  with  cheerful  heart  replied. 
Pleased  with  the  trial,  but  as  yet  untried ; 
And  while  professing  patience,  should  he  fail. 
He  sufier'd  hope  o*er  reason  to  prevaiL 

Impatient  by  the  morning  mail  convey'd, 
The  happy  guest  his  promiKd  visit  paid ; 
And  now  arriring  at  the  hall,  he  tried 
For  air  composed,  serene  and  satisfied ; 
As  he  had  practised  in  hia  room  alone. 
And  there  acquired  a  fi-ee  and  easy  tone  : 
There  he  had  said,  **  Whatever  the  degree 
A  man  obtains,  what  more  than  man  is  he  T" 
And  when  arrived — "  This  room  is  but  a  room  { 
Can  aught  we  see  th&  steady  soul  o'ercome  7 
Let  me  in  all  a  manly  firmness  show. 
Upheld  by  talents,  and  their  value  know.^'       ^ 

This  reason  urged ;  but  it  snrpaM^d  his  skill 
To  be  in  act  as  manly  as  in  w;ill : 
When  he  his  lordship  and  the  lady  saw. 
Brave  as  he  was,  he  felt  oppressed  with  awe ; 
And  spite  of  verse,  that  so  much  praise  had  won, 
The  poet  found  he  was  the  bailiff's  son. 

But  dinner  came,  and  the  succeeding  hours 
Fix*d  his  weak  nerves,  and  raised  his  failing  powers 
Praised  and  ossured,  he  ventured  once  or  twice^ 
On  spme  remnrk,  and  bravely  broke  the  ice  ; 
So  that  at  night,  reflecting  on  hia  words, 
He  found,  in  time,  he  might  converse  with  lords. 

Now  was  the  sister  of  his  patron  seen— 
A  lovely  creature,  with  majestic  mien ; 
Who,  sofUy  smiling  while  she  lookM  so  fair. 
Praised  the  young  poet  with  such  friendly  air ; 
Such  winning  frankness  in  her  looks  ezpress*d. 
And  such  attention  to  her  brother's  guest 
That  so  much  beauty,  joinM  with  speech  so  kind. 
Raised  strong  emotions  in  the  poet's  mind ;      ^ 
Till  reason  feil'd  his  bosom  to  defend 
From  the  sweet  power  of  this  enchanting  friendw-«« 
Rash  boy !  what  hope  thy  fi-antlc  mind  invades  7 
What  love  confuses,  and  what  pride  persuades  7 
Awake  to  truth !  shouldst  thou  deluded  feed 
On  hopes  so  groundless,  thou  art  mad  irtdeed. 

What  say'st  thou,'  wise  one  7  **■  that  all  powerful 
love 
Can  fortune's  strong  impediments  remove ; 
Nor  is  it  strange  that  worth  should  wed  to  worth. 
The  pride  of  genius  with  the  pride  of  birth." 
While  thou  art  dreaming  thus,  the  beauty  spier 
Love  in  thy  tremor,  passion  in  thine  eyes ; 
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(And  with  th*  amusement  pleased,  of  conquest  vain, '  If  never  heeded,  thy  attack  is  Tain ; 
8he  seeks  her  pleasure,  careless  of  thy  pain ;       •    I  And  if  they  beed>thee,  they  *I1  attack  again; 
She  gives  thee  praise  to  humble  and  confound,  Then  too  in  strikinjr  at  that  heedkss  rate, 

Smites  to  ensnare,  and  flatters  thee  to  wound.  Thou  in  an  instant  mayst  decide  thy  late. 


Why  has^  sho  said  that  in  the  lowest  state 
The  noble  mind  insures  a  noUe  late  7 
And  why  thy  daring  mind  to  glory  call  7 
That  thou  mayst  diu-e  and  sttfter,  soar  and  &1U 
Beauties  axo  tyrants,  and  if  they  can  reign. 
They  have  no  feeling  for  their  subjects*  pain ; 
Their  victim^s  anguish  gives  their  charms  apphnise, 
And  their  chief  glor^  is  the  woe  tiiey  cause : 
Something  ,of  this  was  felt,  in  spite  of  love, 
Which  hope,  in  spite  of  reason,  would  remove. 

Thus  lived  our  youth,  with  conversation,  books. 
And  Lady  Emma's  soul-subduing  looks ; 
Lost  in  delight,  astonish'd  at  his  Tot, 
All  prudence  banish'd,  all  advice  forgot — 
Hopes,  fears,  and  every  thought,  were  fizM  upon 
the  spot 

'T  was  autumn  yet,  and  many  a  day  must  fh>wn 
On  Brandon-Hall,  ere  went  my  lord  to  town  ; 
Meantime  the  &ther,  who  had  heard  his  boy 
Lived  in  a  round  of  luxury  and  joy. 
And  jusUy  thinking  that  the  youth  was  one 
Who,  meeting  danger,  was  unskill'd  to  shun ; 
Knowing  bis  temper,  virtue,  spirit,  zeal, 
How  prone  to  hope  and  trust,  believe  and  feel ; 
These  on  the  parent's  soul  their  weight  impress'd. 
And  thus  be  wrote  the  counsels  of  his  breast 

*^  John,  thou  'rt  a  genius ;  thou  hast  some  pre- 
tence, . 
I  think,  to  wit,  but  hast  thou  sterling  sense  7 
That  which,  like  gold,  may  through  the  world  go 

forth, 
.And  always  pass  for  what 't  is  truly  worth  7 
Whereas  this  genius,  like  a  bill,  must  take 
Only  the  value  our  opinions  make. 

^  Men  famed  for  wit,  of  dangerous  talents  vain, 
Treat  those  of  Common  parts  with  proud  disdain ; 
The  powers  that  wisdom  would,  improving,  bide, 
Thej  blaze  abroad  with  inconsid'rate  pride ; 
While  yet  -but  mere  probationers  for  fkme. 
They  seize  the  honour  they  should  then  disclaim : 
Honour  so  hurried  to  the  lif^ht  must  fade, 
The  lasting  laurels  flourish  in  the  shade. 

**  Genius  is  jealous ;  I  have  heard  of  some 
Who,  if  unnoticed,  grew  perversely  dumb ; 
Nay,  different  talents  would  their  envy  raise ; 
Poets  have  sicken'd  at  a  dancer's  praise ; 
And  one,  the  happiest  writer  of  his  time. 
Grew  pale  at  hearing  Reynolds  was  sublime ; 
That  Rutland's  duchess  wore  a  heavenly  smile — 
And  I,  said  he,  neglected  all  the  while  ! 

^  A  Waspish  tribe  are  these,  on  gilded  wings. 
Humming  their  lays,  and  bnmdisliing  their  stings ; 
And  thus  they  move  their  friends  and  fbes  among, 
Prepared  for  soothing  or  satiric  song. 

^  Hear  mc,  my  boy  ;  thou  hast  a  virtuous  mind — 
Bui  be  tliy  virtues  of  the  sober  kind; 
Be  not  a  Quixote,  ever  up  in  arms 
To  give  the  guilty  and  the  great  alarms  * 


•*  Leave  admonition — ^let  the  vicar  give 
Rules  how  the  nobles  of 'his  flock  should  Jive; 
Nor  take.tliat  simple  fancy  to  thy  brain. 
That  thou  oinst  cure  the  wicked  apd  the  vain. 

^  Our  Pope,  they  say,  once  entertain'd  the  whim^ 
Who  fear'd  not  Ged  should  be  afraid  of  him  ; 
But  grant  they  fear'd  him,  was  it  further  said^ 
That  he  reform'd  the  hearts  he  made  afraid  ? 
Did  Chartres  mend  7    Ward,  Waters,  and  a  score 
Of  flagrant  felons,  with  his  floggings  sore  7 
Was  Gibber  sflenoed  ?    No ;  with  vigour  blee8*d. 
And  brazen  front,  half  earnest,  half  in  jest. 
He  dared  the  bard  to  battle,  and  was  seen 
In  all  his  glory  match'd  with  Pope  and  spleen ; 
Himself  he  stripp'd,  the  hak-der  blow  to  hit. 
Then  boldly  match'd  his  ribaldry  with  wit ; 
The  poet's  conquest  I'ruth  and  Time  proclaim. 
But  yet  the;  battle  hurt  his  peace  and  fiime. 


**  Strive  not  too  much  for  &voar ;  seem  at 
And  rather  pleaned  thyself,  than  bent  to 
Upon  thy  lord  with  decent  care  attend. 
But  not  too  near ;  thou  canst  not  be  a  fiiend ; 
And  favourite  be  not,  *t  is  a  dangerous  post- 
Is  gain'd  by  labour,  and  by  fortune  lo«t : 
Talents  like  thine  may  make  a  man  approved!. 
But  other  talents  trusted  and  beloved. 
Look  round,  ray  son,  and  thou  wilt  early  see 
The  kind  of  man  thou  art  not  fiirm'd  to  be. 

"  The  real  favourites  of  the  great  are  they 
Who  to  their  views  and  wants  attention  pay. 
And  pay  it  ever ;  who,  with  alljUieir  skill. 
Dive  to  the  heart,  and  learn  the  secret  will ; 
If  that  be  vicious,  soon  can  they  provide 
The  ^vonrite  ill,  and  o'er  the  soul  preside  ; 
For  vice  is  weakness,  and  the  artfnl  know 
Their  power  increases  as  the  passions  grow ; 
If  indolent  llie  pupil,  hard  their  task ; 
Such  minds  will  ever  fbr  amusement  ask ; 
And  great  the  labour !  for  a  man  to  choOee 
Objects  for  one  whom  nothing,  can  amuse ; 
Foe  ere  those  objects  can  the  soul  ddi^fat. 
They  must  to  joy  the  soul  herself  excite  $ 
Therefore  it  is,  this  patient,  watchfbl  kind 
With  gentle  friqUon  stir  the  drowsy  mind : 
Fix'd  on  their  end,  with  caution  they  proceed. 
And  sometimes  give,  and  sometimes  take  the  lead ; 
Will  now  a  hint  convey,  and  then  retire. 
And  let  the  spark  awake  the  Angering  Are ; 
Or  seek  new  joys  and  livelier  pleasures  bring; 
To  give  the  jaded  sense  a  quick'ning  spring. 

**  These  arts,  indeed,  my  son  must  not  parsue; 
Nor  must  he  quarrel  with  the  tribe  that  do  : 
It  is  not  safe  another's  crimes  to  know. 
Nor  is  it  wise  our  proper  wortli  to  show : — 
*  My  lord,'  you  say,  •  engaged  me  for  that  worth ;' — 
True,  and  preserve  it  ready  to  come  forth  : ' 
If  qucstion'd,  fairly  answer-^and  that  done. 
Shrink  back,  be  silent,  and  thy  father's  son ; 
For  they  who  doubt  thy  talents  scorn  thy  boast. 
But  they  who  grant  them  wiU  dislike  thee  most ; 
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Observe  the  prudent ;  they  in  flilence  sit, 
Display  no  learning,  and  affect  no  wit;  ' 
They  hazard  nothing,  nothing  they  assDoie, 
But  know  Uic  Dseful  art  of  acting  dumb. 
Yet  to  tbcir  eyes  each  varying  look  appears, 
And  every  word  finds  entrai^ce  at  their  cars. 

••  Thdb  art  religion's  advocate — take  heed, 
Hart  not  the  cause,  thy  pleasure  H  is  to  plead ; 
With  wine  beibre  thee,  and  with  wits  beside. 
Do  not  in  strengfh  of  reasoning  powers  ooniide; 
What  seems  to  thee  convincing,  certain,  plain. 
They  wiH  deny,  and  dare  thee  to  maintain ; 
And  thus  will  triumph  o*er  the  eager  youth. 
While  thou  wilt  grieve  for  so  disgracing  truth. 

**With  pain  I've  seen,  these  wrangliiig  wits 
among, 
Faith*fl  weu  defenders,  passionate  and  young ; 
Weak  thou  art  not,  yet  not  enough  on  guard,  . 
Where  wit  and  humour  keep  their  watch  and  ward : 
Men  gay  and  noisy  will  overwhelm  thy  sense. 
Then  loiodlv  laugh  at  Truth's  and  thy  expense  r 
While  the  kind  ladies  will  do  sll  they  can 
To  check  their  mirth,  and  cry,  *  The  good  young 


"  Prudence,  my  boy,  forbids  thee  to  commend 
The  cause  or  party  of  thy  noble  friend ; 
"What  are  his  praises  worth,  who  must  be  knon^n 
TV>  take  a  patron's  maxinM  for  his  own  7 
WTben  ladies  sing,  or  in  thy  presence  play, 
I>o  not,  dear  John,  in  rapture  melt  away ; 
*T  is  not  thy  part,  there  will  be  list'ncrs  roun^ 
To  cry  divine!  and  dote  upon  the  sound; 
Rjemember  too,  that  though  the  poor  have  ears,  - 
Tbey  take  not  in  the  music  of  the  spheres  i 
Tiwy  must  not  feel  the  warble  and  the  thrill, 
Or  be  dissolved  in  ecstasy  at  will ; 
Beside,  't  is  fireedom  in  a  youth  like  thee 
To  drop  his  awe,  and  deal  in  ecstasy  ! 

**  In  silent  ease,  at  least  in  silence,  dine,   - 
Nor  one  opinion  start  of  food  or  wine : 
Tlioa  know'st  that  All  the  science  thou  canst  boast 
Jm  of  thy  &ther's  simple  boii'd  and  roast ; 
l^or  always  these ;  he  sometimes  saved  hii  cash. 
By  interlinear  days  of  frugal  hash : 
Wine  badst  thou  seldom ;  wilt  thou  be  so  vain 
As  to  decide  on  claret  or  champagne  7 
iVMt  thou  from  me  derive  this  taste  sublime. 
Who  order  port  the  dozen  at  a  time  7 
WTicn  (every  glass  held  precious  in  our  eyes) 
WTe  judged  the  value  bv  the  bottle's  size: 
Then  never  merit  for  thy  praise  assume, 
Its  worth  well  knows  each  servant  in  the  room. 

*  Hard,  boy,  thy  task,  to  steer  thy  way  among 
That  servile,  supfue,  shrewd,  insidious  throng ; 
Who  look  upon  thee  a»  of  doubtful  race, 
An  interloper,  one  who  wants  a  place : 
Freedom  with  these  let  thy  free  soul  contemn, 
Kor  with  thy  heart's  ooncems  associate  them. 

"  Of  all  be  cautious — but  be  most  afraid 
Of  the  pale  charms  that  grace  my  lady's  maid; 
Of  tboee  sweet  dimpksa,  of  that  fraudful  eye, 
Tlie  frequent  gfance  design*9  for  thee  to  spy ; 
Xbe  si^  bewitching  look, the  fisgd  bewailing  si^: 


Let  others  frown  and  enyy !  she  the  while 
(Insidious  syren  !)  will  demure^  smile; 
And  for  her  gentle  purp^,  every  day 
Inquire  thy  wants,  and  meet  thee  in  thy  way ; 
She  has  her  hlandishments,>and  though  so  weak. 
Her  person  pleases,  and  her  actions  speak : 
At  first  her  folly  may  her  aim  defeat; 
But  kindness  shown  ot  lengtli  will  kindness  meet : 
Have  some  offended  7  them  will  she  disdain. 
And,  for  Ihv  sake,  contempt  aad  pity  feign ; 
She  hates  the  vulgar,  phe  admires  to  look 
On  woods  and  groves,  and  dotes  upon  a  book ; 
Let  her  once  see  thee  on  her  features  dwell, 
Abd  hear  one  sigh,  then  liberty  farewell. 

**  But,  John,  remember  we  cannot  maintain 
A  poor,  proud  girl,  extravagant  and  vain. 

**  Doubt  much  of  friendship :  shouldst  thou  find 
a  friend' 
IMeased  to  advise  thee,  aniious  to  commend ; 
Should  he  the  praises  he  has  heard  report. 
And  confidence  (in  thee  confidincr)  court ; 
Muc^  of  neglectful  patrons  should  he  say, 
And  then  exclaim^^*  How  long  must  merit  stay !' 
Then  show  how  high  thy  modest  hopes  may  ttretcfc, 
And  point  to  stations  far  beyond  thy  reach ; 
Let  such  designer,  by  thy  conduct,  see 
(Civil  and  oool)  be  makes  no  dupe  of  thee ; 
And  he  will  quit  thee,  as  a  man- too  wise 
For  him  to  ruin  first,  and  then  despise. 

•*  Such  are  th^  dangers ;— vet,  if  thou  canst  steer 
Past  all  the  perils,  all  the  qdicksanda  clear. 
Then  mayst  thou  profit;  Imt  if  storms  prevail. 
If  foes  beset  thee,  if  thy  spirits  fail,-- 
No  more  of  winds  or  waters  be  the  sport, 
But  in  thy  firther's  mansion  find  a  port'* 
Our  poet  read. — ^  It  is  in  truth,"  said  he, 
**  Correct  in  part,  but  whatis  this  to  me  ? 
I  love  a  foolish  Abigail !  in  base 
And  sordid  office !  fear  not  such  disgrace : 
Am  I  so  blind  7^    **Or  thou  wouldst  surely  see 
That  lady's  frill,  if  she  should  stoop  to  thee !" 
•*  The  cases  differ."    •'True !  for  what  surprise  . 
Could  from  thy  marriage  with  the  maid  arise  7 
But  through  the  island  would  the  shame  be  spread. 
Should  the  fair  mistress  deign  with  thee  to  wed." 

John  saw  not  this ;  and  many  a  week  had  ptoi'd, 
While  the  vain  beauty  held  her  victim  fast ; 
The  noble  friend  still  condescension  show'd, 
And,  as  before,  with  praises  overflow'd ; 
But  his  grave  lady  took  a  silent  view 
Of  all  that  pass'd,  and  smiling,  pitied  too. 

Cold  grew  the  fbg^y  mom,  the  day  was  brief, 
Loose  on  the  cherry  hung  the  crimson  leaf; 
The  dew  dwelt  ever  on  the  herb ;  the  woods 
ROar'd  with  strong  blasts,  with  mighty  showers 

the  floods ; 
All  green  was  vanish'd,  save  of  pine  and  yew, 
That  still  display'd  their  melancholy  hue, 
Save  the  green  holly  with  Its  berries  red, 
And  the  green  mbss  that  o'er  the  gravel  spread. 

To  public  views  my  lord  must' soon  attend ; 
And  soon  the  ladies— would  they  leave  their  friend  7 
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The  time  wm  fix*d — approach*d — wu  near — was 

come; 
The  tryin|r  time  that  fiU'd  his  soul  with  gloom : 
THou^hltttl  our  poet  iu  the  momiop  roae. 
And  cried,  ^  Ooi;  hour  my  fortune  will  disdose ; 
'I  errific  hour  !  from  thee  have  I  to  date 
Life's  lofricr  views,  or  my  degraded  state ; 
For  now  to  be  what  I  have  been  before 
Is  so  to  fall,  tiiat  I  can  rise  no  more." 

The  morning  meal  was  past,  and  all  around 
The  (iiansion^rang  with  each  discordant  sound  ; 
Haste  was  in  every  ibot,  and  every  look 
The  travllcrs*  joy  for  London.journej  spoke : 
Not  so  our  youth ;  whose  fcelingsi  at  the  noise 
Of  preparation,  had  no  touch  of  joys ; 
He  pensive  stood,  and  saw  each  carriage  drawn. 
With  lackeys  mounted,  ready  on  the  lawn  : 
The  Udies  came ;  and  John  in  terror  threw 
One  painful  glance,  and  then  his  eyes  withdrew ; 
Not  with  such  speed,  but  he  in  other  eyes 
With  angubh  read — ^"  I  pity  but  despise— - 
Unhappy  boy !  presumptuous  scribbler  !^-vou 
To  dream  such  dreams ! — be  sober,  and^  adieu !" 

Then  came  the  noble  friend — *^  And  will  my  brd 
Vouchsafe  no  comfort  7  drop  no  soothing  word  7 
Ves,  he  must  speak  :*'  he  speaks,  **  My  good  young 

friend. 
You  know  my  views ;  upon  my  care  depend ; 
My  hearty  thanks  toyour  good  father  pay, 
And  be  a  student — Harry,  drive  away.** 

Stillness  reignM  all  around ;  of  late  so  fiill 
The  busy  scene,  deserted  now  and  dull : 
Stem  is  his  nature  who  forbears  to  feel 
Gloom  o*er  his  spirits  on  such  trials  steal ;' 
Most  keenly  felt  our  poet  as  he  went 
From  room  to  room  without  a  fix'd  intent 
**  And  here,*'  he  thought,  «*  I  waacaress'd ;  admired 
Were  here  my  songs  ;  she  smiled,  and  I  aspired : 
The  change  how  grievous  !'*  As  be  mused,  a  dame 
Busy  and  peevish  to  her  duties  came ; 
Aside  the  tables  and  the  chairs  she  drew, 
And  sang  and  mutter*d  in  the  poet*s  view  :-^ 
**  This  was  her  fortune ;  here  they  leave  the  poor  i 
Enjov  themselves,  and  think  of  us  no  more : 
I  had  a  promise — **  here  his  pride  and  shame 
Urged  him  to  fly  from  this  familiar  dame ; 
He  gave  one  farewell  look,  and  by  a  coach 
Reach*d  his  own  mansion  at  the  night's  approach. 

His  father  met  him  with  an  ansdous  air. 
Heard  his  sad  tale,  and  check'd  what  aeem.'d  de- 

spair. 
Hope  was  in  him  corrected,  but  aliv6 ;   ' 
My  lord  would  something  for  a  friend  contrive ; 
His  wor^  was  pledged ;  our  hero's  feverish  mind 
Admitted  this,  and  half  his  grief  resign'd : 
But  when  three  months  had  fled,  and  evety  day 
Drew  from  the  sickening  hopes  their  strength  away, 
The  youth  became  ahstracted,  pensive,  dull ; 
He  utter*d  nothing,  though  his  heart  was  full: 
Teased  by  inquiring  words  and  axizious  looks. 
And  all  forgetful  of  his  muse  and  books ; 
Awake  he  naoum'd,  but  in  his  sleep  perceived 
A  lovely  vision  that  his  pain  relieved  : 
His  soul,  transported,  faail'd  the  happy  seat. 
Where  once  bis  pleasure  was  so  pure  and  Bwe^; 


Where  joys  departed  came  in  blissful  view. 
Till  reason  waked,  and  not  a  joy  he  knew. 

Questions  now  vezM  his  spirit,  most  from  thoss 
Who  are  called  friends,  because  they  are  not  fees: 
''John!"    they  would  say;   he,  starting,  tom'd 

around ; 
**John!'*  there  was  something  shocking  in  the 

sound  I* 
111  broek'd  he  then  the  pert  fiuniliar  phrase. 
The  untauffht  freedom,  and  th*  inquiring  gase : 
Much  was  nis  temper  touch'd,  his  spleen  provoked, 
When  aak'd  how  ladies  talk'd,  or  walk'd,  or  look'dT 
"  What  said  my  lord  of  polities  7  how  spent 
He  there  his  time?  and  was  he  glad  he  went  V 

At  length  a  letter  came,  both  cool  and  brie^ 
But  still  It  gave  the  burthen*d  heart  relief: 
Though  not  inspired  by  lofty  hopes,  the  youth 
Placed  much  reliance  on  Lord  Frederick's  truth ; 
Summon*d  to  town,  he  thought  the  visit  one 
Where  something  fair  and  friendly  would  be  done. 
Although  he  judged  not,  as  before  his  fidl. 
When  all  was  love  and  promise  at  the  halt 

Arrived  in  town,  he  early  sought  to  know 
The  fate  such  dubious  friendship  would  bestow. 
At  a  tall  building  tremblin|^  he  appear*d. 
And  his  low  rap  waa  indistinctly  heard  ; 
A  welUknowp  servant  came—"  Awhile,"  said  be^ 
**  Be  pleased  to  wait,  my  lord  hair  company/' 

Alone  our  hero  sate ;  the  news  in  hand. 
Which  thouffh  he  read,  he  could  not  understand: 
Cold  was  th?  day :  in  days  so  cold  as  these 
There  needs  a  fire,  where  minds  and  bodies  fieess. 
The  vast  and  echoing  room,  the  polish'd  grate. 
The  crimson  chairs,  the  sideboard  with  its  plate; 
The  splendid  sofa,  which,  though  made  for  rest. 
He  then  had  thought  it  freedom  to  have  press'd ; 
The  shining  tables  curiously  hilaid. 
Were  all  ih  comfortless  proud  style  display'd. 
And  to  the  troubled  feelmgs  terror  gave. 
That  made  the  once^dear  friend,  th^  sick*ning  sUfv. 

**  Was  he  forgotten  ?"    Thrice  Upon  his  ear 
Struck  the  loud  clock,  yet  no  relief  was  near. 
EtLch  rattling  carriage,  and  each  thundering  atiokt 
On  the  loud  door,  the  dream  of  fancy  broke : 
Oft  as  a  servant  chanced  the  way  to  come, 
**  Brings  he  a  mcssajge 7"  no !  he  pass'd  t^e roorat 
At  length  't  is  certain :  "  Sir^you  will  attend 
"  At  twelve  on  Thursday  I"  Thus  the  day  had  end. 

Vex'd  by  these  tedious  hours  of  needless  pun, 
John  lefl  the  noble  mansion  with  disdain  : 
For  there  wos  something  in  that  still,  cold  plsM| 
That  seem'd  to  threaten  and  portend  disgrace. 

Punctual  again  the  modest  rtip  declared 
The  youth  attended ;  then  was  all  prepared : 
For  the  same  servant,  by  his  lord's  command; 
A  paper  offer'd-to  his  trembling  hand : 
**  No  more !"  he  cried,  *«  disdains  he  to  ailbrd 
One  kind  expression,  oqe  consoling  word  V* 

With  troubled  spirit  he  began  to  read 
That  **  In  the  church  my  I<xd  could  not  sQcoeed^  ' 
Who  had  '*  to  peers  of  either  kind  appUed, 
And  was  with  dignity  and  grace  domed : 
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Whik  his  own  livings  were  by  men  poifsessM, 
Not  likely  in  their  chancels  yet  to  rent 
And  therefore,  all  flings  weight  (hb  he,  my  ford, 
Had  done  maturely,  and  he  pledged  his  word,) 
Wisdom  it  seem'd  for  John  to  turn  his  view 
To  busier  scenes,  and  bid  the  church  adieu  !** 

Here  grieved  the  youth ;  he  ielt  his  (ather's  pride 
Most  wiA  his  own  be  shockM  and  mortified  : 
But  when  he  found  his  future  comforts'  placed 
Where  he,  alas !  conceived  himself  disgraced— - 
In  aome  appointment  on  the  London  quays. 
He  bode  farewell  to  honour  and  to  ease ; 
Hia  spirit  fell,  and,  from  that  hour  assured 
How  vain  hia  dreams,  he  suffered  and  was  cured. 

Our  poet  hurried  on,  with  wish  to  fly 
From  all  mankind,  to  be  conceaPd,  and  die. 
Alas !  what  hopes,  what  high  romantic  views 
Did  that  one  visit  to  the  soul  infuse. 
Which,  cherishM  with  such  love,  *t  was  worse  than 

death  to  lose! 
Still  he  would  strive,  though  painful  was  the  strife, 
To  walk  in  this  appointed  joad  of  life ; 
On  these  low  duties  duteous  he  would  wait. 
And  patient  bear  {he  anguish  of  his  fate. 
Thanks  to  the  j>atron,  but  of  coldest  kind, 
£zpreas*d  the  sadness  of  the  poet*s  ipind ; 
Whose  heavy  hours  were  passM  with  busy  rneOf 
.  >  the  doll  practice  of  th*  official  pen ; 
Who  to  superiors  must  in  time  impart 
(The  custom  this)  his  progress  in  their  art : 
Bat  ao  had  grief  on  his  perception  wrooghtr  • 
That  an  unheeded  were  the  duties  taught ; 
No  answers  gave  he  when  his  trial  came. 
Silent  be  stooid,  but  suffering  without  shame ; 
And  they  observed  that  words  severe  or  kind 
Made  no  impres8i<m  on  his  wounded  mind ; 
For  all  perceived  from  whence- the  fiiilure  rose, 
Some  grief  whose  cause  he  deign*d  not  to  disclose. 
A  aoal  averse  from  scenes  and  works  so  new. 
Fear  ever  shrinking  from  the  vulgar  crew ; 
INslaste  ibr  each  iiMchanic  law  and  rule. 
Thoughts  of  past  honour  and  a  patron  cool ; 
A  grieving  parent,  and  a  feeling  mind. 
Timid  and  ardenti  tender  and  refined : 
Theae  all  with  mighty  force  the  youth  assaiTd, 
TBI  his  soul  iainteid,  and  his  reason  failM : 
Wbesi  this  was  known,  and  some  debate  arose 
How  they  who  saw  it  should  the  fact  disclose, 
He  foond  their  purpose,  and  in  terror  fled 
From  unseen  kindness,  with  mistaken  dread. 

*    Meantime  the  parent  was  distress*d  to  find 
His  aon  no  longer  fi>r  a  priest  design'd ; 
Bat  atiU  he  gain'd  some  comfort  by  the  news 
Of  John's  promotion,  though  with  humbler  views : 
For  lie  conceived  that  in  no  distant  time 
The  boy  would  learn  to  scramble  and  to  climb: 
He  little  thought  a  son,  his  hope  and  pride. 
His  &Toar'd  boy,  was  now  a  home  denied } 
Tea !  while  the  parent  was  intent  to  trace 
How  men  in  office  climb  firom  place  to  place, 
Bf  day,  by  night,  o'er  moor  and  heath  and  hilf, 
Boved  the  sad  youth,  with  ever-changing  will. 
Of  every  aid  bereft,  exposed  to  every  ilL 

'Hioa  as  he  sate,  absorbed  in  all  the  care 
And  all  the  hope  that  anxious  ftthers  share, 
14*  V 


A  friend  abruptly  to  his  presence  brought, 
^Vith  trembling  hand  the  subject  of  his  thought; 
Whom  he  had  found  afflicted  and  subdued 
By  hunger,  sorrow,  cold,  and  solitude. 

Silent  he  enter'd  tfie  forgotten  room, 
As  ghostly  forms  may  be  conceived  to  come ; 
WiUi  sorrow^runken  fiioe  and  hair  upright. 
He  look'd  dismay,  neglect,  despair,  alight ; 
But  dead  to  comfort,  and  on  misery  thrown. 
His  parent's  loss  he  felt  not,  nor  his  own. 

The  good  man,  struck  with  horror,  cried  aloud, 
And  drew  around  him  an  astonishM  crowd ; 
The  sons  and  servants  to  the  father  ran. 
To  ahare  the  feelings  of  the  grieved  old  man. 

''Our  brother,  speak  !^'  they  all  exclaim*d ;  *'ez. 
plain 
Thy  ^rie^  thy  sofferinsr :" — ^but  thev  ask'd  In  vain: 
The  mend  told  all  he  knew ;  and  aH  was  known. 
Save  the  sad  causes  whence  the  ills  had  grown : 
But,  if  obscure  tlie  cause,  tliey  all  agreed 
From  rest  and  kindness  must  the  cure  proceed : 
And  he  was  cured ;  for  quiet,  love,  and  care. 
Strove  with  the  gloom,  and  broke  on  the  despair; 
Yet  slow  th^ir  progress,  and,  as  vapours  move 
Dense  and  reluctant  from  the  wintry  grove ; 
All  is  confiision  till  the  morning  light 
Gives  the  dim  scene  obscurely  to  &e  sight ; 
More  and  yet  more  defined  the  trunks  appear, 
Till  the  wild  prospect  stands  distinct  and  dear  ;— 
So  the  dark  mind  of  our  young  poet  grew 
Clear  and  sedate ;  the  dreadful  mist  withdrew : 
And  he  resembled  that  bleak  wintry  scene. 
Sad,  though  unclouded ;  dismal,  though  serene. 

At  times  he  utter*d,  **  What  a  dream  was  mine !. 
And  what  a  prospect !  glorious  and  divine ! 
Oh !  in  that  room,  and  on  that  niffht,  to  see 
These  looks,  that  sweetness  beammg  all  on  me ; 
Thy  syren-flattery — and  to  send  me  then, 
Hope-raised  and  softened,  to  those  heartless  men ,. 
That  dark-brow*d  stem  director,  pleased  to  show 
Knowledge  of  subjects,  I  disdained  to  know ; 
Cold  and  controlling — but  'tis  gone.  His  past; 
I  had  my  trial,  and  have  peace  at  last" 

Now  grew  the  youth  resign'd ;  he  bade  adieu  ■ 
To  all  that  hope,  to  all  that  fancy  drew ; 
His  frame  was  languid,  and  the  hectic  heat 
Flush'd  on  his  pallid  face,  and  countless  beat 
The  quick'ning  pulse,  and  faint  the  limbs  that  boius 
The  slender  form  that  soon  would  breathe  no  mora> 

Then  hope  of  holy  kind  the  soul  sustainM, 
And  not  a  lingering  thought  of  earth  remained : 
Now  Heaven  had  all,  and  he  could  smile  at  lovev. 
And  the  wild  sallies  of  his  youth  reprove; 
Then  could  he  dwell  upon  the  tempting  days, . 
The  proud  aspiring  thought,  the  partial  praise 
Victorious  now,  his  worldly  views  were  closed, . 
And  on  the  bed  of  death  the  youth  reposed. 

The  father  grieved — but  as  the  poet*s  heart 
Was  all  unfitted  ibr  his  earthly  part ; 
As,  he  conceived,  some  other  haughty  fair 
Would,  had  he  lived,  have  led  him  to  despair  -. 
As,  with  this  fear,  the  silent  giave  shot  out 
All  feverish  hope,  and  all  tocvsnting  doubt; 
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While  the  vtroog  faith  the  pious  yoatb  poeaeesM, 
His  hope  enlivening,  gave  his  sorrows  rest  ?  « 

Soothed  by  these  thoughts,  he  felt  a  mournful  joy 
For  his  aspiring  and  devoted  boy. 

Meantime  thf  news  through  varioos  channels 
spread, 
The  voiith,  onc^  favour*d  with  such  praise,  was 


**  Emma,"  the  lady  cried,  **  my  words  attend. 
Your  syren-smiles  have  kill'd  your  humble  friend ; 
The  hope  you  raised  can  now  delude  no  more. 
Nor  charms,  that  once  inspired,  can  now  restore.'* 

Faint  was  the  flush  of  anger  and  of  shame. 
That  o*er  the  cheek  of  conscious  beauty  came : 
••  You  censure  not,"  said  she,  **  the  sun's  bright  rays, 
When  fools  imprudent  dare  the  dangerous  gaze ) 
And  should  a  stripling  look  till  be  were  blind^ 
You  would  not  justly  call  the  light  unkind  : 
But  is  he  dead  7  and  am  I  to  suppose 
The  power  of  poison  in  such  looks  as  those  ?** 
She  spoke,  and,  pointing  to  the  mirror,  cast 
A  pleased  gay  gianoe,  and  curtsied  as  she  pass'd. 

My  lord,  to  whom  the  poet's  late  was  told. 
Was  much  affiacted,  for  a  man  so  cold : 
'**  Dead !"  said  his  lordship,  **  run  distracted,  mad ! 
Upon  my  soul  I  'm  sorry  for  the  lad ; 


.And  now,  no  doubt,  th'  obliging  world  will  say 
my  harsh  usage  help'd  ium  on  bis  way : 
'What!  I  suppose,  I  should  have  nursed  his  muse. 


And  with  champagne  have  brighten'd  up  his  views  ^ 
'Then  had  he  made  me  famed  my  whole  life  long, 

And  stunn'd  my  oars  with  gratitude  and  song. 

Still  should  the  fiither  hear  that  I  regret 
'  Our  joint  misfortune— Yes  1  I  'U  not  forget" — 

Thus  they :— The  father  to  his  ^ve  oonvey'd 
"The  son  be  loved,  and  his  last  duties  paid. 

"  There  lies  my  boy,**  he  cried,  *•  of  care  bereft, 
.And  Heav'n  be  praised,  I  Ve  not  a  genius  left : 

No  one  among  ye,  sons !  is  doom'd  to  live 
-On  high-raised  holies  of  what  the  great  may  give; 

None,  with  exalted  views  and  fortunes  mean, 
'  To  die  in  anguish,  or  to  live  in  spleen : 

Your  pious  b-other  soon  escaped  the  strife 
« Of  such  contention,  but  it  cost  his  life ; 

You  then,  my  sons,  upon  yourselves  depend, 
.And  in  your  own  exertions  find  the  friend." 
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THE  FRANK  COURTSHIP. 

T«B,  fkifh.  it  h  nif  eooiin'a  duty  to  mike  s  enrtty,  and  ny, 
' "  fatter,  M  it  pleaM  you  ;*'  but  for  oil  that,  eoutin,  lot  him  bo 
:  a  handtoiiM  Mlow,  or  etoe  moke  anothw  caitty.  oad  my,  **  Fa- 
rtbsr,  as  k  pIomm  sm.** 

MukM9  4kmiiJlfiftking.  set  ii.MeneL 

Ho  ctMot  flattor,  ho ! 
An  honeot  mind  and  plain— he  muot  tpeak  tnith. 

MOtm  Lmt,  act  ii.  ioeno  S. 
Olid  hath  tiToo  yon  one  faee.  and  yoo  make  yoanolvoe  an- 
otket  *  you  jiff,  yoo  amblo,  yon  nickHnme  Ood't  cvoalarai,  and 
BSko  your  wanionneei  yow  iinoraneo. 

^a«le(,aotUi,aeeiM'i. 


Wbatllreifioroyoani  CanlUabelraot 
Am  I  contemn  *d  for  pride  and  ■con  to  nraeh! 

Muck  Jiio  ^kvut  Jfolkmg,  act  ii.  eoeno  L 


Gkavx  Jonas  Kindred,  Sybil  Kindred's  sire. 
Was  six  feet  high,  and  look'd  six  inches  higher ; 
Erect,  morose,  determined,  solemn,  slow, 
Who  knew  the  man,  could  never  cesise  to  know ; 
His  faithful  spouse,  when  Jonas  was  not  by. 
Had  a  firm  presence  and  a  steady  eye ; 
But  with  her  husband  droppM  her  look  and  tone^ 
And  Jonas  ruled  unquestioned  and  alone. 

He  read,  and  oft  would  quote  the  sacred  words, 
How  pious  husbands  of  their  wives  were  brds ; 
Sarah  called  Abraham  lord !  and  who  could  be. 
So  Jonas  thought,  a  ^ater  man  than  he  7 
Himself  he  view*d  with  undisguised  respect. 
And  never  pardonM  freedom  or  neglect 

They  had  one  daughter,  and  this  favoorite  child 
Had  oft  the  father  of  his  spleen  beguiled ; 
Soothed  by  attention  from  her  early  years, 
She  gain'd  all  wishes  by  her  smiles  or  tears ; 
But  Sybil  then  was  in  that  playful  time, 
When  contradiction  is  not  held  a  crime ; 
When  parents  yield  their  children  idle  praise 
For  ianlts  corrected  in  their  after  days. 

Peace  in  the  sober  house  of  Jonaa  dwelt. 
Where  each  his  duty  and  his  station  felt: 
Yet  not  that  peace  some  fiivour*d  mortals  find. 
In  equal  views  and  harmony  of  mind ; 
Not  the  soft  peace  that  Uesaes  those  who  love, 
Where  all  with  one  consent  in  union  move ; 
But  it  was  that  which  one  superior  will 
Commands,  by  making  all  inferiors  still ; 
Who  bids  all  murmurs,  all  objections  cease. 
And  with  imperious  voice  announces — ^Peace ! 

They  were,  to  wit,  a  remnant  of  that  crew. 
Who,  as  their  fiies  maintain,  their  sovereign  alew ; 
An  independent  race,  precise,  correct. 
Who  ever  married  in  the  kindred  sect : 
No  son  or  daughter  of  their  order  wed 
A  friend  to  £ngland*s  king  who  lost  his  head ; 
Cromwell  was  still  their  saintt  and  when  they  met, 
They  mourned  that  saints*  were  not  our  nilen  yd. 

F!x*d  were  their  habits :  they  arose  betimes, 
Then  prayM  their  hour,  and  sang  their   putf- 

rhymes : 
Theif  meals  were  plenteous,  regular,  and  pbin ; 
The  trade  of  Jonas  brought  him  eonstant  gnin : 
Vender  of  hops  and  malt,  of  coals  and  oon^— > 
And,  like  his  father,  he  was  merchant  bom : 
Neat  was  their  house ;  each  table,  chair,  and  i 
Stood  in  its  place,  or  moving  moved  by  rule ; 
No  lively  print  or  pioture  graoed  the  room ; 
A  plain  brown  paper  lent  its.  decent  gloom  ; 
But  here  the  eye,  in  glancing  round,  eurvey'd 
A  small  recess  that  seemM  Sa  china  made; 
Such  pleasing  pictures  seemM  this  pencilTd  ware^ 
That  few  would  search  for  nobler  objects  t' 


*  This  appoHaiion  n  bote  need  not  ironically,  nor  vttli  wmr 
lifnity ;  but  it  is  taken  mfenely  to  deeif oato  a  morosely  devovl 
people,  with  peculiar  aoelerity  of  mannon. 
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Yet,  tarnM  l>y  cbofieh  friends,  and  there  appeal M 
Hit  stem,  strong  featnres,  whom  they  all  revered! 
For  there  in  lof^  air  was  seen  to  stand 
The  bold  prcnteetor  of  therconqaer'd  land ; 
Drawn  in  that  look  with  which  he  4rept  and  awore, 
TumM  oat  the  raemberB,  and  made  fast  the  door, 
fUdding  the  house  of  every  knave  and  drone, 
Forced,  though  it  grieved  his  aoal,  to  rule  alone. 
The  stem  still  smile  each  friend  approving  g«re» 
Then  turnM  the  view,  and  all  again  were  grave. 

There  stood  a  dock,  though  small  the  owner*8 
need. 
For  habit  told  when  all  things  should  proceed ; 
Few  their  amaaements,  bat  when  friends  appearM, 
They  with  the  world's  distrete  their  spirits  cheerM ; 
The  BBtsoii's  guilt,  that  would  not  bag  endure 
The  reign  of  men  so  modest  and  so  pure : 
Tlieir  town  was  large,  and  sddom  pass*d  a  day 
But  some  had  failM,  and  others  gone  astray ; 
Clerks  had  absconded,  wives  eloped,  girls  iiown 
To  Gretna-Green,  or  sons  rebellious  grown ; 
Quarrels  and  fires  arose ; — and  it  was  plain 
The  times  were  bad ;  the  saints  had  ceased  to  reign ! 
A  few  yet  lived  to  languish  and  to  moom 
For  good  old  nRBnera  never  to  return. 

tonas  had  sisters,  and  of  these  was  one 
Who  loet  a  bvaband  and  an  only  son : 
Twelve  months  her  sables  she  in  sorrow  Wore, 
And  moornM  so  long  that  she  oocdd  moitm  no  more. 
Distant  from  Jonas,  and  from  all  her  race, 
She  now  resided  in  a  lively  place ; 
l^ere,  by  the  sect  unseen,  at  whist  she  play*d. 
Nor  was  of  ohnrchmen  or  their  church  afraid : 
If  much  of  this  the  graver  brother  heard. 
He  something  censored,  but  he  little  feai^d ; 
He  knew  her  rich  and  frugsi ;  for  the  rest, 
He  felt  no  eare,  or,  if  he  rolt,  suppressM ; 
Nor  for  companion  when  she  ask*d  her  niece, 
Had  he  suspicions  that  diaturVd  his  peace ; 
Frugal  and  rich,  these  virtues  as  a  charm 
.Preserved  the  thoughtful  man  from  all  alarm ; 
An  infant  yet,  she  9oon  would  home  return. 
Nor  stay  the  manners  of  the  world  to  learn ; 
Meantime  bis  bovs  would  all  his  care  engross, 
And  he  his  com&rts  if  he  fblt  the  loss. 

The  sprightiv  Sybil,  pleased  and  unoolifiDed, 
Felt  the  pure  piesrare  of  the  q>*ning  minds 
All  here  was  gay  and  efaeerful~«ll  at  home 
Unvaried  quiet  and  unruffled  gloom : 
There  were  no  changes,  and  amusements  lew ; 
Here,  all  was  varied,  wonderful,  and  ndw ; 
There  were  plain  meds,  plain  dresses,  «nd  grate 

looks-^ 
Here,  gay  companions  and  amusing  books ; 
And  the  young  beauty  soon  began  to  taste 
The  light  vocations  of  the  scene  she  graced. 

A  man  of  business  feels  it  as  a  crime 
On  calls  domestic  to  consume  his  time ; 
Yet  this  grave  man  had  not  so  cold  a  heart, 
Bot^with  his  daughter  he  wlui  grieved  to  part : 
And  he  demanded  that  in  every  year 
The  annt  and  niece  should  at  his  house  appear. 

*  Tes !  we  mtist  go,  m  v  child,  and  by  our  dress 
A  g;rave  cgpfbrmity  of  nund  express  ; 


Must  sing  at  meeting,  and  from  cards  refrain, 
Tlie  more  I'  enjoy  when  we  return  again.** 

Thus  spake  the  aunt,  and  the  discerning  child 
Was  pleased  to  learn  how  fathers  are  beguiled. 
Her  artful  part  the  young  dissembler  took. 
And  from  the  matron  caught  th*  approving  look: 
When  thrice  the  friends  had  met,  excuse  was  sent 
For  more  delay,  and  Jonas  was  content ; 
Till  a  tall  maiden  by  her  sire  was  seen, 
In  all  the  bloom  and  beauty  of  sixteen ; 
He  ga^d  admiring ; — she,  with  visage  prim, 
Glanced  an  arch  look  of  gravity  on  him ; 
For  she.  was  gay  at  heart,  but  wore  disguise. 
And  stood  a  vestal  in  her  father's  eyes : 
Pure,  pensive,  simple,  sad ;  the  damsePs  heart, 
When  Jonas  praised,  reproved  her  for  the  part; 
For  Sybil,  (bnd  of  pleasure,  gay  and  light. 
Had  still  a  secret  bias  to  the  right; 
Vain  as  she  was — and  flattery  made.her  vaixh—  ■ 
Her  simulation  gave  her  bosom  pain. 

Again  returned,  the  matron  and  the  niece 
Found  the  late  quiet  gave  their  joy  increase ; 
The  aunt  infirm,  no  more  her  visits  paid, 
But  still  with  her  sojoumM  the  &vourite  maid. 
Letters  were  sent  when  franks  could  be  procuredi 
And  when  they  could  not,  silence  was  endared ; 
All  were  in  health,  and  if  they  older  grew. 
It  seemM  a  fiict  that  none  among  them  knew ; 
The  aunt  and  niece  still  led  a  pfeasant  life. 
And  quiet  days  had  Jonas  and  his  wife. 

Near  him  a  widow  dwelt  of  worthy  feme, 
Like  his  her  manners,  and  her  creed  the  same ; 
The  wealth  her  husband  left,  her  care  retain*d 
For  one  tall  youth,  and  widow  she  remain'd ; 
His  love  respectful  all  her  care  repaid, 
Hef  wishes  watched,  and  her  .commands  obey'd. 

Sober  he  was  and  grave  from  early  youth, 
Mlndffal  of  forma,  but  more  intent  on  truth ; 
In  a  light  drab  he  uniformly  dress'd. 
And  look  serene  th*  unruffled  mind  express'd ; 
A  hat  vrith  ample  verge  his  brows  o'enpread. 
And  his  brown  locks  carPd  graceful  on  his  head  • 
Yet  might  observer^  in  bis  speaking  ^e 
Some  observation,  some  acuieness  spy ; 
The  friendly  thought  it  keen,  the   treacheniai 

deem'd  it  dy ; 
Yet  not  a  crime  could  foe  or  friend  detect. 
His  actions  all  were,  like  his  speech,  eorrect ; 
And  they  who  jested  on  a  miivd  so  sound. 
Upon  his  virtues  must  their  laughter  found ; 
Chaste,  sober,  solemn,  and  devout  they  named 
Him  «who  was  thus,  and  not  of  ihia  adhamed. 

.  Such  were  the  viitues  Jonas  feund  in  one 
In  whom  he  warmly  wished  to  find  a  son : 
Three  years  had  passed  since  be  had  Sybil  seen; 
But  she  was  doubtless  what  she  once  had  been, 
Lovely  and  mild,  obedient  and  discreet ; 
The  pair  must  love  whehever  they  should  meet ; 
Then  ere  the  widow  or  her  son  should  choose 
Some  happier  maid,  be  would  explain  bis  views. 
Now  she,  like  him,  was  politic  and  shrewd, 
With  strong  desire  of  lavrful  gain  eiabued ; 
To  all  he  said,  she  bow*d  with  much  respect, 
Plea9ed  to  comply,  yet  seeming  to  reject; 
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Cool  fkiid  yet  eajj^er,  each  admired  the  strength . 

Of  tlie  opponent,  and  agreed  at  length  : 

Ab  a  drawn  battle  shows  to  each  a  force, 

Powerful  as  his,  he  honours  it  of  coarse ; 

Bo  in  these  neighbours,  each  the  power  discernM, 

And  gave  the  praise  that  was  to  each  retumM. 

Jona£  now  ask*d  his  daughter—and  the  aunt, 
Though  loth  to  lose  her,  was  obliged  to  grant : — 
But  would  not  Sjbil  to  the  matron  cling, 
And  fear  to  leave  the  shelter  of  her  wing  7 
1^0 !  in  the  young  there  lives  a  love  pf  change, 
And  to  the  easy  Uiey  prefer  the  strange ! 
Then  too  the  joys  she  once  pursued  with  zeal. 
From  whist  and  visits  sprung,  she  ceased  to  feel ; 
When  with  the  matrons  Sybil  first  sat  down. 
To  cut  for  partners  and  to  stake  her  crown, 
This  to  the  youthful  maid  preferment  seemed. 
Who  thought  that  woman  she  was  tlien  esteemed ; 
But  in  few  years,  when  she  perceived,  indeed, 
The  real  woman  to  the  girl  succeed. 
No  longer  tricks  and  honours  fillM  her  mind, 
But  other  feelings,  not  so  well  defined ; 
She  then  reluctant  grew,  and  thought  it  hard, 
To  sit  and  ponder  o*er  an  ugly  card ; 
Rather  the  nut-tree  shade  the  nymph  preferr'd. 
Pleased  with  the  pensive  gloom  and  evening  bird ; 
Thither,  from  company  retired,  she  took 
The  silent  walk,  or  read  the  fav'rite  book. 

The  father*s  letter,  sudden,  short,  and  kind, 
Awaked  her  wonder,  and  disturbM  her  mind ; 
She  found  new  dreams  upon  her  fimcy  seize, 
Wild  roving  thoughts  and  endless  reveries : 
The  parting  came ; — and  when  the  aunt  perceived 
The  tears  of  Sybil,  and  how  much  she  pprieved^ 
To  love  for  her  that  tender  grief  she  laid, 
That  various,  soft,  contending  passions  made. 

When  Sybil  rested  in  her  father's  arms, 
His  pride  exulted  in  a  daughter's  charms, 
A  maid  accomplish'd  he  was  pleased  to  find, 
Nor  seem'd  the  form  more  lovely  than  the  mind : 
But  when  the  fit  of  pride  and  fondness  fled. 
He  saw  his  judgment  by  his  hopes  misled ; 
High  were  the  lady's  spirits,  far  more  fi<ee 
Her  mode  of  speaking  than  a  maid's  should  be ; 
Too  much,  as  Jonas  thought,  she  seem'd  to  know, 
Arid  all  her  knowledge  was  disposed  to  show ; 
"  Too  gay  her  dress,  like  theirs  who  idly  dote 
On  a  young  coxcomb,  or  a  coxcomb's  ooat ; 
In  foolish  spirits  when  our  friends  appear. 
And  vainly  grave  when  not  a  man  is  near.'* 

Thus  Jonas,  adding  to  his  sorrow  blame, 
And  terms  disdainful  to  his  sister's  name : — 
**  The  sinful  wretch  has  by  her  arts  defiled 
Tlie  ductile  spirit  of  my  darling  child." 

**  The  maid  is  virtuous,"  said  the  dame— Quoth  he, 
'*  Let  her  give  proof,  by  acting  virtuously. 
Is  it  in  gaping  when  the  elders  pray  ? 
In  reading  nonsense  half  a  summer's  day  7 
In  those  mock  forms  that  she  delights  to  trace. 
Or  her  loud  laughs  in  Hezekiah's  face  7 
She — O  Susannah ! — ^tn  the  world  belongs ; 
She  loves  the  follies  of  its  idle  throngs, 
And  reads  soft  tales  of  love,  and  sipgs  love's  sofl'. 
ning  songs. 


But,  as  our  friend  is  yet  delay'd  in  town, 
IVe  must  prepare  her  till  the  youth  comes  down  ; 
You  shall  advise  the  maiden ;  I  wiU  threat ; 
Her  fears  and  hopes  may  yield  us  comfort  yet," 

Now  the  grove  father  took  the  lass  aside,  - 
Demanding  sternly,  **  Wilt  thou  be  a  bride  7" 
She  answer'd,  calling  up  an  air  sedate, 
""  1  have  not  vow'd  against  the  holy  state." 

**  No  folly,  Sybil,"  said  the  parent;  «  know 
What  to  their  parents  virtuous  maidens  owe : 
A  worthy,  wealthy  youth,  whom  I  approve, 
Must  thou  prepare  to  honour  and  to  love. 
Formal  to  thee  his  air  and  dress  may  seem, 
But  the  good  youth  is  worthy  of  esteem ; 
Shouldst  thou  with  rudeness  treat  him ;  of  disdain 
Should  he  with  justice  or  of  slight  complain. 
Or  of  one  tauntmg  speech  give  certain  proo^ 
Girl !  I  reject  thee  from  my  sober  roo£" 

**  My  aunt,"  said  Sybil,  **  will  with  pride  protect 
One  whom  a  father  can  for  this  reject ; 
Nor  shall  a  formal,  rigid,  soulless  boy 
My  manners  alter,  or  my  views  destroy !" 

Jonas  then  lifted  up  his  hands  on  high. 
And  utt'ring  something  'twixt  a  groan  and  sigh* 
Left  the  determined  maid,  her  doubtfixl  mother  by. 
'  "  Hear  me,"  she  said ;  **  incline  thy  heart,  mj 

child. 
And  fix  thy  fancy  on  a  man  so  mild  : 
Thy  father,  Sybil,  never  could  be  moved 
By  one  who  loved  him,  or  by  one  he  loved. 
Union  like  ours  is  but  a  bargain  made 
By  slave  and  tyrant — he  will  be  obeyM ; 
Tnen  calls  the  quiet,  comfort — ^but  thy  youth 
Is  mild  by  nature,  and  as  frank  as  truth." 

"But  will  he  love  7"  said  Sybil;  "lam  told 
That  these  mild  creatures  are  by  nature  cold." 

'  Alas !"  the  matron  answer'd,  "  much  I  drea^ 
That  dangerous  love  by  whidi  the  young  are  led 
That  love  is  earthy ;  you  the  creature  pnae. 
And  trust  your  feelings  and  believe  your  eyea : 
Can  eyes  iod  feelings  inward  worth  descry  7 
No !  my  fair  daughter,  on  our  choice  rely ! 
Your  love,  like  tluit  dis[^y'd  upon  the  stage. 
Indulged  is  folly,  and  opposed  is  rage  'f~^ 
More  prudent  love  our  sober  couples  show. 
All  that  to  mortal  beings,  mortals  owe ; — 
All  flesh  is  grass — before  you  ffive  a  heart, 
Remember,  Sybil,  that  in  death  yon  part ; 
And  should  your  husband  die  before  your  loirc. 
What  needless  anguish  must  a  widow  prove ! 
No !  my  fiiir  child,  let  all  such  visions  cease ; 
Yield  but  esteem,  and  only  try  for  peace." 

*»  I  must  be  loved,"  said  Sybil;  *»  I  must  see* 
The  man  in  terrors  who  aspires  to  me ; 
At  my  forbidding  frown^  his  heart  must  ache. 
His  tongue  must  falter,  and  his  frame  must  shako : 
And  if  I  grant  him  at  my  feet  to  kneel. 
What  trembling,  fearful  pleasure  must  he  feel ! 
Nay,  such  the  raptures  that  my  smiles  inspire. 
That  reason's  self  must  for  a  time  retire." 

**  Alas !  for  good  Josiah,"  said  the  dame, 
These  wicked  thoughts  would  fill  liis  aou^  with 
shame;" 
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He  kneel  and  tremble  at  a  thing  of  durt !  |     Sdent  they  sate— thought  SybU,  that  he  leeks 

He  cannot,  child :"— the  child  replied,  «  He  must"  i  Something,  no  doubt ;  I  wonder  if  he  speaks : 
^  ,      ,  .  A .         •..      is.  Scarcely  she  wonder'd,  when  these  accents  fell 

They  ceased :  the  matron  left  her  with  a  frown ;  gj^^  j^  ^^^  ^^_j,  p^i,  maiden,  art  thou  wcU  ?»» 


So  Jonas  met  her  when  the  youth  came  down  : 
**  Behold,**  said  he,  "thy  future  spouse  attends; 
Receive  him,  daughter,  as  the  best  of  friends ; 
Obseire,  respect  him — humble  be  each  word 
That  welcomes  home  thy  husband  and  thy  lord." 

ForewamM,  thought  Sybil,  with  a  bitter  smile, 
I  shall  prepare  my  manner  and  my  style. 

Ere  yet  Josiah  enter*d  on  his  task, 
Tbe  father  met  him — **■  Deign  to  wear  a  mask 
A  few  duU  days,  Josiah — but  a  few — 
It  is  our  duty,  and  the  sex's  due ; 
I  wore  it  once,  and  every  gratefiil  wife 
Repays  it  with  obedience  through  her  lift : 
Hare  no  regard  to  SybiPs  dress,  have  none 
To  her  pert  language,  to  her  flippant  tone : 
HsDoefi^ard  thou  shalt  rule  nnquestion'd  and 

alone; 
And  she  thy  pleasure  in  thy  looks  shall  seek- 
How  she  shall  dress,  and  whether  she  may  speak.** 

A  sober  smile  retum'd  the  youth,  and  said, 
■■Ckn  I  cause  fear,  who  am  myself  afraid?** 

Svlnl,  meantime,  sat  thooghtful  in  her  room. 
And  oflen  wonder'd — **  Will  the  creature  come  7 
Nothuig  shall  tempt,  shall  force  me  to  bestow 
My  haad  upon  him,  yet  I  wish  to  know/* 

The  door  unclosed,  and  she  beheld  her  sire 
Lead  in  the  youth,  then  hasten  to  retire ; 
**  Dwighter,  my  friend—  my  daughter,  Mend** — he 

cried. 
And  gave  a  meaning  look,  and  stepp'd  aside ; 
That  look  oontain*d  a  mingled  threat  and  ]H«yer, 
*  Do  take  him  child— offend  him,  if  you  dare.** 

Tlie  couple  gued — were  silent,  and  the  maid 
LDok*d  in  his  nee,  to  make  the  man  afraid ; 
The  man,  unmoved,  upon  the  maiden  oast 
A  steady  view — so  s^utation  pass'd : 
But  in  this  instant  Sybil's  eye  had  seen 
The  tall  &ir  person,  and  the  still  staid  mien ; 
Hie  glow  that  temp'ianee  o*er  the  cheek  hadspreadt 
Where  the  soft  down  half  veil*d  thexpurest  rod ; 
And  the  serene  deportment  that  proclaim'd 
A  heart  unspotted,  and  a  life  nnblamed : 
Bat  then  with  these  she  saw  attire  too  plahi, 
The  pale  brown  coat,  though  worn  without  a  stain ; 
The  formal  air,  and  something  of  the  pride 
That  indicates  the  wealth  it  seems  to  hide : 
And  looks  that  were  not,  she  conceived,  exempt 
From  a  proud  pity,  or  a  sly  contempt 

Jonah's  eyes  had  their  employment  too,  ■ 
Engaged  and  soflen*d  by  so  bright  a  view ; 
A  mir  and  meaning  face,  an  eye  of  fire. 
That  check*d  the  £>]d,  and  made  the  firee  rettro  : 
Bat  then  with  these  he  mark'd  the  studied  dress 
And  lofly  air,  that  soom  or  pride  express ; 
With  that  insidioos  look,  that  seem*d  to  lade 
In  an  affected  smile  the  soom  and  pride ; 
And  if  his  mind  the  virgin*s  meaning  caught. 
He  saw  a  foe  with  treadierous  purpose  fraught — 
Capttte  the  heart  to  take,  and  to  rejeet  it  caught 


"  Art  thou  physician  V*  she  replied ;  ^  my  hand. 
My  poise,  at  least,  shall  be  at  thy  command.** 

She  said-— and  saw,  surprised,  Josiah  kneel. 
And  gave  his  lips  the  ofTer'd  pulse  to  feel ) 
The  rosy  colour  rising  in  her  cheek, 
Seem'd  that  surprise  unmix*d  with  wrath  to  speak; 
Then  sternness  she  assumed,  and — *^  Doctor,  tell* 
Thy  words  cannot  alarm  me — am  I  well  ?** 
»  Thou  art,**  said  he ;  "« and  yet  thy  dress  so  light, 
I  do  conceive,  some  danger  must  excite  :** 
**  In  whom  7**  said  Sybil,  with  a  look  demuro : 
**  In  more,**  said  he,  **  than  I  expect  to  cure. 
I,  in  thy  light  luxuriant  robe,  behol<f 
Want  and  excess,  abounding  and  yet  oold ; 
Hero  needed,  thero  disphiy'd,  in  many  a  wanton 

fold: 
Both  health  and  beauty,  learned  authors  s6ow, 
From  a  jtut  medium  in  our  clothing  flow.** 

^  Proceed,  good  doctor ;  if  so  great  my  need. 
What  is  thy  fee?  Good  doctor!  Pray  proceed.** 

**  Large  is  my  fee,  fair  lady,  but  I  take 
None  tiU  some  progress  in  my  cure  I  make : 
Thou  hast  disease,  fair  maiden ;  thou  art  vain ; 
Within  that  face  sit  msult  and  disdain ; 
Thou  art  enamoured  of  thyself;  my  art 
Can  see  the  naughty  paliee  of  thy  heart : 
With  a  strong  pfoasure  would  thy  bosom  move, 
Wera  I  to  own  thy  power,  and  ask  thy  love ; 
And  such  thy  beauty,  damsel,  that  I  might. 
But  for  thy  pride  feel  danger  in  thy  sight. 
And  lose  my  present  peace  in  dreams  of  vain  d^ 
light" 

And  can  thy  patients,**  said  the  nymph,  **  endure 
Physio  like  this  7  and  will  it  work  a  euro  7** 

**  Such  is  my  hope^  fair  damsel ;  thou,  I  find, 
Hast  the  true  tokens  of  a  noble  mind ; 
But  the  world  wins  thee,  Sybil,  and  thy  joys 
Are  placed  in  trifles,  fashions,  follies,  toys : 
Thou  hast  sought  pleasuro  in  the  world  around, 
That  in  thine  own  pure  bosom  should  be  found  t 
Did  all  that  world  admire  thee,  praise  and  love^ 
Could  it  the  least  of  nature's  pains  remove  7 
CooM  it  for  errors,  fitUies,  sins  atone. 
Or  give  thee  comfort,  thoughtful  and  alone  7 
It  has,  believe  me,  maid,  no  power  to  charm 
Thy  soul  from  sorrow,  or  thy  flesh  from  harm : 
Turn,  then,  fair  creature,  from  a  world  of  sin. 
And  seek  the  jewel  happiness  within.** 

•<Speak*8t  thou  at  meeting?'*  said  the  nymph; 
••  thy  speech 
Is  that  of  mortal  very  prone  to  teach ; 
But  wouldst  thou,  doctor,  from  the  patient  le^m 
Thine  own  disease  ?•— The  cure  is  thy  concern.** 

"  Yea,  with  good  will.**— " Then  know,  'tis  thy 
complaint. 
That,  for  a  sinner,  thou  'rt  too  much  a  saint; 
Hast  too  much  show  of  the  sedate  and  pure, 
And  without  cause  art  formal  and  demure  * 


lee 


CRABBE'S   POETICAL   WORKS. 


This  makes  a  man  unsocial,  unpdlite ; 
Odioua  when  wrong,  and  insolont  if  right 
Thou  mayat  be  goM^  but  why  should  goodneis  be 
Wrapt  in  a  garb  of  such  fbrmalitv  ? 
Thy  person  well  might  please  a  damsel's  eye, 
In  decent  habit  with  a  scarlet  dye  ; 
But,  jest  apart — what  virtue  canst  thou  trace 
In  that  broad  brim  that  hides  thy  sober  fiioe  7 
0oe8  that  long-skirted  drab,  that  oTcr-nice 
And  formal  ctolhing,  prove  a  scorn  of  vice? 
Then  for  thine  accent — ^what  in  sound  can  be 
So  void  of  grace  as  dull  monotony ! 
Love  has  a  thousand  varied  notes  to  move 
The  human  heart ; — thou  mayst  not  speak  of  love 
^TiU  thou  hast  cast  thy  formal  ways  aside, 
^  And  those  becoming  yeoth  and  nature  tried : 
Not  till  exterior  fireeBom,  ^irit,  ease. 
Prove  it  thy  study  and  delight  to  please ; 
Not  till  these  foUies  meet  thy  just  disdain, 
While  yet  thy  virtues  and  thy  woith  remain.'* 

«*This  is  ieveie !— Oh  I  maiden,  wilt  not  thoo 
Something  Ibr  hftbHs,  mannen,  modes,  aUow  7" — 

^  Yes !  but  aHowing  muck,  I  much  require^ 
In  my  behalf;  fin  maaners,  modes,  attire  !** 

**  True,  lovely  Sybil ;  and,  this  point  agraed. 
Let  me  to  those  of  greater  weight  proceed : 
Thy  ftther  r— »  Nay,"  she  qmokly  interposed, 
^'Grood  doctor,  here  our  oonfiNrenoe  is  dosed  I" 

Then  left  the  youth,  who»  lost  in  his  rstreal, 
Pafs'd  the  good  matron  en  her  garden-seat ; 
His  looks  were  troubled,  and  his  air,  once  mild 
And  cairn,  was  hurried :— **  My  audacious  child  ^ 
Exdaim'd  the  dame,  **  I  read  what  she  has  done 
Inthydispleeflnre»-Ah!  the  thoughtless  one ! 
But  yet,  Josiah,  to  my  stem  good  man 
Speak  ot  the  maid  as  mildly  as  you  can : 
Oui  you  not  seem  to  woo  a  little  while 
The  dau||^ter*s  will,  the  father  to  beguile ! 
So  that  his  wrath  in  time  may  wear  away ; 
Will  you  preserve  our  peace,  Josiah  7  say." 

**Ye8!  my  good  neighbour,*'  said  the  gentle 
youth, 
**  Refy  securely  on  my  care  and  truth ; 
And  should  thy  comrort  with  my  efforts  cease. 
And  only  then — ^perpetual  is  thy  peace." 

The  dame  had  doubts :  she  well  his  virtues  knew, 
His  deeds  were  6'iendljy,  and  his  words  were  true ; 
**  But  to  address  this  vixen  is  a  task 
He  is  ashamed  to  take,  and  I  to  ask." 
Soon  as  the  father  from  Josiah  leam'd 
What  pass'd  with  SybU,  he  the  truth  discem'd. 
**  He  loves,"  the  man  ezclaimM,  **•  he  loves,  't  is  plain. 
The  thoughtless  girl,  and  shall  he  love  in  vain  7 
She  may  be  stubborn,  but  she  shall  be  tried. 
Bom  as  she  is  of  wilfulness  and  pride." 

With  uiger  fraught,  but  willing  to  persuade. 
The  wrathful  fiither  met  the  smiling  maid : 
*^  Sybil,"  said  he,  **  I  long,  and  yet  I  dread 
To  know  thy  conduct— hath  Josiah  fled  7 
And,  grieved  and  fhstted  by  thy  scomfbl  air. 
For  his  lost  peace,  betaken  him  to  prayer  7 


Couldsl  thou  bis  pure  and  modest  mind  distress^, 

By  vile  remarks  upon  his  speech,  address. 

Attire,  and  voice  ?"— "  All  this  I  must  confess."— 

**  Unhappy  child !  what  labour  y^lU  it  cost 

To  win  him  back  T'— •*  I  do  not  think  him  lost'* 

**  Courts  he  then,  trifler !  insult  and  disdain  7" — 

**  No:  but  from  these  he  courts  me  to  refrain." 

**  Then  hear  me,  Sybil — should  Josiah  leave 

Thy  fkther's  house  7"— »"  My  father's  child  wMild 

grieve :" 
**  That  is  of  grace,  and  if  he  come  again 
To  speak  of  k)ve  7"— •«  I  might  from  grief  re- 

frain." — 
**Then  wilt  thou,  daughter,  our  design  embrace  T**-* 
«*Can  I  resist  it,  if  it  be  of  grace  7" 
u  Dear  chikl !  in  three  plain  words  thy  muid  ex* 


Wilt  thou  have  this  good  yovth7**— ^'Dear  fiither ! 
yes." 


TALE  VII. 


THB  WIDQWH  TALB. 

Abnsi  (brsnthtikatlMoM«vtins4 
Or  cfsr  hmt  br  tals  or  Ustary, 
Tht  eoune  of  trae  love  never  did  nmi 
But  either  it  wee  differeot  in  blood. 
Or  olee  loligreAed  in  reqieet  of  Teen, 
Or  die  it  itood  upon  the  choice  of  f 
Or  if  there  were  ft  iroipethjr  in  choice. 
War,  deeth,  or  eiekneie  did  lay  aece  to  it. 

JMiUesMSur  ^i#*l*#  Dremm,  set  i,  a 

Oh !  thoadidtt  then  ne*er  love  lo  heartUr, 
If  Ihoa  NmenbereM  not  the  iSghteet  Mlf 
That  ever  love  did  nafee  ihee  ran  inlo. 

A  Tm  Likt  /^  ael  iC  i 

Cry  the  nun  SMcy ;  love  him,  take  Ueolibr. 


To  ftrmer  Moss,  in  Langar  Vale,  eame  down 
His  only  daughter,  from  her  school  in  town ; 
A  tender,  timid  maid !  who  knew  not  how 
To  pMB  a  pig-sty,  or  to  ftce  a  oow  c 
Smiling  she  came,  with  petty  talents  grated, 
A  &ir  complezioo,  and  a  slender  waist 

Used  to  spare  meals,  disposed  in  manner  pore. 
Her  father's  kitchen  she  could  ill  endure ; 
Where  by  the  steaming  beef  he  hungry  sat* 
And  laid  at  once  a  oound  upon  his  pJate ; 
Hot  from  the  field,  her  eager  brother  seized 
An  equal  part,  and  hunger's  rage  appeased ; 
The  air,  surcharged  with  moisture,  flagg'd  around* 
And  the  offended  damsel  sigh'd  and  frown'd ; 
The  swelling  fat  in  lumps  conglomerate  laid. 
And  fancy's  sickness  seised  the  loathing  maid ; 
But  when  the  men  beside  their  station  took. 
The  maidens  with  them,  and  with  these  the  oook 
When  one  huge  wooden  bowl  before  them  stood, 
nU'd  with  huge  balls  of  farinaceous  food; 
With  bacon,  mass  saline,  where  never  lean 
Between  the  brown  and  bristly  rind  was  seen : 
When  fi-om  a  single  horn  the  party  diew 
Their  copious  draughts  of  heavy  ale  and  new  ; 
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When  the  eoarae  cloth  she  eaw,  wkh  many  a  etain, 
Soil*d  by  rude  binds  who  cut  and  came  a^^ain-— 
She  could  not  breathe,  but,  with  a  heavy  sigh, 
Rein*d  the  >air  Deck*  and  abut  tb'  offended  eye ; 
She  minced  the  aang^uine  fleah  in  frastmna  fiiaa, 
And  wonder 'd  much  to  eee  tbe  creatoriea  dine : 
When  ahe  lesolved  her  &tber*B  heart  to  moTe, 
If  hearia  of  fiu'niera  were  alive  to  love. 

She  now  entreated  hv  beraelf  to  sit 
In  the  small  parlour,  if  papa  thought  fit. 
And  there  to  dine,  to  read,  to  work  alone  ^— 
**  No  !**  said  the  fkrroer,  in  an  angry  tone ; 
**  These  are  yonr-sehool-taught  airs ;  your  mothei's 

pride 
Would  send  yea  there ;  bat  I  am  now  your  guides — 
Arise  bisCimes,  oar  early  meals  prepare, 
And  this  deipatcb'd,  let  business  b^  your  csro ; 
Look  tn  tbe  lasses,  let  there  not  be  one 
Who  lacks  attention,  till  her  tasks  be  done ; 
In  every  household  work  your  portion  take. 
And  what  joq  make  not,  see  that  others  make : 
At  leisaie  times  attend  the  wheel,  and  see 
The  whitening  web  be  sprinkled  on  tbe  lea ; 
When  thus  einploy*d,  should  oar  young  neighbour 

view 
A  oseibl  lass,  yon  may  have  mare  to  do." 

Drettdfol  were  these  commands ;  but  worse  than 
tbese 
The  paitiog  hint— «  farmer  could  not  please : 
*T  b  true  line  bad  without  abhorrence  seen 
Young  Harry  Carr,  when  he  was  smart  and  elean ; 
But  to  be  married— be  a  farmer*B  wife*- 
A  slave!  a  drudge  l-^he  ooald  not,  for  her  lift. 

With  swimming  eyes  the  fretful  nymph  with- 
drew. 
And,  de^ly  sighuig,  to  her  chamber  flew ; 
T^n  Km  her  knees,  to  Heav'n  she  grieving  pray*d 
For  change  of  prospect  to  a  tortured  maid. 

Hanj,  a  youth  whose  late-departed  sire 
Had  len  biro  aU  industrious  men  require. 
Saw  the  pale  beau^ — and  her  shape  and  air 
Enjjraged  him  much^  and  yet  he  must  forbear : 
**■  For  my  small  farm  what  can  the  damsel  do  V* 
He  aaid--then  stoppM  to  take  another  view : 
*'Pity  so  sweet  a  lauas  will  nothing  learn 
•  Of  houadbold  cares — ^ibr  what  can  beauty  earn 
INr  those  small  arts  which  they  at  school  attain, 
Tliat  keep  them  useless,  and  yet  make  them  vain  7** 

This  luckless  damsel  kwk'd  the  village  round. 
To  find  a  fiiend,  and  one  was  quickly  found ; 
A  pensive  widow — whose  mild  air  and  dress 
Pleased  the  sad  njrmph,  who  wished  her  soal's  dis* 

tress 
To  one  so  seeming  kind,  confiding,  to  confoss^— 

**  What  hdv  that  7*'  the  anxious  lass  inquired, 
Who  then  beheld  the  one  she  most  admired : 
**  Here,**  said  the  brother,  *  are  no  ladies  i 
That  is  a  widow  dwelling  on  the  green ; 
A  dainty  dame,  who  can  but  bare^  live 
On  her  poor  pittance,  vet  contrives  to  give : 
She  happier  days  has  known,  but  seems  at  ease. 
And  you  may  call  her  lady,  if  you  please : 


But  if  you  wish,  good  sister,  to  improve. 
Yon  shall  see  twenty  better  worth  your  love.** 

These  Nancy  met;  but,  spite  of  all  Uiey  taugbt. 
This  useless  widow  was  the  one  she  sought : 
The  &ther  growl*d ;  but  said  he  knew  no  harm 
In  such  connexion  that  could  give  alar^ : 
**  And  if  we  thwart  the  trifler  m  her  course, 
T  is  odds  agliinst  us  she  will  take  a  worse.**  ' 

Then  met  the  friends ;  the  widow  beard  the  ^sigh 
That  aBk*d  at  ojice  compassion  and  reply  : — 
^.  Would  you,  my  child,  converse  wilb  one  so  poor^ 
Yours  were  the  kindness— yonder  is  my  door ; 
And,  save  the  time  that  we  in  pubKc  pray. 
From  that  poor  cottage  I  but  rarely  stray.** 

There  went  the  nymph,  and  made  her  strong 
complaints. 
Painting  her  wo  as  injured  feeling  pamts. 

•*  Oh,  dearest  friend !  do  think  how  one  most  ftil, 
Shock*d  all  day  long,  and  sicken*d  every  meal! 
Could  you  beliold  our  kitchen  (and  to  you 
A  scene  so  shocking  must  indeed  be  new), 
A  mind  like  yours,  with  true  refinement  graced 
Would  let  no  vulgar  scenes  pollute  vour  taste ; 
And  yet,  in  truth,  from  such  a  poliaa'd  mind 
All  base  ideas  must  resist^ce  nnd. 
And  sordid  pictures  from  the  fancy  pass. 
As  the  breath  startles  firom  tbe  pouah'd  glass. 

**  Here  you  enjoy  a  sweet  romantic  scene, 
Without  so  pleasant,  and  within  so  clean  ; 
These  twining  jess*miies,  what  delicioos  gloom 
And  soothing  fragrance  yield  they  to  tlie  room ! 
What  lovely  gar&n !  there  you  oft  retire. 
And  tales  of  wo  and  tenderness  admire : 
In  that  neat  case  your  books,  in  order  placed, 
Soothe  the  full  soul,  and  charm  tbe  cultured  taste ; 
And  thus,  while  all  about  vou  wears  a  chann, 
How  must  you  scorn  the  farmer  and  the  fiirm  !** 

The  widow  amiled,  and  **  Know  you  not,**  said 

she, 
**  How  much  these  fermers  scorn  or  pity  me ; 
Who  see  what  you  admire,  and  laugh  at  all  they  see7 
True,  their  opmion  alters  not  my  fate, 
£^  fiilsely  judging  of  an  humble  state : 
This  garden,  you  with  such  delight  behold. 
Tempts  not  a  feeble  dame  who  dreads  the  cold ; 
These  plants,  which  please  so  well  your  livdier 

sense. 
To  mine  but  little  of  their  sweets  dispense ; 
Books  soon  are  painful  to  my  failing  sight. 
And  oftener  read  from  duty  than  delight ; 
(Yet  let  me  own,  that  I  can  sometimes  find 
Both  joy  and  duty  in  the  act  combined) ; 
But  vieTifcme  rightly,  you  will  see  no  more 
Than  a  poor  female,  willing  to  be  poor ; 
Happy  indeed,  but  not  in  lx>oks  nor  flowers. 
Not  in  fiiir  dreams,  indulged  in  earlier  hours, 
Of  never-tasted  joys; — such  visions  shun, 
My  youthful  friend,  nor  scorn  the  farmer^  son.** 

"  Nay,**  said  the  damsel,  nothing  pleased  to  see^ 
A  friend^s  advice  could  like  a  father's  be, 
"Bless'd  in  your  cottage,  you  must  sorely  smile 
At  those  who  live  in  our  detested  style: 
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To  my  Lucinda*B  aympatbiziD^  heart 
Could  I  my  prospects  and  my  griefii  impart, 
She  would  console  me ;  but  I  dare  not  abow 
Ills  that  would  wound  her  tender  soul  to  know  * 
And  I  confess,  it  shocks  my  prhle  to  tell 
The  eecrets  of  the  prison  where  I  dwell ; 
For  that  dear  maiden  would  be  shockM  to  feel 
The  secrets  I  should  shudder  to  reveal ; 
When  told  her  friend  was  by  a  parent  ask'd. 
Fed  you  the  swine  7~-Good  heaT*n!  how  I  am 

taskM! 
What !  can  you  smile  ?  Ah !  smile  not  at  the  grief 
That  woos  your  pity  and  demands  relief." 

** Trifles,  my  love ;  you  take  a  false  alarm; 
Tliink,  I  beseech  you,  better  of  the  farm :    . 
Duties  in  every  state  demand  your  care. 
And  light  are  those  that  will  require  it  there : 
Fix  on  the  youth  a  favouring  eye,  and  these, 
To  him  pertaining,  or  as  his,  will  please,** 

**  What  words,**  the  lass  replied,  **  offend  my  ear ! 
Try  you  my  patience  7  Can  you  be  sincere  ? 
And  am  I  told  a  willing  hand  to  give 
To  a  rude  farmer,  and  with  rustic  live  7 
Far  other  fiite  was  yours : — some  gentle  youth 
Admired  your  beauty,  and  avow*d  his  truth ; 
The  power  of  love  prevail'd,  and  freely  both 
Gave  the  fond  heart,  and  pledged  the  binding  oath ; 
And  then  the  rivals'  plot,  the  parent's  power. 
And  jealous  fears,  drew  on  the  happy  hour : 
Ah  I  let  not  memory  lose  the  blissful  view. 
But  fairly  show  what  love  has  done  for  you.** 

*^ Agreed,  my  daughter;  what  my  heart  has 

known 
Of  love's  strange  power  shall  be  with  frankness 

shown : 
But  let  me  warn  you,  that  experience  finds 
Few  of  the  scenes  that  lively  hope  design^.** — 

•*  Mysterious  all,"  said  Nancy ;  **  you,  I  know, 
Have  suffer'd  much ;  now  deign  the  grief  to  show ; — 
I  am  your  friend,  and  so  prepare  my  heart 
In  all  your  sorrows  to  receive  a  part." 

The  widow  answerM :  ••  I  had  once,  like  you, 
Such  thoughts  of  love ;  no  dream  is  more  untrue : 
You  judge  it  fated  and  decreed  to  dwcU 
In  youthful  hearts,  which  nothing  can  expel, 
A  passion  doom'd  to  rei^n,  and  irresistible. 
The  struggling  mind,  when  once  subdued,  in  vain 
Rejects  the  fury  or  defies  the  pain ; 
The  strongest  reason  fails  the  flame  t'  allay, 
And  resolution  droops  and  faints  away : 
Hence,  when  the  destined  lovers  meet,  they  prove 
At  once  the  force  of  this  all-powerful  love : 
Each  from  that  period  feels  the  mutual  smart. 
Nor  seeks  to  cure  it — heart  is  changed  for  heart; 
Nor  is  there  peiice  till  they  delighted  stand, 
.And,  at  the  altar — hand  is  join*d  in  hand. 

**  Alas !  my  cliild,  there  are  who,  dreaming  so, 
Waste  their  fresh  youth,  and  waking-  feel  the  wo; 
*  There  is  no  spirit  sent  the  heart  to  move 
'  With  such  prevailing  and  alarming  love ; 
Passion  to  reason  will  submit— -or  why 
:  Should  wealthy  maids  the  poorest  swains  deny  7 
'Or  how  could  classes  and  desrecs  create 
*The  slightest  bar  to  such  resistless  fate  7 


•Yet  high  and  low,  yon  see,  forbear  to  mix ; 
No  beggars*  eyes  the  heart  of  kings  transfix ; 
And  who  but  am'rous  peers  or  nobles  sigh 
When  titled  beauties  pass  triumphant  by  7 
For  reason  wakes,  proud  wbhes  to  reprove ; 
You  cannot  hope,  and  therefore  dare  not  love : 
All  would  be  safe,  did  we  at  first  inquire—' 
Does  reason  sanction  what  our  hearts  desire  V 
But  quitting  precept,  let  examine  show 
What  joys  from  love  nncheck*d  by  prudence  flow. 

**  A  youth  my  father  in  hb  office  placed. 
Of  bumble  fortune,  but  with  sense  and  taste ; 
But  he  was  thin  axid  pale,  had  downcast  looks  ; 
He  studied  much,  and  pored  upon  his  books : 
Confhsed  he  was  when  seen,  and,  when  he  saw 
Me  or  my  sisters,  would  in  haste  withdraw ; 
And  had  this  youth  departed  with  the  year, 
Hb  loss  had  cost  us  neither  sigh  nor  tear. 

**  But  with  my  fathet  still  the  youth  remain'd. 
And  more  reward  and  kinder  notice  gain'd : 
He  often,  reading,  to  the  jfarden  stray 'd» 
Where  I  by  books  or  musing  was  delay*d ; 
Thb  to  discourse  in  summer  evenings  led. 
Of  these  same  evenings,  or  of  ^at  we  read ; 
On  such  occasions  we  were  much  alone ; 
But,  save  the  look,  the  manner,  and  the  tone, 
(These  might  have  meaning),  all  that  we  disBiUi*d 
We  could  with,  pleasure  to  a  parent  trust 

**At  length  *twas  firiendship — and  my  friend 
and  I 

Said  we  were  happy,  and  began  to  siffh: 
My  sisters  first,  and  then  my  father,  round 
That  we  were  wandering  o'er  enchanted  grocind ; 
But  he  had  troubles  in  his  own  affairs, 
And  would  not  bear  addition  to  his  cares : 
With  pity  moved,  yet  angry,  •Child,*  said  he, 
*■  Will  yon  embrace  contempt  and  beggary  7 
Can  you  endure  to  see  each  other  cursed 
By  want,  of  every  human  wo  the  worst  7 
Warring  for  ever  with  distress,  in  dread 
Either  of  begging  or  of  wanting  bread ; 
While  poverty,  with  unrelenting  force, 
Will  your  own  offspring  from  your  love  divorce ; 
They,  through  your  folly,  must  be  doom'd  to  piiMi 
And  ^ou  deplore  your  passion,  or  resign ; 
For,  if  it  die,  what  good  will  then  remain  7 
And  if  it  live,  it  doubles  every  pain.* " 

*  But  you  were  true,**  exdaim'd  the  lass,  **  and 

fled 
The  tyrant*s  power  who  fill*d  your  soul  with  dread  7** 
*«  But,**  said  the  smiling  friend,  **  he  fill*d  my  mouth 

with  bread : 
And  in  what  other  place  that  bread  to  gain 
Wo  long  consider*d,  and  we  sought  in  vain : 
Thb  was  my  twentieth  year — at  thirfy-five 
Our  hope  was  fainter,  yet  our  love  alive ; 
So  many  years  in  anxious  doubt  had  pass'd.** 
*«Then,"  said  the  damsel,  "you  were  bless*d  at 

last  7"      ' 
A  smile  again  adom'd  the  widow*8  face, 
But  soon  a  starting  tear  usurp'd  its  place. 

^  Slow  pa88*d  the  heavy  years,  and  each  had  i 
Pains  and  vexations  than  the  years  before. 
My  father  fail'd ;  his  fomily  was  rent. 
And  to  new  states  hb  grieving  daughters  seat ; 
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Each  to  more  thriving  kindred  fibund  a  way, 
Guests  without  welcome — servants  without  pay ; 
Our  parting  hoar  was  grievous ;  still  I  feel 
The  sad,  sweet  oanverse  at  our  final  meal ; 
Our  fatlier  then  reveaiM  his  former  fears, 
Cause  of  bis  sternness,  and  then  joinM  our  tears ; 
Kindly  he  strove  our  feelings  to  repress, 
fiot  died,  and  left  us  heirs  to  his  digress. 
The  licb,  as  humble  friends,  my  sisters  chose, 
I  with  a  wealthy  widow  sought  repose ; 
Who  with  a  chilling  frown  her  friend  received. 
Bade  me  rejoice,  and  wondered  that  I  grieved: 
In  vain  my  anxious  lover  tried  his  skill 
To  rise  in  life,  he  was  dependent  still ; 
We  met  in  erier,  nor  can  I  paint  the  fears 
Of  these  unhappy,  troubled,  trying  years : 
Our  dying  hopes  and  stronger  fears  between^ 
We  felt  no  season  peaceful  or  serene ; 
Om*  fleeting  joys,  like  meteors  in  the  night, 
Shone  on  our  gloom  with  inauspicious  light ;     - 
And- then  domestic  sorrows,  till  the  mind. 
Worn  with  distresses,  to  despair  inclined ; 
Add  loo  the  ill  that  fiiom  the  passion  flows, 
When  its  contemptuous  frown  the  world  bestows, 
l%e  peevish  spirit  caused  by  long  delay. 
When  being  gloomy  we  contemn  the  gay. 
When,  being  wretched,  we  incline  to  hate 
And  censure  others  in  a  happier  state ; 
Tet  loving  still,  and  still  compellM  to  move 
In  the  sad  labjrrinth  of  lmg*ring  love : 
While  you,  exempt  flrom  want,  despair,  alarm, 
May  wed— oh !  take  the  farmer  and  the  farm.'' 

"  Nay,"  said  the  nymph,  "joy  smiled  on  you  at 

last?" 
"Smiled  for  a  moment,*'  she  replied,  **  and  pass'd : 
My  lover  still  the  same  dull  means  pursued, 
Awistant  call'd,  but  kept  in  servitude ; 
His  spirits  wearied  in  the  prime  of  life, 
By  tun  and  wishes  in  eternal  strife ; 
At  length  he  urged  impatient — *■  Now  consent ; 
With  thee  unitMl,  fortune  may  relent' 
Ipansed,  consenting-;  but  a  niend  arose, 
Ptoftsed  a  fair  view,  though  distant,  to  disdoie ; 
From  the  rough  ocean  we  behdd  a  gleam 
Of  Joy,  as  transient  as  the  joys  we  dream ; 
Bjr  lyin^  hopes  deceived,  my  friend  retired, 
And  sai]*d — was  wounded    reach'd  UB-»and  ex- 

piled! 
Ton  shall  behold  his  grave,  and  when  I  die, 
There— bat  H  is  fo]ly^->I  request  to  lie. 

"Thus,"  said  the  lass,  **  to  joy  you  bade  adieu ! 
Bat  how  a  widow  7 — ^that  cannot  be  true : 
Or  was  it  force,  in  some  unhappy  hour. 
That  pbu:ed  you,  grieving,  in  a  tyrant's  power  ? 

"Forcte,  my  young  friend,  when  forty  years  are 
fled, 
If  what  a  woman  seldom  has  to  dread ; 
flhe  needs  no  brazen  locks  nor  guarding  walls. 
And  seldom  comes  a  lover  though  slie  calls : 
Tet  moved  by  fancy,  one  approved  my  fiice, 
""     rh  time  and  tears  had  wrought  it  much 


'*The  man  I  married  was  sedate  and  meek. 
And  spoke  of  fove  as  men  in  earnest  speak ; 
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Poor  as  I  was,  he  ceaseless  sought,  for  years, 
A  heajrt  in  sorrow  and  a  face  in  tears  ; 
That  heart  I  gave  not ;  and  't  was  long  before 
I  gave  attention,  and  then  nothing  more ; 
But  in  my  breast  some  grateful  foelin?  rase 
For  one  whose  love  so  sad  a  subject  chose  ; 
Till  long  delaying,  fearing  to  repent. 
But  grateful  still,  I  gave  a  cold  assent 

"  Thus  we  were  wed ;  no  fault  had  I  to  find. 
And  he  but  one ;  my  heart  could  not  be  kind : 
Alas !  of  every  early  hope  berefl, 
There  was  no  fondness  in  my  bosom  lefl ; 
So  had  I  told  him,  but  had  told  in  vain. 
He  lived  but  to  indulge  me  and  complain : 
His  was  this  cottage,  he  inclosed  this  ground, 
And  planted  all  these  blooming  shrubs  around ; 
He  to  mv  room  these  curious  trifles  brought. 
And  with  assiddous  love  my  pleasure  sought : 
He  lived  to  please  me,  and  I  ofttimes  strove 
Smiling,  to  thank  his  unrequited  love : 
*  Teach  me,'  he  cried,  *  that  pensive  mind  to  ease, 
For  all  my  pleasure  is  the  hope  to  please.' 

**  Serene,  though  heavy,  were  the  days  we  spent. 
Yet  kind  each  word,  and  gen'rous  each  intent ; 
But  his  dejection  lessen'd  eveiy  day. 
And  to  a  phicid  kindness  died  away  : 
In  tranquil  ease  we  pass'd  our  latter  years, 
By  grie&  untroubled,  unassail'd  by  foars. 

•*  Let  not  romantic  views  your  bosom  sway. 
Yield  to  your  duties,  and  their  call  obey : 
Fly  not  a  ^outh,  frank,  honest,  and  sincere ; 
Observe  his  merits,  and  his  passion  hear ! 
Tis  true,  no  hero,  but  a  former  sues — 
Slow  in  his  speech,  but  worthy  in  his  views ; 
With  him  you  cannot  that  affliction  prove 
That  rends  the  bosom  of  the  poor  in  love : 
Health,  comfort,  competence,  and  cheerful  days. 
Your  friends'  approval,  and  your  father's  praise. 
Will  crown  the  deed,  and  you  escape  their  fote 
Who  plan  so  wildly,  and  are  wise  too  late." 

The  damsel  heard ;  at  first  th'  advice  was  strange. 
Yet  wrought  a  happy,  nay,  a  speedy  change : 
*^  I  have  no  care,"  she  said,  when  next  they  met, 
**  But  one  may  wonder  he  is  silent  yet; 
He  looks  around  him  with  his  usual  stare. 
And  utters  nothing— not  that  I  shall  care." 

This  pettish  humour  pleased  th'  experienced 
friend — 
None  need  despair^  whose  silence  can  offend ; 
''Should  I,"  resumed  the  thoughtful  lass,  **  consent 
To  hear  the  man,  the  man  may  now  repent : 
Think  you  my  sighs  shall  call  him  from  the  plough. 
Or  give  one  hint,  that  *  You  may  woo  me  now  ?'" 

**  Persist,  my  love,"  replied  the  friend',  **  and  gam 
A  parent's  praise,  that  cannot  be  in  vain." 

The  father  saw  the  change,  but  hot  the  cause, 
And  gave  the  alter'd  maid  his  fond  applause  : 
The  coarser  manners  she  in  part  removed, 
In  part  endured,  improving  and  improved  ; 
She  spoke  of  household  works,  she  rose  betimes. 
And  said  neglect  and  indolence  were  crimes ; 
The  various  duties  of  their  lifo  she  weigh'd. 
And  strict  attention  to  her  dairy  paid ; 
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The  names  of  Berrants  now  familiar  grew, 
And  fair  Lucinda*8  from  her  mind  withdrew : 
As  prudent  travellers  for  their  ease  aiisame 
Their  modes  and  language  to  whose  lands  they 

come: 
So  to  the  farmer  this  fair  lass  inclined, 
Gave  to  the  business  of  the  farm  her  mind ; 
To  useful  arts  she  tum*d  her  hand  dnd  eye ; 
And  by  her  manners  told  him — "  You  may  try." 

Th'  observing  lover  more  attention  paid. 
With  growing  pleasure,  to  the  alterM  maid ; 
He  feu'd  to  lose  her,  and  began  to  see 
That  a  slim  beauty  might  a  helpmate  be: 
'T  wizt  hope  and  fear  he  now  the  lass  addressed. 
And  in  hu  Sonday  robe  his  love  express*d : 
She  felt  no  chilling  dread,  no  thrilling  joy, 
I^or  was  too  quickly  kind,  too  riowly  coy ; 
But  stin  she  lent  an  mirelnetant  ear 
To  all  the  rural  business  of  the  year ; 
Till  love's  strong  hopes  endured  no  more  deky, 
And  Harry  ask'd,  and  Nancy  named  the  day. 

**  A  happy  change !  my  boy,**  the  father  cried : 
**  How  lost  yoor  sister  all  her  school-day  pride  7** 
The  youth  replied,  **  It  is  the  widow's  deed : 
The  core  is  perfect,  and  was  wrought  with  speed.** — 
**  And  comes  there,  boy,  this  benefit  of  books. 
Of  that  smart  dress,  and  of  those  dainty  looks  7 
We  must  be  kind — some  oSbrings  from  the  farm 
To  the  white  cot  will  speak  our  feelings  warm ; 
Will  show  that  people,  when  they  know  the  fiict, 
Where  they  have  judged  severely,  can  retract 
Ofl  have  I  smiled,  when  I  beheld  her  pass 
With  cautious  step,  as  if  she  hurt  the  grass ; 
Where  if  a  snail's  retreat  she  chanced  to  storm, 
She  look'd  as  begging  pardon  of  the  worm  ; 
And  what,  said  f,  stiO  laughing  at  the  view, 
Have  these  weak  creatures  in  the  world  to  do  7 
But  some  are  made  for  action,  some  to  speak ; 
Andf  while  she  looks  so  pitiful  and  meek. 
Her  words  are  weighty,  though  hor  nerves  are 
weak.** 

Soon  told  the  vfllage-bells  the  rite  was  done. 
That Join*d  the  school-bred  miss  and  farmer*8  son ; 
Her  former  habits  some  slight  scandal  raised. 
But  real  worth  was  soon  perceived  and  praised ; 
She,  her  neat  taste  imparted  to  the  &rm. 
And  he,  th*  improving  skill  and  vigorous  arm. 
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TRB  MOTHER. 

What  thodifa  you  hav«  beauty. 
Most  yoo  bs  therefore  proud  and  pitilewl 

^t  Tou  Like  It,  act  iti.  loens  5. 

I  would  not  marry  her,  though  ihe  were  endowM  with  all  that 
Adam  had  left  him  befora  he  tiamf  rem'd. 

Jia  TouLUulL 

Wilt  thoa  love  meh  a  womeo  1   What !  to  make  thee  an  iir- 
ptraoMat,  and  play  &Im  itratni  upon  thee ! — Not  to  be  endured. 

Tour  eoo, 
Ae  mad  to  lUly.  Iaek*d  the  eeoee  to  know 


JiU*§  IfaB OstJOsda  IFUl. aat  v. toeiM  3. 


Be  this  eweet  Helen*!  kneU ; 
He  left  a  wife  whose  wordi  all  ean  look  captive, 
Whoee  dear  perfection,  hearts  that  eoorn'd  to  eerve 
Humbly  called  miatrem. 

^U*9  tTM  that  £md»  WM,  aot  v,  teeM  S. 

There  was  a  worth  v,  but  a  simple  pair, 
Who  nursed  a  daughter,  fairest  of  the  fiiir : 
Sons  they  had  lost,  and  she  alone  remain*d, 
Heir  to  the  kindness  they  had  all  obtain*d ; 
Heir  to  the  fortune  they  designed  fiv  all,' 
Nor  had  th*  allotted  portion  men  been  small ; 
But  now,  by  fate  enrich*d  with  beauty  rare. 
They  watch*d  their  treasure  with  peculiar  care : 
The  fairest  features  they  comld  early  trace, 
And,  blind  with  love,  saw  merit  in  her  faoo— 
Saw  virtue,  wisdom,  dignity,  and  grace : 
And.  Dorothea,  fi'om  her  in&nt  years, 
Gain*d  all  her  wishes  from  their  pride  or  ftan : 
She  wrote  a  biUet,  and  a  novel  read. 
And  with  her  fame  her  vanity  was  fed ; 
Each  word,  each  look,  each  action  was  a  canso 
For  flattering  wonder^  and  for  fond  applause  s 
She  rode  or  danced,  and  ever  glanced  around. 
Seeking  for  praise,  and  smiling  when  she  fbasd. 
The  yielding  pair  to  Jier  petitions  gave 
An  humble  friend  to  be  a  civil  slave ; 
Who  for  a  poor  support  herself  re8ign*d 
To  the  base  toil  of  a  dependent  mind : 
By  nature  oold,  our  heiress  stoop*d  to  art. 
To  gain  the  credit  of  a  tender  heart 
Hence  at  her  door  must  suppliant  paupers  stand* 
To  bless  the  bounty  of  her  beauteous  hand : 
And  now,  her  education  all  complete. 
She  talk*d  of  virtuous  love  and  union  sweet; 
She  was  indeed  by  do  soft  passions  moved, 
But  wi8h*d,  with  all  her  soul,  to  be  beloved. 
Here  on  the  fitvour'd  beauty  fbiUme  smiled ; 
Her  chosen  husband  was  a  man  so  mild. 
So  humbly  temper*d,  so- intent  to  please^ 
It  quite  d]Btres8*d  her  to  remain  at  ease, 
Without  a  cause  to  sigh,  without  pretence  to  Umam 
She  tried  his  patienoe  in  a  thoosaiid  modes. 
And  tired  it  not  upon  the  roughest  roads. 
Pleasure  she  sought,  and,  disappointed,  sighM 
For  joys,  she  said,  **  to  her  alone  denied  ;** 
And  she  was  ^  sure  her  parents,  if  alive. 
Would  many  comforts  fiir  their  child  oontrive  f* 
The  gentle  husband  bade  her  name  him  tee  ; 
**  No~-that,**  she  answer*d,  *«shaald  for  her  be  done ; 
How  could  she  sav  what  plsasores  were  aroand? 
But  she  was  certain  many  might  be  found.** — 
**  Would  she  some  sea-port,  Weymoath,  Scarbo- 
rough, grace  V* — 
"  He  knew  she  hated  every  watering-place  ;••— 
"  The  town  ?"— ♦'  What !  now 't  w  ^  empty,  joyless 

duU?** 
--'^In  wintes ?**—''  No;  she  liked  it  worse  when 

fuU.*' 
She  talk*d  of  building — ^^*Wou)d  she  plan  a  room  7** 
**  No !  she  could  live,  as  he  desired,  in  gloom  :** 
"Call  then  our  friends  and  neighbours  :**-i-**  He 

might  call. 
And  they  might  come  and  fill  his  ugly  hall ; 
A  noisy  vulgar  set,  he  knew  she  80om*d  them  all  :*" 
**  Then  might  theii  two  dear  girls  the  time  emfiloy. 
And  thehr  improvement  yield  a  solid  joy  :''^ 
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"Solid  indeed  I  and  heavy^-oh  !  the  Miss 
Of  teaching  letters  to  a  lieping  MiiW  I" — 
*  My  dear,  my  gentle  Dorothea,  say, 
Cm  I  oblige  you  7" — "^  You  may  go  away." 

Twelve  heavy  years  this  patient  soul  BUstainM 
Tins  wasp's  attacks,  and  then  her  praise  obtain^d^ 
Graved  on  a  marble  tomb,  where  he  at  peace  re- 
mained. 

Two  daughters  wept  their  loss ;  the  one  a  ohild 
With  a  plain  iace,  strong  setise,  and  temper  mild. 
Who  keenly  felt  the  mcSier'fl  angry  taunt, 
**  Thoa  art  the  image  of  thy  pious  aunt  :** 
Long  time  had  Lucy  wept  her  slighted  ftoe, 
And  then  began  to  smile  at  her  disgrace. 
Ber  father's  sister,  whib  the  world  had  seen 
Hear  sixty  years  when  Lacy  saw  azteen, 
B^gf'd  the  plain  girl :  Uie  gracious  mother  smiled, 
And  freely  gave  her  grieved  but  passive  child; 
And  with  her  elder.bom«  the  beauty  bless'd. 
This  parent  rested,  if  such  maids  can  rest : 
No  miss  ber  waznn  bfibe  coold  so  admire, 
Koao  with  ttch  care,  or  with  such  pride  attire ; 
They  were  companions  meet,  with  equal  mind, 
Bfess'd  with  one  love,  and  to  one  point  inclined ; 
Beauty  to  keep,  adorn,  increase,  and  guard. 
Was  their  soie.eare,  and  had  its  foil  reward : 
In  risnug  aplendoor  with  the  one  it  reign'd. 
And  in  the  other  was  by  care  sustained, 
IIk  daughter's  charms  ihcreased,  the  parent's  yet 


Leave  we  those  ladies  to  their  daily  can. 
To  see  how  meekness  and  discretion  &re : — 
A  Yillage-maid,  unvez'd  by  want  or  love, 
Coold  not  with  more  delight  than  Lucy  move; 
TV  village-lark,  high-mounted  in  the  spring, 
CooU  not  with  purer  joy  than  Lucy  sing ; 
Her  cares  all  light,  her  pleasares  afl  sincere. 
Her  dn^  joy,  and  her  companion  dear ;  ' 
In  tender  fiiendship  and  in  true  respect 
Imd  axmi  and  niece,  no  flattery,  no  neglecU^ 
They  read,  walk'd,  visited — together  i^ay'd, ,. 
Together  slept  tb«  matron  and  the  maid : 
Here  was  such  goodness,  such  pore  nature  seen 
In  Lucy's  looks^  a  manner  so  serene ; 
Such  harmony  in  motion,  speech,  and  air, ' 
That  without  iaimess  she  was  more  than  fair : 
Had  more  than  beaa^  in  each  speaking  graoe, 
That  lent  their  doodles*  glory  to  the  &oe; 
Where  miM  good  sense  in  placid  locdu  was  shown, 
And  lelt  in  every  bosom  but  her  own. 
The  one  presidtng  fbatnre  in  her  mmd, 
Was  the  pore  meekness  of  a  will  resign'd; 
A  tender  spirit,  freed  fiom  all  pretence 
Of  wit,  and  pleased  in  mild  benevolence ; 
BessM  in  protecting  fondness  she  reposed, 
With  every  wish  indulged  though  undisclosed ; 
fiat  love,  Uke  aephyr  on  the  limpid  lake,         \ 
Was  now  the  bosom  c^the  maid  to  shake, 
And  in  that  gentle  mind  a  gentle  strife  to  make. 


_  their  chooen  friends,  a  favoor'd  few. 
Hie  aont  and  niece  a  youthfhl  rector  knew ; 
HHio,  though  a  younger  brothel,  might  addreas 
A  younger  sister,  fearless  of  soccess : 
His  friends,  a  lofly  race,  their  native  pride 
At  firstrdisplay^d,  and  thnr  assent  denied; 


But,  pleased  such  virtues  and  such  love  to  trace. 
They  ownM  she  would  adorn  the  lofliest  race. 
l*he  aunt  a  mother's  caution  to  supply. 
Had  watch'd  the  youthful  priest  with  jealous  eye ; 
And,  anxiouB  for  her  charge,  had  view'4  unseen 
The  cautious  life  that  keeps  the  conscience  dean : 
In  all  she  found  him  all  she  wish'd  to  find. 
With  slight  exception  of  a  lofly  mind ; 
A  certain  manner  that  ezpress'd  desire 
To  be  received  as  brother  to  the  'squire, 
Lucy's  meek  eye  had  beam'd  with  many  a  tear, 
Lucy's  boSl  heart  had  beat  with  many  a  fear, 
Before  he  told  (although  his.  looks,  she  thought. 
Had  oft  coniess'd)  that  he  her  favour  sought : 
But  when  he  kneePd  (she  wish'd  him  not  to  kneel,) 
And  spoke  the  fears  and  hopes  that  lovers  fed ; 
When  too  the  prudent  aunt  herself  confess'd. 
Her  wishes  on  the  gentle  youth  wouM  rest ; 
The  maiden*s  eye  with  tender  passion  beam'd. 
She  dwelt  with  fondness  on  the  lifo  she  schemed ;. 
The  hoosehdd  cares,  the  soft  and  lasting  ties     * 
Of  love,  with  all  his  bmding  charities ; 
Their  village  taught,  coneofed,  assisted,  fod, 
1111  the  young  mki  tears  of  pleasure  shed. 

But  would  her  mother  7  Ah !  she  fear'd  it  wreiag 
To  have  indulged  these  forward  hoped  so  long ; 
Her  mother  loved,  but  was  not  used  to  grant 
Favours  so  fireely  as  her  gentle  aunt. — 
Her  gentle  aunt,  with  smiles  that  angels  wear* 
Dispdi'd  her  Luey's  apprehensive  tear; 
Her  prudent  foresight  the  request  had  made 
To  one  whom  none  could  govern,  few  persuade ; 
She  doubted  much  if  one  in  earnest  woo'd    - 
A  girl  with  not  a  single  charm  endued ; 
The  sister's  nobler  views  she  then  declared. 
And  wh^t  small  sum  for  Lucv  could  be  spared; 
**  If  more  than  this  the  foolish  priest  requires, 
T^ll  him,"  she  wrote,  ^  to  check  his  vain  desires.  * 
At  length,  with  many  a  cold  expression  mix'd. 
With  many  a  sneer  on  girls  so  fondly  fix'd. 
There  came^  promise — should  they  not  repent. 
But  take  witn  grateful  minds  the  portion  meant, 
And  wait  the  sister's  day — ^the  mother  might  consent. 

And  here,  might  pitying  hope  o'er  truth  prevail. 
Or  love  o'er  fortune,  we  would  end  our  tale : 
For  who  more  bless'd  than  youthful  pair  removed 
From  fear  of  want — by  mutual  friends  approved; 
Short  time  to  wait,  and  in  that  time  to  live 
With  all  the  pleasures  hope  and  fancy  give ; 
Their  equal  passion  raised  dn  just  esteem. 
When  reason  sanctions  all  that  love  can  drsam  1 

Yes !  reason  sanctions  what  stem  fate  denies : 
The  early  prospect  in  the  glory  dies. 
As  the  soil  smiles  on  dying  infants  play 
In  their  mild  features,  and  then  pass  away. 

The  beauty  died,  ere  she  could  yield  her  hand 
In  the  high  marria^  by  the  mother  plann'd : 
Who  grieved  indeed,  but  found  a  vast  relief 
Jn  a  cold  heart,  that  ever  warr'd  with  grid! 

Lq^  was  present  when  her  sister  died, 
Heiress  to  duty  that  she  ill  supplied ; 
There  were  no  mutual  feelings,  sister  arts. 
No  kindrea  taste,  nor  mtercoorse  of  heaits ; 
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When  in  the  mirror  play'd  the  matron's  smile, 

The  maiden's  thoughts  were  travellings  all  the  while ; 

And  when  desired  to  speak,  she  sigii'd  to  find 

Her  pause  offended  ;  ^  Envy  made  her  blind  : 

Tasteless  she  was,  nor  had  a  claim  in  life 

Above  the  station  of  a  rector's  wife ; 

Yet  as  an  heiress,  she  must  shun  disgrace. 

Although  no  heiress  to  her  mother's  fiice  : 

It  is  your  daty,"  eaid  th*  imperious  dame, 

**  (Advanced  your  fortune)  to  advance  your  name, 

And  with  superior  rank,*  superior  offers  claim  : 

Your  sister's  lover,  when  his  sorrows  die, 

May  look  upon  you,  and  for  fiivour  sigh ; 

Nor  can  you  o^r  a  reluctant  hand ; 

His  birth  is  noble,  and  hb  seat  is  grand.'* 

Alarm'd  was  Lucy,  was  in  tears — ^  A  fool ! 
Was  she  a  child  in  love  7 — a  miss  at  school  7 
Doubts  any  mortal,  if  a  change  of  state 
Pissolves  aU  claims  and  ties  of  earlier  date  7" 

e        The  rector  doubted,  for  he  came  to  mourn 
4   A  sister  dead,  and  with  a  wife  return :  « 

Lucy  with  heart  unchanged  received  the  youth. 
True  in  herselfl  confiding  in  his  truth ; 
But  own'd  her  mother's  change :  the  haughty  dame 
Pour'd  strong  contempt  upon  the  youthful  name ; 
She  firmly  vow'd  her  purpose  to  pursue. 
Judged  her  own  cause,  and  bade  the  youth  adieu  I 
The  lover  begg'd,  insisted,  urged  his  pain. 
His  brother  wrote  to  threaten  and  complain. 
Her  sister  reasoning  proved  the  promise  made, 
Lucy  appealing  to  a  parent  pray'd  ; 
And  all  opposed  th*  event  that  she  design'd. 
But  all  in  vain — she  never  changed  her  mind ; 
And  coldly  answer'd  in  her  wonted  way, 
That  she  **  would  rule,  and  Lucy  must  obey.** 

With  peevish  fear,  she  saw  her  health  decline, 
And  cried,  **  Oh  !  monstrous,  for  a  man  to  pine  ; 
But  if  your  foolish  heart  must  yield  to  love. 
Let  him  possess  it  whom  I  now  approve  ; 
This  is  my  pleasure :" — Still  the  rector  came 
With  larger  offers  and  with  bolder  claim ; 
But  the  stem  lady  would  attend  no  more — 
She  frown'd,  and  rudely  pointed  to  the  door ; 
Whate'er  he  wrote,  he  saw  unread  retum'd. 
And  he,  indignant,  the  dishonour  spum'd ; 
Kay,  fiz'd  suspicion  where  he  might  confide, 
And  sacrificed  his  passion  to  his  pride. 

Lucy,  meantime,  though  threaten'd  and  distress'd. 
Against  her  marriage  made  a  strong  protest : 
AU  was  domestic  war :  the  aunt  rebell'd 
Against  the  sovereign  will,  and  was  expell*d ; 
And  every  power  was  tried  and  eveiy  art. 
To  bend  to  fiilsehood  one  determined  heart ; 
Assail'd,  in  patience  it  received  the  shock. 
Soft  as  the  wave,  unshaken  as  the  rock : 
But  while  th'  unconquer'd  soul  endures  the  storm 
Of  angry  fate,  it  preys  upon  the  form ; 
With  conscious  virtue  she  resisted  still. 
And  conscious  love  gave  vigour  to  her  will : 
But  Lucy's  trial  was  at  hand ;  with-  joy 
The  mother  cried—"  Behold  your  constant  boy — 
Thursday— was  married :— take  the  paper,  sweet. 
And  read  the  conduct  of  your  reverend  cheat; 
See  with  what  pomp  of  coaches,  in  what  crowd 
Thti  creature  married— of  his  falsehood  proud !      [ 


{ False,  did  I  say  ? — at  least  no  wfainmg  fool ; 
!  And  thus  will  hopeless  passions  ever  eool : 
But  shall  his  bride  your  single  st^te  reproach  7 
No!  give  him  crowd  for  crowd,  and  coach  for 

coach. 
Oh !  you  retire ;  reflect  then,  gentle  miss, 
And^ain  some  spirit  in  a  cause  like  this." 

Some  spirit  Lucy  gain'd ;  a  steady  soul, 
Defying  all  persuasion,  all  control : 
In  vain  reproach,  derision,  threats  were  tried ; 
The  constant  mind  all  outward  fbroe  defied. 
By  vengeance  vainly  urged,  in  vain  assail'd  \j 

pride : 
Fix'd  in  her  purpoee,  perfect  in  her  pert, 
She  felt  the  courage  of  a  wounded  heart ; 
The  world  receded  from  her  rising  view. 
When  Heaven  approach'd  as  earthly  things  wifii- 

drew; 
Not  strange  before,  for  in  the  da3rs  of  love, 
Joy,  hope,  and  pleasure,  she  had  thoughts  above ; 
Pious  when  most  of  worldly  prospects  fimd. 
When  they  best  pleased  her  she  could  look  beyond; 
Had  the  young  priest  a  fiuthfiil  lover  died, 
Something  had  been  her  bosom  to  divide; 
Now  Heaven  had  all,  for  in  her  holiest  views 
She  saw  the  matron  whom  she  fear'd  to  lose ; 
While  from  her  parent,  the  dejiscted  maid 
Forced  the  unpleasant  thouglit,  or  thinking^yU 

Surprised,  the  mother  saw  the  languid  frame, 
And  felt  indignant,  yet  forbore  to  blame : 
Once  with  a  frown  she  cried,  "  And  do  you  mean 
To  die  of  love— the  folly  of  fifteen  7" 
But  as  her  anger  met  with  no  reply. 
She  let  the  gentle  girl  in  quiet  die ; 
And  to  her  sister  wrote,  impell'd  by  piin, 
**  Come  quickly,  Martha,  or  you  come  in  vain." 
Lucy  meantime  profess'd  with  joy  sinoere, 
That  nothing  held,  employ'd,  engaged  her  here. 

**  I  am  an  humble  actor,  doom'd  to  pky 
A  part  obscure,  and  then  to  glide  away ; 
Incurious  how  the  great  or  happy  shme. 
Or  who  have  parts  obscure  and  sad  as  mine ;    - 
In  Its  best  prospect  I  but  wish'd,  (air  life. 
To  be  th'  assiduous,  gentle,  usefhl  wife ; 
That  lost,  with  wearied  mind,  and  spirit  poor, 
I  drop  my  efforts,  and  can  act  no  more ; 
With  growing  joy  I  feel  my  spirits  tend 
To  that  last  scene  where  all  my  duties  end.** 

Hope,  ease,  delight,  the  thoughts  of  dying  gaie, 
Till  Lucy  spoke  with  fondness  of  the  grave ; 
She  smiled  with  wasted  form,  but  spirit  firm. 
And  said,  **  She  left  but  little  for  the  worm :" 
As  toll'd  the  bell,  *«  There 's  one,"  she  aaid,  **hilh 

press'd 
A  while  before  me  to  the  bed  of  rest  ;'* 
And  she  beside  her  with  attention  spread 
llie  decorations  of  the  maiden  dead. 

While  quickly  thus  the  mortal  part  declined, 
The  happiest  visions  fill'd  the  active  mind ; 
A  soft,  religious  melancholy  gain'd 
Entire  possession,  and  for  ever  reign'd : 
On  holy  writ  her  mind  reposing  dwelt. 
She  saw  the  wonders,  she  the  mercies  felt 
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Till  in  a  blesBM  and  gloriom  reverie. 

She  seemed  the  Saviour  as  on  earth  to  teet, 

And,  fiird  with  love  divine,  th*  attending*  friend 

to  be; 
Or  aha  who  tremblinjf,  yet  confiding^,  stole 
Near  to  the  garment,  tonchM  it,  and  was  whole, 
When,  such  tt*  inteneeneu  of  the  working  thought. 
On  her  it  seemM  the  lery  deed  vraa  wrought ; 
She  the  glad  patients  fear  and  rapture  fbnnd. 
The  holy  transport,  and  the  healing  wound ; 
This  was  so  fiz'd,  so  grafted  in  the  heart,  ^ 

That  she  adopted,  nay  became  the  part : 
Bnt  one  chief  scene  was  present  to  .her  sight,  ^' 
Her  Savioar  resting  in  the  tomb  by  nif  ht ; 
Her  fever  roee«  and  9tiU  her  weddeid  mind 
Was  to  that  soene,  that  hallowM  cave,  confined — 
MThere  in  tb^iiliade  of  death  the  body  laid, 
Hiere  watchM-the  spirit  of  the  wandering  maid; 
Her  looks  were  fix*d,  entranced,  illumed,  serene, 
In  the  still  glory  of  the  midnight  scene : 
There  at  her  Saviour's  feel,  in  visions  blessed. 
Til' enraptured  maid  a  sacred  joy  possessed ; 
In  patience  waiting  for  the  first-bom  ray 
Of  that  all-glorious  and  triumphant  day  : 
To  this  idea  all  her  soul  she  gave. 
Her  mind  reposing  by  the  sacred  grave ; 
Then  sleep  would  seal  the  eve,  the  vision  close, 
And  steep  the  solemn  tl^ougnts  in  brief  repose. 

Ilien  grew  the  soul  serene,  and  all  its  powers 
Again  restored  illumed  the  dying  hours ; 
fioticiBson  dwelt  where  fency  strav'd  before, 
And  the  mind  wander'd  fi^>m  its  views  no  more; 
Tm  death  approach'd,  when  every  look  ezpress'd 
A  KDM  of  idiss,  till  every  sense  had  rest 

The  mother  livesy  and  has  enough  to  buy 
Tk*  attentive  ear  and  the  submiasive  eye 
Of  abjed  natures — ^these  are  daily  told. 
How  triumphed  beauty  in  the  days  of  old ; 
How,  by  her  window  seated^  crowds  have  cast 
Adsairing  srUnoes,  wondering  as  they  pass'd : 
How  from  her  carriage  as  sIm  stepp'd  to  pray, 
Krided  ranks  would  humbly  make  her  way ; 
And  how  each  voice  in  the  astonish'd  throng 
Fhnoonoed  her  peerless  as  she  moved  along. 

Bet  pietare  then  the  ffreedy  dame  displays ; 
Tooch'd  by  no  shame,  she  now  demands  its  praise ; 
In  her  taU  nairror  then  she  shows  a  face* 
fltiH  eoldly  Ail  with  unafikctinff  grace ; 
That  she  compares,  **  It  has  the  fbrm^*'  she  cries, 
*  But  wants  the  air,  the  spirit,  and  the  eyes ; 
TUi^  ss  a  likeness,  is  correct  and  true, 
Iht  there  alone  the  living  grace  we  view." 
Tkis  aaid,  th*  applauding  voice  the  dame  required, 
And,  gazing,  slowly  from  the  glass  retired. 


TALE  IX. 


AlABELLA. 

IViee  UsMed  ther  that  mtflter  ao  Ihdr  blood- 
Bat  asrtMy  happMr  'm  Um  roMdMird. 
WlMbst  wbich,  withsrins  oa  th*  wirgm  thoio, 
Qfowa,  livsa,  and  diet  to  •tD«la  bhwidam. 

Midsmmwur  JiTigkVs  Dream,  act  |, 

15* 


1  aoinelinMa  do  rzcuaa  tba  tbmff  I  hate, 
J'or  hia  advaotai •  whom  I  daaliy  lovo. 

Jtttmre  fvr  MeoMwr;  act  ii.  acana  4. 

CoDtanpt.  farawall !  and  naidao  prida.  adiea ! 

Meaaw  Jpr  Measure  aot  ii,  iceoa  4. 


Op  a  fair  town  where  Doctor  Back  was  guide, 

His  only  daughter  was  the  boast  and  pride ; 

Wise  Arabella,  yet  not  wise  alone. 

She  like  a  bright  and  polish'd  brilliant  shone ; 

Her  fether  own'd  hec  fer  his  prop  and  stay, 

Able  to  guide,  yet  willing  to  obey ; 

Pleased  with  hex  learning  while  discourse  could 

please. 
And  with  her  love  in  languor  and  disease : 
To  every  mother  were  her  virtues  known, 
And  to  their  daughters  as  a  pattern  shown ; 
Who  in  her  youth  had  all  that  age  requires, 
And  with  her  pradenoe,  all  that  youth  admires : 
These  odious  praises  made  the  damsels  try 
Not  to  obtain  such  merits,  but  deAy ; 
For,  whatsoever  wise  mammas  might  say. 
To  guide  a  daughter,  this  was  not  the  way ; 
From  such  applause  disdain  and  anger  rise. 
And  envy  lives  where  emulation  dies.    ' 
In  all  hia  strength,  contends  the  noble  horse. 
With  one  who  just  precedes  him  on  the  course ; 
But  wiien  the  rival  flies  too  far  before, 
His  spirit  feils,  and  he  attempts  no  more. 

This  reasoning  maid,  above  her  sex's  dread ! 
Had  dared  to  read,  and  dared  to  say  she  read ; 
Not  the  last  novel,  not  the  new-born  play ; 
Not  the  mere  trash  and  scandal  of  the  day  ; 
But  (though  her  young  companions  felt  the  shock) 
She  studied  Berkeley,  Bacon,  Hobbes,  and  Locke : 
Her  mind  within  the  maze  of  history  dwelt, 
And  of  the  moral  muse  the  beauty  felt ! 
The  merits  of  the  Roman  page  she  knew, 
And  could  converse  with  More  and  Montagu : 
Thus  she  became  the  wonder  of  the  town. 
From  that  she  reap'd,  to  that  she  gave  renown. 
And  strangers  coming,  all  were  taught  t'  admire 
The  learned  Udy,  and  the  lofty  spire. 

Thus  feme  in  public  fiz'd  the  maid,  where  all 
Might  throw  their  darts,  and  see  the  idol  fall ; 
A  hundred  arrows  came  with  vengeance  keen, 
Ftom  tongues  envenom'd,  and  firom  arms  unseen  ; 
A  thousand  eves  were  fix'd  upon  the  place. 
That,  if  she  fell,  she  might  not  fly  disgrace : 
But  malice  vainly  throws  the  poison'd  dart, 
Unless  our  frailty  shows  the  peccant  part ; 
And  Arabella  still  preserved  her  name 
UntoQch'd,  and  shone  with  undisputed  fame; 
Her  very  notice  some  respect  would  cause. 
And  her  es(eem  was  honour  and  applause. 

Men  she  avoided ;  not  in  childish  fear, 
As  if  she  thought  some  savage  foe  was  near; 
Not  as  a  prude,  who  hides  that  man  should  seek. 
Or  who  by  silence  hints  that  they  should  speak ; 
But  with  discretion  all  the  sex  she  vicw'd. 
Ere  yet  engaged,  pursuing,  or  pursued ; 
Ere  love  hod  piade  her  to  his  vices  blind, 
Or  hid  the  favourite's  failings  from  her  mind. 
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Thus  was  the  picture  of  the  man  portray'd, 
By  merit  destined  for  so  rare  a  maid;;     ' 
At  whose  request  she  mi^t  exchange  her  state, 
Or  stilt  be  happy  in  a  virgin's  fate. 

He  must  be  one  with  manners  like  her  own, 
His  life  unquestioned,  his  opinions  known ; 
His  stainless  virtue  must  all  tests  endure, 
His  honour  spotless,  and  his  bosom  pure ; 
She  no  allowance  made  for  sex  or  times. 
Of  lax  opinion^^rimes  were  ever  crimes ; 
No  wretch  forsaken  must  his  frailty  curse, 
Ko  spuriouaj^fFspring  drain  his  private  purse : 
He  at  all  times  his  passions  must  eommand. 
And  yet  poesese— or  be  refused  her  hand. 

All  this  without  reserve  the  maiden  told, 
And  some  began  to  weigh  the  rector*s  gold ; 
To  ask  what  sum  a  prudent  man  might  gain,   ■ 
Who  had  such  store  of  virtues  to  maintain  7 

A  Doctor  Campbell,  north  of  Tweed,  came  forth. 
Declared  his  passion,  and  proclaim^  bis  worth ; 
Not  unapproved?  for  he  had  much  to  say 
On  every  cause,  jand  in  a  pleasant  way  ; 
Not  all  his  trust  was  in  a  pliant  tongue, 
His  form  was  good,  and  ruddy  he,  and  young : 
But  though  the  Doctor  was  a  man  of  parts. 
He  read  not  deep]  v  male  or  female  hearts ; 
But  jud^d  that  all  whom  he  esteem'd  aa  wise 
Must  thmk  alike,  though  some  assumed  disguise ; 
That  every  reasoning  Bramin,  Christian,  Jew, 
Of  all  religions  took  their  liberal  view ; 
And  of  her  own,  no  doubt,  this  learned  maid 
Denied  the  substance,  and  the  forms  obeyed ; 
And  thus  persuaded,  he  his  thoughts  expressed 
Of  her  opinions,  and  his  own  profbss'd : 
**  All  states  demand  this  aid,  the  vulgar  need 
Their  priests  and  pray*rs,  their  sermons  and  their 

creed; 
And  those  of  stronger  minds  should  never  speak 
(In  his  opinion)  what  might  hurt  the  weak  : 
A  man  may  smile,  but  still  he  should  attend 
His  hour  at  church,  and  be  the  church's  friend, 
What  there  he  thinks  conceal,  and  what  he  hears 

commend.** 
-Frank  was  the  speech,  but  heard  with  high 
•  disdain. 
Nor  had  the  Doctor  leave  to  speak  again ; 
A  man  who  owB*d,  nay.  gloried  in  deceit, 
**  He  might  despise  her,  but  he  shouki  neicfaeat*' 

Then  Vicar  Holmes  appear'd ;  he  heard  it  said 
That  ancient  men  best  pleased  the  prudent  maid ; 
And  true  it  was  her  ancient  friends  she  loved. 
Servants  when  old  she  &voui^d  and  approved ; 
Age  in  her  pious  parents  she  revered. 
And  neighbours  were  by  length  of  days  endearM; 
But,  if  her  husband  too  mn«t  ancient  be. 
The  good  old  Vicar  found  it  was  not  he. 

On  Captain  Bligh  her  mind  in  balanee  hung^^ 
Though  valiant,  modest;  and  leseivpd,  though 

young: 
Against  these  merits  must  defects  be  set — 
Though  poor,  imprudent;  and  though  proud,  in 

In  vain  the  Captain  ekiee  attention  paid ; 

She  found  him  wanting,  whom  she  ftirly  weig h*d: 


Then  came  a  youth,  and  all  their  fKendc  agreed 
That  Edward  Huntly  was  the  man  indeed ; 
Respectful  duty  he  had  paid  awhile. 
Then  ask'd  her  hand,  and  had  a  gracious  smik. 
A  lover  now  declared,  he  led  the  fiiir 
To  Woods  ^and  6elds,  to  visits  and  to  pray'r; 
Then  whi^perM  sofUy — "  Will  you  name  the  day  T 
She  sofYly  whi»per*d — ^**  If  you  love  me,  stay  ^* 
**  Oh^  try  me  not  beyond  my  strengUi,**  he  cried: 
^  Oh  1  be  not  weak,"  the  prudent  maid  replied ; 
**  But  by  some  trial  your  afieetion  proven- 
Respect  and  not  impatience  argues  love: 
And  love  no  more  is  by  tmpatienoe  known. 
Than  Ocean's  depth  is  by  its  tempests  shpwn : 
He  whom  a  weak  and  fond  impatience  sways. 
But  for  himself  m*ith  all  his  fervour  prays. 
And  not  the  maid  he  woos,  but  his  own  wiU  obeyi 
And  will  she  love  the  being  who  prefers, 
With  so  much  ardour,  hii  deeire  to  hers  7'* 

Young  Edward  grieve^,  but  let  not  grief  be  Men 
He  knew  obedience  pleased  his  fancyTs  queen : 
Awhile  he  waited,  and  then  cried — *^  Behold  1 
The  year  advancing,  be  no  longer  cold  T* 
For  she  had  promi^ — **  Let  the  flowers  appear, 
And.  I  will  pass  with  thee  the  smiling  year.'* 
Then  pre88in|f  grew  the  youth ;  the  more  hepreaa'd 
The  less  inclmed  the  maid  to  his  request : 
"  Let  June  arrive." — Alas !  when  April  came, 
It  brought  a  stranger,  and  the  stranger  shame ; 
Nor  could  the  lover  fh>m  his  house  persuade 
A  stubborn  lass  whom  he  had  mournful  made; 
Angry  and  weak,  by  thoujrhtlees  vengeance  fiioved 
She  told  her  story  to  the  &r  beloved  ; 
In  strongest  words  th*  unwelcome  truth  was  ahovd 
To  blight  his  prospects,  careless  of  her  own. 

Our  heroine  grieved,  but  had  too  firm  a  heart 
For  him  to  sofleii,  when  she  swore  to  part ; 
In  vain  his  seeming  penitence  and  pray'r. 
His  vaws,  his  tears ;  she  left  him  ift  despair  : 
His  mother  fendiy  laid  her  grief  aside. 
And  to  the  reason  of  the  nymph  applied — 

**  It  well  becomes  thee,  lady,  to  appear. 
But  not  to  be,  in  very  truth,  severe ; 
Although  the  crime  be  odious  in  thy  sight. 
That  daring  sex  is  taught  such  things  to  slight, 
His  heart  is  thine,  although  it  onoe  was  firau ; 
Think  of  his  grie^  and  let  his  love  prevail !— ■*' 

**  P^ead  thou  no  more,"  the  lofly  lass  retum*d  J 
••  Forgiving  woman  is  deceived  and  spum'd : 
Say  that  the  crime  is  common—shall  I  take 
A  common  man  my  wedded  lord  to  make  t 
See !  a  weak  woman  by  his  arts  betrayed, 
An  infknt  bom  his  father  to  upbraid ; 
Shall  I  fer^ive  his  vilenes^,  take  his  name, 
Sanction  his  error,  and  partake  his  shame  7 
No !  thii!  assent  would  kindred  frailty  prove, 
A  love  for  him  would  be  a  vicious  loVe  : 
Can  a  chaste  maiden  secret  counsel  hold 
With  one  whose  crime  by  every  mouth  is  told  7 
Forbid  it  spirit,  prudence^  virtuous  pride ; 
He  must  despise  me,  were  he  not  denied : 
The  way  from  vice  the  erring  mind  to  win 
la  with  presuming  sinners  to  begin. 
And  show,  by  scomiqg  themi^a  just  contempt  ft 
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The  youth  repulsed,  to  one  merp  mild  conveyed 
His  heart,  and  smiled  on  the  remorselemi  maid ; 
The  maid,  remoradeas  in  her  pride,  the  while 
Deaptfled  the  insult,  and  returnM  the  smile. 

First  to  admire,  to  praise  her,  and  defend. 
Was  (now  in  years  adranced)  a  virgin  friend : 
M ti6h  she  preferred,  she  cried,  a  sinj^le  state, 
**  It  waa  her  choice**— it  surely  was  her  fate ; 
And  much  it  pleased  her  in  the  train  to  view 
A  maiden  vot'ress,  wise  and  lofely  too. 

Time  to  the  yielding^  mind  his  change  imparts, 
He  faries  notions,  and  he  alters  hearts ; 
*Tis  rifrbl,  *t  is  just  to  feel  contempt  for  vice. 
Bat  he  thai  shows  it  may  be  over-nice  : 
There  are  who  feel,  when  youn^,  the  false  sublime. 
And  proudly  love  to  show  disdam  for  crime ; 
To  whom  the  future  will  new  thoughts  sup]^y, 
Tht  pride  will  soften,  and  the  soorn  will  die ; 
Nay,  where  they  still  the  vice  itself  oondemn. 
They  bear  the  vicious,  and  oonsort  with  them : 
Toong  Captain  Grove,  when  one  had  changed  his 

side. 
Despised  the  venal  turn-coat,  and  defied ; 
Old  Colonel  Grove  now  shakes  him  by  the  hand, 
Though  he  who  bribes  may  still  his  vote  commaxid : 
Why  would  not  Ellen  to  Belinda  speak, 
When  she  had  flown  to  London  for  a  week ; 
And  then  returned,  to  every  friend's  surprise, 
With  twice  the  spirit,  and  with  half  the  size  7 
8be  spoke  not  then — bat  after  years  had  flown, 
A  better  friend  had  Ellen  never  known : 
Was  it  the  lady  her  mistake  had  seen  ? 
Or  had  she  also  such^a  journey  been  7 
No :  't  was  the  gradual  change  in  human  hearts, 
That  time,  in  commerce  with  the  world,  imparts ; 
Hist  on  the  roughest  temper  throws  disguise, 
And  steak  from  virtue  her  asperities. 
The  young  aoad  ardent,  who  with  glowing  xeal 
Feh  wrath  for  trifles,  and  were  proud  to  feel| 
Now  find  those  trifles  all  the  mind  engage. 
To  soothe  dull  hours,  and  cheat  the  cares  of  age ; 
As  young  Zelinda,  in  her  quaker-dress, 
Pisdain*d  each  varying  fashion's  vile  excess. 
And  now  her  friends  on  old  Zelinda  gaze. 
Pleased  in  ri^  iilks  and  orient  gems  to  bhse : 
Changes  Uke  these  *t  is  folly  to  condemn, 
8o  virtue  yields  not,  nor  is  changed  with  them. 

Let  us  proceed : — ^Twelve  bnUiaiit  years  were 

Tet  each  with  Ism  of  glory  than  the  last; 

Whether -these  years  to  this  fair  virgin  gave 

A  softer  mind-deflect  they  often  have ; 

Whether  the  virgin-state  was  not  so  bless*d 

As  that  good  maiden  in  her  zeal  pro&ss'd ; 

Or  whether  lovers  flilling  from  her  train. 

Gave  greater  price  to  those  she  could  retain. 

If 'all  unknown ; — ^but  Arabella  now 

Was  kindly  listening  to  a  merchant's  vow ; 

Who  ofier'd  terms  so  fair,  against  his  love 

To  strive  was  folly,  so  she  never  strove. — 

Han  in  his  earlier  days  we  often  find 

With  a  too  eaa^  and  unguarded  mind ; 

Bn  by  increasing  years  and  prudence  taught,' 

Hs  grows  reserved,  and  loeks  up  every  thought :     | 


Not  thus  the  maiden,  for  in  blooming  youth 
She  hides  her  thought,  and  guards  the  tender  truth ; 
This,  when  no  longer  young,  no  more  she  hides, 
But  frankly  in  the  &rour*d  swain  confides : 
Man,  stubborn  man,  is  like  the  growing  tree, 
That  longer  standing,  still  will  harder  be ; 
And  like  its  fruit,  the  virgin,  first  austere, 
Then  kindly  softening  with  the  ripening  year. 

Now  was  the  k>ver  urgent,  and  the  kind 
And  yielding  lady  to  his  sui.  inclined : 
**A  little  time,  my  friend,  is  just,  is  right; 
We  must  be  decent  in  our  neighbours*  siffht:**. 
Still  she  allow*d  him  of  his  hopes  to  speak. 
And  in  compassion  took  off"  week  by  week ; 
Till  few  rcmain'd,  when,  wearied  with  delay, 
She  kindly  meant  to  take  off  day  by  day. 

That  female  friend  who  gave  our  virgin  praise 
For  flying  man  and  all  his  treacherous  ways. 
Now  heard  with  mingled  anger,  shame  and  fbar, 
Of  one  accepted,  and  a  wedding  near ; 
But  ahe  resolved  again  with  friendly  zeal 
To  make  the  maid  her  scorn  of  wedlock  feel ; 
For  she  was  grieved  to  iind  her  work  undone, 
And  like  a  sister  mourn'd  the  &iling  nun. 

Why  are  these  gentle  maidens  prone  to  make 
Their  sister-doves  the  tempting  world  forsake  ? 
Why  all  their  triumph  when  a  maid  disdains 
The  tyrant-sez,  and  scorns  to  wear  its  chains  7 
Is  it  pure  joy  to  see  a  sister  flown 
From  the   false    pleasures  they  themselves  have 

known  ? 
Or  do  they,  as  the  call-birds  in  the  cage, 
Tryi  in  pure  envy,  others  to  engage ; 
And  therefore  paint  their  native  woods  and  groves. 
As  scenes  of  dangerous  joys  and  naughty  loves  7 

Strong  was  the  maiden's  hope ;  her  firiend  was 
proud, 
And  had  her  notions  to  the  world  avow*d ; 
And,  could  she  find  the  Merchant  weak  and  firaU, 
With  power  to  prove  it,  then  she  must  prevail ; 
For  she  aloud  would  publish  his  disgrace. 
And  save  his  victim  from  a  man  so  base. 

When  all  inquiries  had  been  duly  made. 
Came  the  kind  friend  her  burden  to  unlade — 
"  Alas  \  my  dear  !  not  all  pur  care  and  art 
Can  tread  the  maze  of  man's  deceitful  heart : 
Look  not  surprise — ^nor  let  resentment  swell 
Those  lovely  features,  all  will  yet  be  well ; 
And  thou,  fi'om  love's  and  man's  deceptions  free. 
Wilt  dwell  in  virgin-state,  ai^d  walk  to  heav'n  wUh 
me." 

Hie  maiden  frown'd,  and  then  conceived  **  that 
wives 
Could  walk  as  well,  and  lead  as  holy  lives 
As  an?ry  prudes  who  scom'd  the  marriage^chain. 
Or  luckless  maids  who  sought  it  still  ir  vain." 

The  fi-iend  was  vez'd--she  paused,  at  length  she 
cried : 

Know  jom  own  danger,  then  your  lot  decide , 
That  traitor  Beswell,  while  he  seeks  your  hand, 
Has,  I  affirm,  a  wanton  at  command ; 
A  slaw,  a  creature  from  a  foreign  place. 
The  nurse  and  mother  of  a  spurbus  race  ; 
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Brourii,  uglj  bastard^ — (Heaven  the  word  ibrgive, 
And  t}ie  deed  punish  !)— in  his  cottage  live } 
'I'o  town  if  business  calls  him,  there  he  stays 
\'.i  siiilul  pleasures  wasting  countless  days; 
Nor  doubt  the  facts,  for  I  can  witness  call 
for  eyery  crime,  and  prove  them  one  and  aU.** 

Here  ceased  th*  informer;  Arabella's  look 
Was  like  a  school-boy*s  puzzled  by  his  book ; 
Intent  she  cast  her  eyes  upon  the  floor, 
Paused — then  replied — 

.  •*  I  wish  to  know  no  more : 

I  question  not  your  motive,  zeal,  or  love, 

But  must  decline  such  dubious  points  to  prove 

All  is  not  true,  I  judge,  for  who  can  guess 
Those  deeds  of  darkness  men  with  care  suppress  ? 
He  brought  a  slave  perhaps  to  England's  coast, 
And  made  her  free ;  it  is  our  country's  boast ! 
And  she  perchance  too  gratelbl— good  and  ill 
Were  sown  at  first,  and  grow  together  still ; 
The  colour'd  infants  on  the  vlllage-green, 
What  are  they  more  than  we  have  often  seen  7 
Children  half-clothed  who  round  theii  village  stray, 
In  sun  or  rain,  now  starved,  now  beaten,  ^ey 
Will  the  dark  colour  of  their  fate  betray : 
Let  U8  in  Christian  Jove  for  all  account, 
And  then  behold  to  what  such  tales  amount** 

"His  heart  is  evil,"  said  th'  impatient  friend: 
**  My  duty  bids  me  try  that  heart  to  mend," 
^  Replied  the  virgin—"  We  may  be  too  nice, 
And  lose  a  soul  in  our  contempt  of  vice ; 
If  false  the  charge,  I  then  shall  show  regard 
For  a  good  man,  and  be  his  jusl  reward  : 
And  what  for  virtue  can  I  better  do 
Than  to  reclaim  him,  if  the  charge  be  true  ?" 

She  spoke,  nor  more  her  holy  work  dehy'd ; 
T  was  time  to  lend  an  erring  mortal  aid  : 
»*  The  noblest  way,"  she  judged,  "  a  soul  to  win, 
Was  with  an  act  of  kindness  to  begin. 
To  make  the  sinner  sure,  and  then  t'  attack  the 
8in."» 


And  hBPpijy  I  have  •rrived  ■(  l«ac 
Unto  the  wished  haven  of  my  btias. 

Tamug  tif  Uu  Skr9»,  met  v.  i 
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THE  LOVER^B  JOURNBT. 
Tbs  ran  b  in  Uie  beaveiM.  and  the  proud  d«y« 
AMondod  with  the  pleanirae  of  the  world, 
b  ail  too  wanton. 

-KcNf  JMm  act  iU,  aeeoe  3. 
The  lunatie,  the  lover,  and  die  poet. 
Are  of  imatination  ali  oompacL 

Midnmmtr  A*i>AC'«  Drtmm. 
Oh !  how  the  eprios  of  love  reeembleth 

Th*  uncertain  rIott  of  an  April  day. 
Which  now  thowe  all  her  beanty  to  theraa, 
^And  by  and  by  a  clood  bears  ali  away. 


It  is  the  soul  that  sees ;  the  outward  eyes 
Present  the  object,  but  the  mind  descries ; 
And  thence  delight,  disgust,  or  cool  indififrenoe  risei 
When  minds  are  joyful,  then  we  look  around. 
And  what  is  seen  is  all  on  fairy  ground ; 
Again  they  sicken,  and  on  every  view 
Cast  their  own  dull  and  melancholy  hue ; 
Or,  if  absorbM  by  their  peculiar  cares, 
The  vacant  eye  on  viewless  matter  gloies, 
Our  feelings  still  upon  our  views  attendi 
And  their  own  natures  to  the  objects  lend ; 
Sorrow  and  joy  are  in  their  influence  sure, 
Lon?  as  the  passion  reigriB  th'  effects  endnro; 
But  love  in  minds  his  various  changes  makes. 
And  clothes  eaeh  object  with  the  change  be  takes  s 
His  light  and  shade  on  every  view  he  throws. 
And  on  each  object,  what  he  feels,  bestows. 

Fair  was  the  morning,  and  the  month  was  Jone^ 
When  rose  a  lover ;  love  awakens  soon ; 
Brief  his  repose,  yet  much  he  dreamt  the  whUn 
Of  that  day's  meeting,  and  his  Laura's  smile ; 
Fancy  and  love  that  name  ossignM  to  her, 
CalPd  Susan  in  the  parish-register ; 
And  he  no  more  was  John — ^hls  Laura  gave 
The  name  Orlando  to  her  faitfaiul  slave. 

Bright  ^one  the  glory  of  the  rising  day. 
When  the  fond  traveller  took  his  favourite  way ; 
He  mounted  gaily,  felt  his  bosom  light. 
And  all  he  saw  was  pleasing  in  his  sight. 


Am  the  anthor'a  purpoao  in  this  Tale  may  be  mirtaken,  he 
wiahee  to  obierve.  that  eoodnet  like  that  of  the  lady'a  heie  de- 
fcnbed  mutt  tM  meritorioui  or  cenrarabJe  juit  as  the  moUvaa  lo 
itarepureorielfirii;  that  theee  motivea  may  in  a  great  nea- 
•ore  be  concealed  from  the  mind  of  the  aient;  and  that  we 
oOen  take  credit  to  oor  virtne  for  aetiona  which  vprinf  orifi- 
nally  from  our  tempen,  inclinatlone.  or  oor  indiflereuee.  It  can- 
not therefore  be  improper,  moch  leas  imroonl.  to  give  an  in- 
stance of  rach  telf-deeep(ioli. 


*•  Ye  hours  of  expectation,  quickly  fly. 
And  bring  on  hours  of  blest  reality ; 
When  I  shall  Laura  see,  beside  her  stand. 
Hear  her  sweet  voice,  and  press  her  yielded  hand.** 

First  o'er  a  barren  heath  beside  the  coast 
Orlando  rode,  and  joy  began  to  boast 

"This  neat  low  gorse,"  said  he,  "with  eolden 
^  bloom, 

Delights  each  sense,  is  beauty,  is  perfume ; 
And  this  gay  ling,  with  all  ito  purple  flowers, 
A  man  at  leisure  might  admire  for  hoora ; 
This  green.flinged  cup-moss  has  a  scorlet  tipi» 
That  yields  to  nothing  but  my  Laura's  lip ; 
And  then  how  fine  this  herbage !  men  maj  say 
A  heath  is  barren ;  nothing  is  so  gay ; 
Barren  or  bare  to  call  such  cbammig  scene 
Argues  a  mind  possess'd  by  care  and  spleen."* 

Onward  ho  went,  and  fiercer  grew  the  heat. 
Dust  rose  in  clouds  before  the  horse's  feet ; 
For  now  he  pass'd  through  lanes  of  burning  sand. 
Bounds  to  thin  crops  or  vet  uncultured  land ; 
Where  the  dark  poppy  flourished  on  the  dry 
And  sterile  soil,  and  mock'd  the  thin-set  rye. 

"How  lovely  this !"  the  rapt  Orlando  said ; 
**With  what  delight  is  labouring  man  repaid ! 
The  very  lane  has  sweets  that  all  admire. 
The  rambling  suckling  and  the  vigonnis  brier ; 
See !  wholesome  wormwood  grov.-s  beside  the  war 
Where  dew-press'd  yet  the  dog-rose  bendsthe  spraj * 
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/lesh  l*«rbB  the  fields,  f&ir  shrubs  the  banks  adorn, 
And  sBow-white  b1o«m  falls  d<iky  from  the  thorn ; 
No  fbateri^^  hand  they  need,  no  sheltering  wall, 
Thoj  spring  uncultured  and  Uiey  bloom  S>t  all.** 

The  loFcr  rode  as  hasty  \tcr«  ride, 
And  reached  a  oommon  pasture  wild  and  wide; 
Skooll  black-Iegg-'d  stieep  devour  with  hunger  keen 
The  meagre  herbage,  fleshless,  lank,  and  lean ; 
Such  o'er  thy  level  turf,  Newmarket !  stray, 
And  there,  with  other  llack-legSj  find  their  prey : 
He  saw  some  8catter*d  hovels ;  turf  was  piled 
In  square  brown  stacks ;  a  prospect  bleak  and  wild  ! 
A  mill,  indeed,  was  in  the  centre  found. 
With  short  sear  herbage  withering  all  around ; 
A  smith*8  black  shed  oppooed  a  wright*8  long  shop, 
And  join*d  an  inn  where  humble  travellers  stop. 


**  Ay,  this  is  natare,**  aaid  the  eentle  sqtiire; 
**  Tliis  eaae,  peace,  pleasure — ^wbo  would  not 
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With,  what  delist  these  sturdy  children  play, 
And  joyful  rustles  ait  the  dose  of  day ; 
Sport  followB  labour,  on  this  even  space 
Win  soon  eommenoe  the  wrestling  and  the  race ; 
Then  will  the  villagcmaidens  leave  their  home, 
And  to  the  dance  with  buoyant  spirits  come ; 
No  alfeetatioD  in  their  looks  is  seen. 
Nor  know  tiiey  what  disguise  or  flatteiy  mean ; 
Nor  aught  to  move  an  envious  pang  they  see, 
Easy  their  service,  and  their  love  is  free ; 
Hence  early  springs  that  love,  it  lon^  endures, 
And  Jile*s  first  comfort,  while  they  live,  ensures : 
They  the  low  roof  and  rustic  comforts  prize. 
Nor  cast  on  prouder  mansions  envyinar  eyes : 
Sometimes  the  news  at  yonder  town  taey  hear. 
And  learn  what  busier  m(>rtals  fodl  and  fear ; 
Seeore  themselves,  although  hj  tales  amazed. 
Of  towns  bombarded  and  of  cities  rased ; 
As  if  they  doubted,  in  their  still  retreat. 
The  very  news  that  makes  their  quiet  sweet. 
And  their  days  happy — happier  only  knows 
He  on  whom  Laura  her  regard  bestows.** 

Ob  rode  Orfamdo,  oomitiBg  all  the  while 
The  miles  he  pass*d  and  every  ooi|ung  mile ; 
Like  aU  attnuied  things,  he  qnidier  mes. 
The  place  approaching  where  th*  attraction  lies ; 
When  next  appear'd  a  dam-^mt  call  the  plao»— 
Where  lies  a  road  oonfined  in  narrow  spaoe ; 
A  work  of  labour,  for  on  either  side 
Is  level  foo,  a  prospect  wild  and  wide. 
With  dikes  on  either  ^and  by  ooean*s  self  supplied 
Far  oo  the  right  the  distant  sea  is  seen. 
And  sail  the  springs  that  feed  the  marsh  between ; 
Beneath  an  ancient  bridge,  ths  straiten'd  flood 
SoOs  through  its  sloping  banks  of  slimy  mud ; 
Near  it  a  sunken  boat  resists  the  tide. 
That  frets  and  hurries  to  the  opposing  side ; 
The  rashes  sharp,  that  on  the  borders  grow. 
Bend  their  brown  flow'rets  to  the  stream  below, 
Impaie  in  all  its  course,  in  all  its  progress  slow  i 
Here  a  grave  Flora*  scarcely  deigns  to  bloom. 
Nor  wears  a  rosy  blush,  nor  shetu  perifume ; 


[The  fow  dull  flowers  that  o*er  the  place  are  spread 
Partake  the  nature  of  their  fenny  bed ; 
Here  on  its  wirv  stem,  ip  rigid  bloom. 
Grows  the  salt  lavender  that  lacks  perfume ; 
Here  the  dwarf  sallows  creep,  the  septfoil  harsh,   . 
And  the  soft  slimy  mallow  of  the  marsh ; 
Low  on  the  ear  the  distant  billows  sound, 
And  just  in  view  appears  their  stony  bound ; 
No  hedge  nor  -tree  conceals  the  glowing  sun. 
Birds,  save  a  wat*ry  tribe,  the  district  shun, 
Nor  chirp  among  the  reeds  where  bitter  waters  rua 

**  Various  as  beauteous,  Nature,  is  thy  fiice,** 
Ezelaim*d  Orlando;  **  all  that  grows  has  grace ; 
All  are  appropriate — ^bog,  and  marsh,  and  ien. 
Are  only  poor  to  undiacerning  men ; 
Here  may  the  nice  and  eurions  eye  explore 
How  Nature's  hand  adorns  the  rushy  moor ;   * 
Here  the  rare  moss  in  secret  shade  is  found, 
Here  the  sweet  myrtle  of  the  shaking  ground ; 
Beauties  are  these  that  from  the  view  retire. 
But  well  repay  th*  attention  they  require ; 
For  these  my  Laura  will  her  home  forsake. 
And  all  the  pleasures  they  affi>rd  partake.**    ' 

Again  the  country  was  endosed,  a  wide 
And  sandy  road  has  banks  on  either  side ; 
Where,  lo  I  &  hollow  on  the  left  appear'd. 
And  there  a  gipsy-tribe  their  tent  had  rear*d ; 
*T  was  open  spr^,  to  catch  the  morning  son. 
And  they  had  now  their  early  meal  begun. 
When  two  brown  boys  just  left  their  graMy  seatf*^ 
The  early  trav'Uer  with  their  pray*rs  to  greet : 
While  yet  Oriando  held  his  pence  in  ha^, 
He  saw  their  sister- on  her  duty  stand ; 
Some  twelvie  years  old,  demure,  affeeted,  sly. 
Prepared  the  force  of  early  powers  to  try ; 
Sudden  a  look  of  languor  he  descries. 
And  well-feign*d  opprehension  in  her  eyes ; 
Train'd  but  vet  savage,  in  her  speaking  faee 
He  mark'd  the  features  of  her  vagrant  race ; 
When  a  light  laugh  and  roguish  &er  express'd*. 
The  vice  implanted  in  her  youthful  breast: 
Forth  from  the  tent  her  elder  brother  came. 
Who  seem*d  offended,  yet  forbore  to  blame 
Tl^  Toung  designer,  but  could  only  trace 
The  looks  of  pity  in  the  travlier's  &ce : 
Within,  the  fother,  who  from  fences  nigh 
Had  brought  the  fliel  for  the  fire*s  sup^y, 
Watch'd  now  the  feeble  Uase*  and  stood  dejected  by^e 
On  ragged  rug,  just  borrow'd  from  ths  M, 
And  by  the  hand  of  coarse  indulgence  fod, 


*1W  dilriMi  ofa  ftn  so  near  tlM  ooaan  sre  fined  with  irreiTQ- 
hr  utehw  of  a  ooaiw  and  itaiDtd  lava ;  a  msddy  tedtni 
Mkoa  iha  iiona-tail  and  otbar  parconial  herbt,  which  in  paxl 

X 


oooe«a1  tb«  ■hnnowDem  of  the  atream ;  a  fat-ioavad  |Mle-flow-- 
mran'wtmrf-wnm  appear*  earif  in  the  yetr.  and  the  rasoradieds 
boll-nieh  in  the  Miaiaer  and  aolsmn.  The  tea  itaelf  has  a dwk; 
and  aaiiae  herbai e ;  then  are  nuhce  and  «iT««-iMd,  and  ia  ai 
law  palchet  ihe  flakei  of  the  coCton-ffra«  are  aeao,  hot  same 
eommonly  iho  $«tt'a*Ur,  the  dullest  of  that  nameroua  and  baidr ' 
tenue ;  a  tkrifU  blae  in  flower,  bat  witberiof  and  remainiot 
withered  rill  the  winter  teattara  it;  lha  taltwart,  both  aiinpla* 
and  ehnihby ;  a  few  kinda  of  fffSH  ekaagwl  by  Cbaif  aaU  aad 
atmoephera.  and  tow  plants  of  two  or  three  daaoaUnatioas  sa-  - 
diitiafuiibed  in  a  seneral  view  of  the  leaoary:  aaeh  k  the* 
vegetation  of  the  fon  when  it  ia  at  a  amall  diatanee  frooi  tlM^ 
oeoao ;  and  in  this  case  there  ariM  fironi  it  effluvia  straas  andi 
peculiar,  half-nlloe.  half  putrid,  which  would  be  considered  hr* 
moat  people  aa  ofl''emive,  and  br  some  aa  danierooa;  bst: 
there  are  ochan  to  whom  abiirvlaritr  of  laaie  «r 
of  ideas  has  raaderad  it  acreeahle  aad  plaaaaot.  .• 
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In  dirty  patchwork  negligently  dress'd, 

Kedined  the  wife.an  infant  at  her  breast ; 

In  her  wild  face  some  touch  of  grace  remained. 

Of  vigour  palsied  and  of  beauty  stuinM  ; 

Ifer  blood-shot  eyes  on  her  unheeding  mate 

Were  wratlifui  turnM,  and  sceinM  her  wants  to 

state, 
Cursing  his  tardy  aid — her  mother  tlicre 
With  gipsy-state  engrossed  the  only  chair ; 
Solemn  and  dull  her  look ;  with  such  she  stands. 
And  reads  the  milk-maid^s  fortune  in  her  hands, 
Tracing  the  lines  of  life ;  assumed  through  years, 
Each  feature  now  the  steady  falsehood  wears ; 
Witli  hard  and  savage  eye  she  views  the  food, 
And  grudging  pinches  their  intruding  brood ; 
Last  in  the  group,  the  worn-out  grandsire  sits, 
Neglected,  lost,  and  living  but  by  iits ; 
Usmess,  despised,  his  worthless  labours  done, 
And  haJf  protected  by  the  vicious  son, 
Who  half  supports  him;  he  with  heavy  glance 
Views  the  young  ruffians  who  around  him  dance ; 
And,  by  the  sadness  in  his  face,  appears 
'To  trace  the  progress  of  their  future  years : 

*  Through  what  strange  course  of  misery,  vice,  deceit, 
.Must  wildly  wander  each  unpractised  cheat! 

What  shame  and  grief,  what  punishment  and  pain, 
:  Sport  of  fierce  passions,  must  each  child  sustain — 
.  "Ete  they  like  him  approach  their  latter  end, 
'Without  a  hope,  a  comfort,  or  a  friend ! 

But  this  Orlando  felt  not;  *«  Revues,*'  said  he, 
'**  Doubtless  they  are,  but  merry  rogues  they  be ; 
'They  wander  round  the  land,  and  be  it  true, 
^  They  break  the  laws — then  let  the  laws  pursue 
'  The  wanton  idlers ;  for  the  life  they  live. 
Acquit  I  cannot,  but  I  can  forgive." 
'  This  said,  a  portion  from  his  purse  was  thrown, 
.And  every  heart  seemM  happy  like  his  own. 

He  hurried  forth,  £ot  now  the  town  was  nigh — 
'**  The  happiest  man  of  mortal  men  am  I." 
Thou  art !  but  change  in  every  state  is  near, 
(So  while  the  wretched  hope,  the  blest  may  fear ;) 
***Say,  where  is  Laura?" — "That  her  words  must 

show," 
.A  lass  replied ;  **  read  this,  and  thou  shalt  know !" 

**  Whatrgone!"^her  firiend  insisted— forced  to 
go:— 
•••  It  vex*d,  was  teased,  could  not  refuse  her ! — "So  ?" 
"But  you  can  follow:"  ••Yes:"  "The  miles  are 

few, 
'  The  way  is  pleasant ;  will  you  come  7 — Adieu ! 
Thy  Laura !"  "  No !  I  feel  I  must  resign 
'The  pleasing  hope,  thou  hadst  been  here,  if  mine : 
.A  lady  was  it  7— Was  no  brother  there  7 
#Bat  why  should  I  aiHict  me  if  there  were  7"  . 

•  ••  The  way  is  pleasant :"  "  What  to  me  the  way  T 
1  cannot  reach  her  till  the  close  of  day. 

My  dumb  companion !  is  it  thus  we  speed  7 
Not  I  from  grief  nor  thou  from  toil  art  freed ; 
>Still  art  thou  doomM  to  travel  and  to  pine, 
.'For  my  vexation — ^What  a  fate  is  mine ! 

**  Gone  to  a  friend,  she  tells  me :  I  commend 
Her  purpose ;  means  she  to  a  female  friend  7 
By  Heaven,  I  wish  she  suffer'd  half  the  pain 
tit  hope  protracted  through  the  day  in  vain : 


Shall  I  persist  to  see  th*  ungrateful  maid  f 
Yes,  I  will  see  her,  slight  her,  and  upbraid : 
What !  in  the  very  hour  7  she  knew  the>lime, 
And  doubtless  chose  it  to  increase  her  crime." 

Forth  rode  Orlando  by  a  river's  side. 
Inland  and  winding,  smooth,  and  full  and  wide. 
That  rolKd  majestic  on,  in  one  soft-flowing  tide ; 
The  bottom  gravel,  flowVy  were  the  banks. 
Tall  willows,  waving  in  their  broken  ranks ; 
The  road,  now  near,  now  distant,  winding  led 
By  lovely  meadows  which  the  waters  fed ; 
He  passed  the  way-side  inn,  the  village  spire, 
Nor  stopp'd  to  gaze,  to  question,  or  admire ; 
On  either  side  the  rural  mansions  stood. 
With  hedge-row  trees,  and  hills  high-crown*d  with 

wood. 
And  many  a  devious  stream  that  reacfaM  the  nobler 

flood. 

"  I  hate  these  scenes,"  Orlando  angiy  cried, 
"  And  these  proud  farmers  I  yes,  I  hate  their  pride : 
See  !  that  sleek  fellow,  how  he  strides  along. 
Strong  as  an  ox,  and  ignorant  as  strong ; 
Can  yon  close  crops  a  single  eye  detain 
But  his  who  counts  the  profits  of  the  grain  ? 
And  these  vile  beans  with  deleterious  smell, 
Where  is  their  beauty  7  can  a  mortal  tell  7 
These  deep  fat  meadows  I  detest ;  it  shocks 
One's  feelings  there  to  see  the  grazing  ox;— 
For  shughter  fatted,  as  a  hidy*s  smile 
Rejoices  man,  and  means  his  death  the  while. 
Lo !  now  the  sons  of  labour !  every  day 
Emplojr.'d  in  toil,  and  vex*d  in  every  way ; 
Theirs  is  but  mirth  assumed,  and  they  coooeo]. 
In  their  affected  joys,  the  ills  they  feel : 
I  hate  these  long  green  lanes ;  there  *s  nothing  seen 
In  this  vile  country  but  eternal  neen ; 
Woods !  waters !  meadows  !  Will  they  never  end  7 
'T  is  a  vile  prospect : — Gone  to  see  a  friend  !"— 

Still  on  he  rode !  a  mansibn  fair  and  tall 
Rose  on  his  view — the  pride  of  Loddon-Hall : 
Spread  o'er  the  park  he  saw  Uie  grazing  steer. 
The  full-fed  steed,  the  herds  of  bounding  deer : 
On  a  clear  stream  the  vivid  sunbeams  fuay'd. 
Through  noble  elms,  and  on  the  surface  made 
That  moving  picture,  checker'd  light  and  shade ; 
Th'  attended  children,  there  indulged  to  stray, 
Enjoy'd  and  gave  new  beauty  to  &e  day  ; 
Whose  happy  parents  from  their  room  were  seen 
Pleased  with  the  sportive  idlers  on  the  green. 

"  Well !"  said  Orlando,  "  and  for  one  so  blev'd, 
A  thousand  reasoning  wretches  are  distreas'd ; 
Nay,  these  so  seeming  glad,  are  grieving  like  the 

rest: 
Man  is  a  cheat — and  all  but  strive  to  hide 
Their  inward  misery  by  their  outward  pride. 
What  do  yon  lofly  gates  and  walls  contain. 
But  fruitless  means  to  sootho  unconqucr*d  pain  7 
The  parents  read  each  infant  daughter's  amile,. 
Form'd  to  seduce,  encouraged  to  beguile  ; 
They  view  the  boys  unconscious  of  their  &te, 
Sure  to  be  tempted,  sure  to  take  the  bait ;    . 
These  wiU  be  Lauras,  sad  Orlandos  these — 
There 's  guilt  and  grief  in  all  one  hears  and  i 
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Our  tnv'lter,  hb*ring  up  a  hil],  look'd  down 
Upon  a  lively,  biuy,  pleasant  town ;  / 

All  he  beheld  were  there  alert,  alive, 
The  buaieat  bees  that  ever  stock*d  a  hive : 
A  pair  were  married,  and  the  bella  alovd 
Proclaim'd  their  joy,  and  joyfol  seemM  the  crowd ; 
And  now  proceeding  on  his  way,  he  spied, 
Bound  by  strong  ties,  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride : 
Each  by  some  triends  attended,  near  they  drew. 
And  spleen  beheld  them  with  prophetic  view. 

"  Married !  nay,  mad  !"  Orlando  cried  in  scorn ; 
••  Another  wretch  on  this  unlucky  morn  : 
What  are  this  foolish  mirth,  these  idle  joys  T 
Attempts  to  stifle  doubt  and  fear  J>y  noise : 
To  me  these  robes^  expressive  of  delight, 
Foreshow  distress,  and  only  grief  excite ; 
And  for  these  cheerful  frien£,  will  they  behdd 
Their  waiting  brood  in  sickness,  want,  and  cold ; 
And  his  proud  look,  and  her  soft  languid  air 
Will — ^but  I  spare  you — ^go,  unhappy  pair  !*• 

And  now  approaching  to  the  ioomey's  end. 
His  an^r  fails,  his  thoughts  to  kindness  tend, 
He  less  olfeoded  feels,  and  rather  fears  t*  oflfend : 
Now  gently  rising,  hope  contends  with  doabt. 
And  cants  a  sonshtne  on  the  views  without ; 
And  still  reviving  joy  and  lingering  gloom 
Alternate  empire  o'er  his  soul  assume ; 
Till,  long  peq>lex'd,  he  now  began  to  find 
The  softer  thoughts  engross  the  settling  mind : 
He  saw  the  mansion,  and  should  quickfy  see 
His  Laara*s  sel^— and  angry  could  he  be  7 

No !  the  resentment  melted  all  away 

*  For  thb  my  ^ief  a  single  smile  will  pay,'* 
Oar  trav'ller  cned ; — **  And  why  should  it  offend, 
That  one  so  good  should  have  a  pressing  friend  7 
Grieve  not,  my  heart !  to  find  a  favourite  guest 
Thy  pride  and  boast— ^e  selfish  sorrows,  rest ; 
She  will  be  kind,  and  I  again  be  blest" 

While  gentler  passions  thus  his  bosom  sway*d. 
He  leach'd  the  mansion,  and  he  saw  the  maid ; 
^'Hy  Laura !"— *«  My  Orlando  !~thU  is  kind ; 
In  truth  I  came  persuaded,  not  inclined  : 
Ow  friends*  amusement  let  as  now  pursue, 
And  I  to-morrow  will  return  with  you." 

like  man  entranced,  the  happy  lover  stood^- 
*As  Lanra  wills,  for  she  is  kind  and  good; 
Ever  the  tmest,  gentlest,  fairest,  be^t — 
As  Lanra  wills,  I  see  her  and  am  blest" 

Home  went  the  lovers  through  that  busy  plao^ 
By  Loddon-Hall,  the  ooantry's  pride  and  grace ; 
By  the  rich  meadows  where  the  oxeo  fed, 
Throogb  the  green  vale  that  form'd  the  river's  bed ; 
And  by  unnumber'd  cottages  and  farms. 
That  have  for  musing  minds  unnumber'd  charms ; 
And  how  affected  by  the  view  of  these 
Was  then  OrIando---did  they  pain  or  please  7 

Nor  pain  nor  pleasure  could  they  yield — and  why? 
The  mind  wa#  fill'd,  was  happy,  and  the  eye 
Roved  o'er  the  fleeting  views,  that  but  appear'd  to 
die. 

Alone  Orlando  on  the  morrow  paced 
Ths  well-known  road ;  the  gypsy-tent  lie  traced ; 


The  dam  hifh-raised,  the  reedy  dikes  between. 
The  scattered  hovels  on  the  barren  green, 
The  burning  sand,  the  fields  of  thin-set  rye, 
MockM  by  the  useless  Flora,  blooming  by  ; 
And  last  the  heath  with  all  its  various  bloom, 
And  the  close  lanes  that  led  the  trav'ller  hoine. 

Then  could  these  scenes  the  former  joys  rsndw  f 
Or  was  there  now  dejection  in  the  view  7 — 
Nor  one  or  other  would  they  yield' — ^and  why  7 
The  mind  was  absent,  and  the  vacant  eye 
Wander'd  o'er  viewless  scenes,  that  but  appear'd  te 
die. 


TALE  XI. 


EDWAKD  8HORB. 

Seem  they  grare  or  Iflsnedf 
Why.  M  didst  thoo— Seem  tbof  reKgioot  II 
Why,  n  didtt  thoa ;  or  tro  they  ■pere  in  dleCf 
Free  from  froei  paerioD.  or  of  mirth  or  anfer. 
Conetant  to  •piril.  not  iwervinc  with  the  blood, 
Qaraidi*d  and  deekM  in  modest  eompltment. 
Not  worfcinswith  the  eye  without  thenar, 
And  but  with  purged  jodgmeot  tnnting  neither  1 
Such  and  ao  finely  bolted  didat  thoa  aeem. 

Htmnf  r,  act  ii,  soaoa  t. 

Better  I  were  diatraet, 
8o  dionld  mrthonghts  be  mtw*d  firom  my  giMk 
And  woea  by  atrong  imagmation  loae 
The  knowledge  of  themanlvoa. 

X.Mr,  aet  iv,  aeeM  IL 


Genius  I  thou  gift  of  Heav'n  I  thou  light  divine ! 

Amid  what  dangers  art  thou  doom'd  to  s)iine ! 

Ofl  will  the  body's  weakness  check  thy  fbrce. 

Oil  damp  thy  vigour,  and  impede  thy  course ; 

And  trembling  nerves  compel  thee  to  restrain 

Thy  nobler  efforts,  to  contend  with  pain ; 

Or  Want  (sad  guest !)  will  in  thy  presence  come, 

And  breathe  around  a  melancholy  gloom ; 

To  life's  low  cares  will  thy  proud  Uionght  confiofl^ 

And  make  her  sufferings,  her  impatience,  thine. 

Evil  and  strong,  seducing  passions  prey 
On  soaring  minds,  and  win  them  from  their  way ; 
Who  then  to  vice  the  subject  spirits  prive, 
And  in  the  service  of  the  conqu'ror  hve; 
Like  captive  Samson  making  sport  for  all. 
Who  fear'd  their  strength,  and  glory  in  their  fltH 

Genius,  with  virtue,  still  may  lack  the  aid 
Implored  by  humble  minds  and  hearts  afraid ; 
May  leave  to  timid  souls  the  shield  and  sword 
Of  the  tried  faith,  and  the  resistless  Word ; 
Amid  a  world  of  dangers  venturing  forth. 
Frail,, but  yet  fearless,  proud  in  consciout  worth, 
XiU  strong  temptation,  in  some  fatal  time. 
Assails  the  heart,  and  wins  the  soul  to  crime ; 
When  left  by  honour,  and  by  sorrow  spent. 
Unused  to  pray,  unable  to  repent. 
The  nobler  powers  that  once  exalted  high 
Th*  aspiring. man,  shall  then  degraded  ue: 
Reason,  through  anguish,  shall  her  throne  forsake, 
And  strength  of  mind  but  strragcr  madness  make 
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When  EowAHo  Shork  had  ratchM  hit  twentieth 

He  fell  his  boeom  light,  his  comcienoe  dear ; 
Apillaose  at  school  the  youthful  hero  gainM, 
And  trials  there  with  manly  strenfth  sustain^: 
With  prospect  bright  upon  the  world  he  caina, 
,  Pure  love  of  virtae,  strong  desire  of  fame : 
Men  watchM  the  way  his  lofty  mind  would  take. 
And  an  foretold  the  progress  he  would  make. 

Boast  of  these  frie&dft,  to  older  roea  a  |pide, 
Proud  of  his  parts,  but  gracious  in  his  pnde ; 
He  bore  a  gay  good-nature  in  his  face. 
And  in  his  air  were  dignity  and  grace ; 
Drees  that  became  his  sUte  and  vears  he  wore,      • 
And  sense  and  spirit  shone  in  Edward  Shore. 

Thus  while  admirinff  ^ends  the  youth  beheld, 
His  own  disgust  their  forward  hopes  repellM ; 
For  he  unfixed,  uiibdng,  look*d  around, 
And  no  employment  but  In  seeking  found ; 
He  gave  his  restless  thoughts  to  views  refined. 
And  shrank  from  wofldly  cares  with  wounded 
mind. 

Rejecting  trade,  awhile  he  dwelt  on  law% 
**  But  who  could  plead,  if  unapproved  the-  eau 
A  doubting,  dismal  tribe  physicians  seemM ; 
Divines  o'er  texts  and  disputations  dream'd ; 
War  and  its  glory  he  perhaps  could  love, 
But  there  again  he  must  the  cause  approve. 

Our  hero  thought  no  deed  shouhl  gain  applause, 
Where  timid  virtue  fewsd  support  in  laws ; 
He  to  all  good  would  «0ar,  would  fly  all  sin. 
By  the  pure  prompting  of  the  will  within ; 
**  Who  needs  a  law  that  binds  him  not  to  stsal," 
AslL*d  the  younr  teacher,  "  can  he  rightly  feel  7 
To  curb  the  wiu,  or  arm  hi  honour's  cause. 
Or  aid  the  weak — are  these  enibrced  by  laws? 
Should  we  a  foul,  ungenerous  action  dread, 
Beoadse  a  law  condemns  th*  adulterous  bed  7 
Or  fly  pollution,  not  for  fear  of  stain. 
But  that  some  statute  tells  us  to  refrain  7 
The  grosser  herd  in  ties  like  these  we  bind. 
In  virtue's  freedom  moves  th'  enlighten'd  mind.**' 


■*  Man's  heart  deceives  him,"  said  a  friend 

oourse,** 
Replied  the  yoi^th,  **  but,  has  it  power  to  fatce  7 
Unless  it  forcea,  call  it  as  you  wUI, 
It  is  but  wish,  and  proneness  to*the  ill" 

"•Art  thou  not  tempted?"  •'Do  I  frU?"  said 
Shore: 
**  Hie  pure  have  fallen." — *^  Then  are  pure  no  more : 
While  reason  guides  me,  I  shall  walk  aright. 
Nor  need  a  steadier  hand,  or  stronger  light ; 
Nor  this  in  dread  of  awful  threats,  design'd 
For  the  weak  spirit  and  the  grov'lih^  mind  ; 
But  that,  engaged  by  thoughts  and  views  sublime, 
I  wage  free  war  with  grossness  and  with  crime." 
Thus  look*)]  he  proudly  on  the  vulgar  crew. 
Whom  statutes  govern,  and  whom  fears  subdue. 

Faith,  with  his  virtue,  he  indeed  profess'd. 
But  doubts  deprived  his  ardent  mind  of  rest ; 
Reason,  his  sovereign  mistress,  failM  to  show 
Light  through  the  mazes  of  the  world  below ; 
Questions  arose,  and  tliey  surpass'd  the  skill 
Of  his  sole  aid,  and  would  be  dubious  still ; 


These  to  discuss  he  sought  no  oommen  guida, 
But  to  the  doubters  in  his  doubts  appHed ; 
When  all  together  might  in  freedom  speak. 
And  their  loved  truth  with  mutual  ardour  seeik. 
Alas !  though  men  who  feel  their  eyes  decay 
Take  more  than  oofUmon  pains  lo  find  their  way, 
Tet,  when  for  this  they  ask  each  other's  aid. 
Their  mutual  purpose  is  the  more  delay'd : 
Of  all  their  doubts,  their  reasoiuii|r  ckar'd  not  om. 
Still  the  *aiDe  spotn  were  present  m  the  sun ; 
8till  the  same  scruples  haunted  Edward's  mifid. 
Who  found  no  rest,  nor  took  the  means  to  find. 

Burihougfa  with  shakAi  faith,  and  slave  to  froM^ 
Vain  and  aspiriqg  on  the  world  be  cane ; 
Yet  was  he  studious,  serious,  moral,  grave. 
No  passion'*  victim,  and  no  system's  slave ; 
Vice  he  oppdsed^  indulgence  he  disdain'd. 
And  o'er  each  se<»e  in  conspious  triumph  reignM. 

Who  oAen  reads,  will  sometimes  widi  to  writsb 
And  Shore  would  yield  instruction  and  delight : 
A  serioiM  drama  he  design'4,  but  found 
'T  wae  tedious  travelling  in  ^at  gkmmy  giQUDd; 
A  deep  and  solemn  etorr  he  ^onhi  try. 
But  grew  ashamed  of  ghosts,  and  kid  it  by ; 
Sermons  he  wrote,  but  they  who  knew  his  oreed^. 
Or  knew  it  not,  were  ill  disposed  to  read ; 
And  he  would  lastly  be  the  nation's  guide. 
But,  studying,  fail'd  to  iz  upon  a  side ; 
Fame  he  desired,  and  talents  he  poeseas'd. 
But  loved  not  labour,  though  he  oould  not  nat. 
Nor  firmly  fix  the  vacillating  mind. 
That,  ever  working*  oouhl  no  centre  find. 

'T  is  thus  a  sasffuine  reader  loves  to  traoe 
The  Nile  forth  rushing  on  his  glorious  race ; 
Calm  and  secure  the  mucied  traveller  goes 
Through  sterile  deserts  and  by  threat'ning  &m  ; 
He  thinks  not  then  of  Afric's  scorching  aanda, 
Th'  Arabian  sea,  the  Abyssinian  bands, 
Fasils*  and  Michaels,  and  the  robbea  all« 
Whom  we  politely  chileft  and  heroes  call  s 
He  of  success  akme  delights  to  think. 
He  views  that  fount,  he  stands  upon  the  brink. 


Of  And  df  inks  a  fancied  draught,  exulting  so  to  drinlL 


In  his  own  room,  and  with  his  books  around, 
Hb  livdy  muMd  its  chief  empIoymeBl  fimnd. 
Then  idly  busied,  quietly  employ'd. 
And,  lost  to  Ufe,  his  visions  were  enjoy'd : 
Yet  still  he  took  a  keen  inquiring  new 
Of  all  that  crowds  neglect,  desire,  pursue ; 
And  thus  abstracted,  curious,  still  serene, 
He,  unemptoy'd,  beheld  lifb's  shifUn^  eoene ; 
Still  mors  averse  from  vulgar  joys  and  caret, 
Still  more  unfitted  for  the  worki's  afiairs. 


There  was  a  house  where  Edward  ofUii 
And  social  hours  in  pleasant  trifling  spent; 


•  Full  wu  «  rebel  ckieT.  and  Miehml  the  ceneral  af  the 
rojrai  amtf  in  Aby«inia,  when  Mr.  Bruoo  rieited  that  ooontif . 
In  all  other  reapeeta  their  cbaraeten  were  nearly  aHDilar.— 
Ther  are  both  repreaented  aa  emel  aad  traaeheroiM ;  an4  etw 
the  apparently  atronff  distinction  of  loyal  and  lebeliMras  is  ia 
a  areat  meaaare  aet  aaide.  when  «e  are  infomed  that  FwO 
waa  an  open  enemy,  and  Michael  an  ioaoleat  and  < 
controller  of  the  royal  peraoii  and  faanily. 
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He  remd,  conTeraed  and  reaaonM,  sang  and  play*d. 
And  all  were  happy  while  the  idler  sUjr*d ; 
Too  happy  one,  for  thence  aroae  the  pain. 
Till  this  engaging  trifler  oanie  again. 

But  did  he  love  T  We  answer,  day  by  day, 
Tlie  loving  feet  would  take  th*  accustomM  way. 
Hie  amorooB  eye  would  rove  as  if  in  quest 
Of  soiBethin|[  rare,  and  on  the  mansion  rest ; 
Hie  same  soft  passion  touch*d  th0  gentle  tdngue, 
And  Anna's  charms  in  tender  notes  were  sung ; 
T%e  ear  too  seem*d  to  feel  the  common  flame. 
Soothed  and  delighted  with  the  fair  one*s  name : 
And  thus  as  love  each  other  part  possessM, 
The  heart,  no  doubt,  its  sovereign  power  conftssM. 

PJensed  in  her  aigfat,  the  youth  reqoifed  nomcre  i 
Nor  rich  hiBuelf;  he  saw  the  damsel  poor ; 
And  he  too  wisely,  nay,  too  kindly  loved, 
To  pain  the  being-  whom  his  soul  approved. 

A  serious  fiiend  our  cautious  youth  posseae'd, 
And  at  km  table  sat  a  welcome  guest ; 
Bblh  onemploy'd,  H  was  their  chief  delight 
To  read  what  free  and  daring  authors  write ; 
Aotfaora  who  loved  from  common  views  to  soar. 
And  seek  the  fountains  never  traced  before ; 
IVutfa  tliey  professed,  yet  often  left  the  true 
And  beaten  mspect,  ibr  the  wild  and  new. 
IBs  cboeen  friend  his  fiftieth  year  had  seen. 
His  fortune  easy,  and  his  air  serene ; 
Deist  and  atheist  callM ;  for  fow  agreed 
What  were  his  notiouB,  principles,  or  creed ; 
His  mind  reposed  not,  for  he  hated  rest. 
Bat  an  things  made  a  query  or  a  jest ; 
Perplex*d  himself,  he  ever  sought  to  prove 
That  man  is  doomM  hi  endless  doubt  to  rove ; 
Hkwelf  in  darkness  he  profossM  to  be, 
And  would  maintain  that  not  a  man  could  see. 

Hie  youthful  friend,  dissentient,  reason'd  still 
Of  the  eool's  prowess,  and  the  subject  will ; 
Of  virtue's  beauty,  and  of  honour's  force. 
And  a  warm  zeal  gave  life  to  his  discourse : 
flboe  from  his  feeling  all  his  fire  arose, 
And  he  had  interest  m  the  themes  he  chose. 

The  friend,  indulging  a  sarcastic  smile, 
Sai^-^  Dear  enthusiast!  thoo  wilt  change  thy  style, 
When  man's  delusions,  errors,  crimes,  deceit. 
No  more  distress  thee,  and  no  longer  cheat*^ 

Tet  lo !  this  cautious  man,  so  coolly  wise, 
On  a  yoong  beaaty  fiz'd  unguarded  eyes  t 
And  bar  be  married :  Edwud  at  the  view 
Bade  to  Ins  cheerfiil  visits  kmg  adieu; 
Bat  haply  enr'd,  for  this  engaging  bride 
Mb  mirth  snppress'd,  but  rather  cause  sopplied : 
And  when  she  saw  the  friends,  bv  reasoning  long, 
Confoaed  if  right,  and  positive  if  wrong. 
With  piayfiil  speech  tod  smile,  that  spoke  delight. 
She  made  them  careless  both  of  wrong  or  right 

Hiis  gentle  damsel  gave  consent  to  wed. 
With  school,  and  schooUday  dinners  in  her  head : 
She  now  was  promised  choice  of  daintiest  food. 
And  costly  dress,  that  made  her  sovereign  good ; 
With  waus  on  hifly  heath  to  banish  spleen. 
And  summer-visHa  when  the  roads  were  dean. 
U 


AH  these  she  loved,  to  these  she  gaVe  consent, 
And  she  was  married  to  her  heart's  content 

Their  manner  this— the  friends  together  rea4» 
Till  books  a  cause  for  disputation  bred ; 
Debate  then  follow'd,  and  the  vapour'd  child 
Declared  they  argued  till  her  head  was  wild; 
And  strange  to  her  it  was  that  mortal  brain 
Coidd  seek  the  trial,  or  endure  the  pain. 

Then  as  the  friend-reposed,  the  younger  pair 
Sat  down  to  cards,  and  play'd  beside  hie  chair  | 
Till  he  awaking,  to  his  books  applied,      ^ 
Or  heard  the  music  of  th'  obedient  bride : 
If  mild  the  evening,  in  the  fields  they  stray'd. 
And  their  own  flock  with  partial  eye  surveyed, 
But  oft  the  husband,  to  indulgence  prone. 
Resumed  his  book,  and  bade  uem  walk  aloine. 

**  Do,  my  kind  Edward !  I  m«st  take  mine  eaefl^ 
Name  the  dear  girl  the  planets  and  the  trees; 
Tell  her  what  warblers  pour  their  evening  songi 
What  insects  flutter,  as  jou  walk  along ; 
Teach  her  to  fix  the  rovmg  thoughts,  to  bind 
The  wandering  sense,  and  methodize  the  mind,** 


This  was  obey'd ;  and  oft  when  this  was  doMb 
Tlie^  calmly  gased  on  the  deolining  son; 
In  silence  saw  the  glowing  landscape  fode, 
Or,  sitting,  sang  beneath  the  arbour's  shade: 
THU  rose  the  moen,  and  on  each  youthftil  fooe 
Shed  a  soft  beauty,  and  a  dangerous  grace. 

When  the  young  wife  beheld  in  long  debate 
The  friends,  all  careless  as  she  seeming  sate ; 
It  soon  appear'd,  there  was  in  one  combined 
The  nobler  person  and  the  richer  mind : 
He  wore  no  wig,  no  grisly  beard  was  seen, 
And  none  beheld  him  careless  or  unclean ; 
Or  watch'd  him  sleeping :— we  indeed  have  heard 
Of  sleeping  beauty,  and  it  has  appear'd ; 
'T  in  seen  m  infants — there  indeed  we  find 
The  features  soften'd  by  the  slumbering  muad ; 
But  other  beauties,  when  disposed  to  sleeps 
Should  from  the  eye  of  keen  inspector  keep : 
The  lovely  nymph  who  would  her  swain  surprisei 
May  okiae  her  mouth,  but  not  conceal  her  eyee; 
Sleep  ftom  the  feirest  feoe  some  beauty  takea, 
And  all  the  homely  features  homelier  makes ; 
So  thought  our  wife,  beholding  with  a  sigh 
Her  sleeping  spouse,  and  Bdirad  smiling  by. 

A  sick  relation  for  the  husband  sent, 
Without  delay  the  friendly  sceptic  went ; 
Nor  fear'd  the  youthful  pair,  for  he  had  Kett 
The  wife  untroubled,  and  the  friend  serene : 
No  selfish  purpose  in  his  roving  e^ee, 
No  vile  deception  in  her  fond  repLes : 
So  jud^d  the  husband,  and  wiUi  judgment  tmei 
For  neither  yet  the  guilt  or  danger  knew. 

What  now  remain'd  7  but  they  again  should  play 
Th'  accustom'd  game,  and  walk  th*  aocustom'd 

way; 
With  careless  freedom  should  converse  or  read. 
And  the  friend's  absence  neither  fear  nor  heed  : 
But  rather  now  they  seem'd  confused,  constrain'd ; 
Within  their  room  still  restless  they  remain'd, 
And  painftdly  they  felt,  and  knew  each  other 

piiin'd. — 
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Ah !  foolish  men  !  how  could  ye  thus  depend, 
Que  on  himself^  the  other  on  his  friend  7 

The  youth  with  troubled  eye  the  lady  saw, 
Yet  felt  too  brave,  too  darinj^  to  withdraw  ; 
While  she,  with  tuneless  hand  the  jarring  keys 
Touching,  was  not  one  moment  at  her  ease : 
Now  would  she  walk,  and  call  her  friendly  guide, 
Now  apeak  of  rain,  and  cast  her  cloak  aside  ; 
Seize  on  a  book,  unconscious  what  she  read, 
And,  restless  still,  to  new  resources  fled ; 
Then  laughM  aloud,  then  tried  to  look  serene, 
And  ever  changed,  and  every  change  was  seen. 

Painfol  it  is  to  dwell  on  deeds  of  shame— 
The  trying  day  was  past,  another  came ; 
The  third  was  all  remorse,  confusion,  dread ; 
And  (all  too  late !)  the  fidlen  hero  fled. 

Then  felt  the  youth,  in  that  seducing  time. 
How  feebly  honour  guards  the  heart  from  crime : 
Small  is  his  native  strength ;  man  needs  the  stay. 
The  strength  imparted  in  the  trying  day ; 
For  all  that  honour  brings  against  Uie  force 
Of  headbng  passion,  aids  its  rapid  course ; 
Its  alight  resistance  but  provokes  the  fire, 
Am  w<x)d-work  stops  the  flame,  and  then  conveys  it 
higher. 

The  husband  came ;  a  wife  by  guilt  made  bold 
Had,  meeting,  soothed  him,  as  in  days  of  old ; 
But  soon  this  fact  transpired ;  her  strong  distress. 
And  his  friend*s  absence,  left  hira  nought  to  guess. 

Still  cool,  though  grieved,  thus  prudence  bade 
him  write^ 
**  I  cannot  pardon,  and  I  will  not  fight ; 
Thou  art  too  poor  a  culprit  for  the  laws,       • 
And  I  too  faulty  to  support  my  cause : 
All  must  be  punish'd ;  I  must  sigh  alone. 
At  home  thy  victim  fer  her  guilt  atone ; 
And  thou,  unhappy !  virtuous  now  no  more, 
Must  loss  of  fiune,  peace,  purity  deplore ; 
Sinners  with  praise  will  pierce  thee  to  the  heart. 
And  saints  deriding,  tell  thee  what  thou  art** 

Such  was  his  fall;  and  Edward,  fivm  that  time. 
Felt  in  full  force  the  censure  and  the  crime — 
Despised,  ashamed ;  his  noble  views  befere. 
And  his  proud  thoughts,  degraded  him  the  more : 
Should  he  repent — would  that  conceal  his  shame  7 
Could  peace  be  his  7  It  perish'd  with  his  fame : 
Himself  he  BCom*d,  nor  could  his  crime  fergtve ; 
He  fear'd  to  die,  yet  felt  ashamed  to  live : 
Orieved,  but  not  contrite  was  his  heart ;  oppre0s*d, 
Not  broken ;  not  converted,  but  distressM ; 
He  wanted  will  to  bend  the  stubborn  knee. 
He  wanted  light  the  cause  of  ill  to  see. 
To  learn  how  frail  is  man,  how  humble  then  should 

be; 
^or  faith  he  had  not,  or  a  faith  too  weak 
To  gain  the  help  that  humbled  sinners  seek; 
Else  had  he  prayM— to  an  offended  God 
His  tears  had  flown  a  penitential  flood ; 
Though  far  astray,  he  woidd  have  heard  the  call 
Of  mercy— "Come !  return,  thou  prodigal ;" 
Then,  though  confused,  distressed,  ashamed,  afraid. 
Still  had  the  trembling  penitent  obeyM ; 
Though  fkith  had  fainted,  when  assailM  by  fear, 
Hope  to  the  soul  had  whisper'd,  **  Persevere  !*' 


Till  in  his  Father*s  house  an  humbled  guest, 
He  would  have  found  forgiveness,  comfert,  rest. 

But  all  this  joy  was  to  our  youth  denied 
By  his  fierce  passions  and  his  daring  pride ; 
Arid  sbarae  and  doubt  impell'd  him  m  a  coone. 
Once  so  abhorr'd,  with  unresisted  force. 
Proud  minds  and  guilty,  whom  their  crimes  op|Kreai^ 
Fly  to  new  crimes  for  comfert  and  redress ; 
So  found  our  fallen  youth  a  short  relief 
In  wine,  the  opiate  guilt  applies  to  grief^^- 
From  fleeting  mirth  that  o*er  the  bottle  lives. 
From  the  false  joy  its  inspiration  gives ; 
And  from  associates  pleased  to  find  a  friend. 
With  powers  to  lead  them,  gladden,  and  defend. 
In  all  those  scenes  where  transient  ease  is  feund. 
For  minds  whom  sins  oppress,  and  sorrows  wnmodm 

Wine  is  like  anger ;  fer  it  makes  us  strong. 
Blind  and  impatient,  and  it  leads  us  wrong ; 
The  strength  is  quickly  lost,  we  feel  the  error  long : 
Thus  led,  thus  strengthened  in  an  evil  cause, 
For  felly  pleading,  sought  the  youth  appUnae ; 
Sad  for  a  time,  then  eloquentljr  wild. 
He  gaily  spoke  as  his  companions  smiled ; 
Lightly  he  rose,  and  with  his  fermer  grace 
Proposed  some  doubt,  and  argued  on  the  case ; 
Fate  and  fere-knowledge  were  his  fevourite  theme*— 
How  vain  man*B  purpose,  how  absurd  his  schemes: 
**  Whatever  is,  was  ere  our  birth  decreed ; 
We  think  our  actions  from  ourselves  proceed. 
And  idly  we  lament  th'  inevitable  deed ;. 
It  seems  our  own,  but  there  *s  a  power  aboye 
Directs  the  motion,  nay,  that  makes  us  move  ; 
Nor  good  nor  evil  can  you  bein^  name, 
Who  are  but  rooks  and  castles  in  the  gune^ 
Superior  natures  with  their  puppets  play, 
Till,  bagg'd  or  buried,  all  are  swept  away.** 

Such  were  the  notions  of  a  mind  to  Ul 
Now  prone,  but  ardent,  and  determined  sUH : 
Of  loy  now  eager,  as  before  of  feme, 
And  screenM  by  felly  when  assailM  by  shaine» 
Deeply  he  sank ;  obeyM  each  passion's  call. 
And  used  his  reason  to  defend  them  alL 

Shall  I  proceed,  and  step  by  step  relate 
The  odious  progress  of  a  sinner*s  fete  7 
No— let  me  rather  hasten  to  the  time 
(Sure  to  arrive)  when  misery  waits  on  crime. 

With  virtue,  prudence  fled ;  what  Shore  posaessM 
Was  sold,  was  spent,  and  he  was  now  distreea'd : 
And  Want,  unwelcome  stranger,  pale  and  wan. 
Met  with  her  haggard  looks  the  hurried  man ; 
His  pride  felt  keenly  what  he  must  expect 
From  useless  pity  and  from  oold  neglect 

Struck  by  new  terrors,  from  his  friends  lie  fled. 
And  wept  his  Woes  upon  a  restless  bed ; 
Retiring  late,  at  early  hour  to  rise. 
With  shrunken  features,  and  with  bloodshot  eyes : 
If  sleep  one  moment  closed  the  dismal  view. 
Fancy  her  terrors  built  upon  the  true ; 
And  night  and  day  had  their  alternate  woes. 
That  bafiled  pleasure,  and  that  mock*d  repoae ; 
Till  to  despair  and  anguish  was  consign^ 
The  wreck  and  ruin  of  a  noble  mind. 

Now  seized  for  debt,  and  lodged  within  a  jai]« 
He  tried  his  friendships,  and  he  found  them  &il  s 
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TheD  frird  hw  spirits,  and  his  thoughts  were  all 

FixM  on  his  sins,  his  sufierinfs,  and  bis  fall : 

His  ruffled  mind  was  pictured  in  his  £ice, 

Once  the  fiiir  seat  -of  dignity  and  |rrace : 

Great  was  the  danger  of  a  man  so  prone 

To  think  of  madness,  and  to  think  alone ; 

Yet  pride  still  lived,  and  struggled  to  sustain 

The  drooping  spirit  and  the  roving  brain; 

But  this  too  faiPd  :  a  friend  his  freedom  gave, 

And  sent  him  help  the  threatening  world  to  brave ; 

Gave  solid  counsel  what  to  seek  or  flee, 

But  still  would  stranger  to  his  person  be : 

In  vain  I  the  truth  determined  to  explore, 

He  traced  the  friend  whom  he  had  wrongM  before. 

Hiis  was  too  much ;  both  aidedT  and  advised 
one  who  shunn'd  bim,  pitied,  and  despised : 
[e  bore  it  not :  *t  was  a  deciding  stroke, 
And  on  his  reason  like  a  torrent  broke : 
In  dreadfiil  stillness  he  appeared  awhile, 
With  vacant  horror  and  a  ghastly  smile ; 
Then  rose  at  once  into  the  frantic  rage. 
Hut  force  cantroUM  not,  nor  could  love  assuage. 

FViends  now  appeared,  but  in  the  man  was  seen 
Hie  angry  maniac,  with  vindictive  mien ; 
Too  late  their  pity  gave  to  care  and  skill 
The  hurried  mind  and  ever-wandering  will ; 
Umiotioed  passM  all  time,  and  not  a  ray 
Of  reason  broke  on  his  baiighted  way ; 
But  BOW.  he  spum'd  the  straw  in  pure  disdain, 
And  now  laughM  loudly  at  the  clinking  chain. 

Then  as  its  wrath  subsided,  b^  degrees 
The  mind  sank  skjwly  to  inftntme  ease ; 
To  playful  folly,  and  to  causeless  joy. 
Speech  vnthout  aim,  and  without  end,  employ ; 
He  drew  &ntastie  figures  on  the  wall. 
And  gave  some  wild  relation  of  them  all ; 
With  brutal  shape  he  joinM  the  human  face. 
And  idiot  smiles  approved  the  motley  race. 

Harmless  at  length  th*  unhappy  man  was  found, 
llie  spirit  settled,  but  the  reason  drownM ; 
And  an  the  dreadful  tempest  died  away. 
To  the  dull  stilness  of  the  misty  day. 

And  now  his  freedom  he  attained — if  free. 
The  kwt  to  reason,  truth,  and  hope,  can  be; 
Hii  friends,  or  wearied  with  the  charge,  or  sure 
The  harmless  wretch  was  now  beyond  a  cure, 
Gave  him  to  vrander  where  he  pleased,  and  find 
His  own  resources  fbr  the  eager  mind ; 
The  playful  children  of  the  pkco  he  meets, 
Playfiil  with  them  he  rambles  through  the  streets ; 
In  all  they  need,  his  stronger  arm  he  lends, 
And  his  lost  mind  to  these  approving  friends. 

That  gentle  maid,  whom  once  the  youth  had 

If  now  with  mild  religious  pi^  moved ; 
Kindly  she  chides  his  boyish  nights,  while  he   ~ 
Will  &r  a  moment  fiz*d  and  pensive  be ; 
And  as  she  trembling  speaks,  his  lively  eyes 
Bxpbre  her  looks,  he  listens  to  her  sighs ; 
Charm'd  by  her  voice,  th'  harmonious  sounds  invade 
Hm  clouded  mind,  and  for  a  time  persuade : 
Like  a  pleased  infant,  who  has  newly  caught    • 
From  the  matecnal  glance  a  gleam  of  thought ; 


He  stands  enrapt,  the  half-known  voioe  to  hear. 
And  starts,  hal^conscious,  at  the  falling  tear. 

Rarely  from  town,  nor  then  unwatch'd,  he  goe«i 
In  darker  mood,  as  if  to  hide  his  woes ; 
Returning  soon,  he  with  impatience  seeks 
His  youthful  friends,  and  shouts,  and  sings,  and 

speaks; 
Speaks  a  wild  speech  with  action  all  as  wild — 
The  children's  leader,  andiiimself  a  child ; 
He  spins  their  top,  or  at  their  bidding,  bends 
His  back,  while  o'er  it  leap  his  laughing  friends ; 
Simple  and  weak,  he  acts  the  boy  once  more. 
And  heedless  children  call  him  Silly  Shore. 


TALE  XII. 


^SaUIRE  THOMAS;  OR,  THE  PRECIPITATE 
CHOICE. 

Bach  •milins  loffOM  u  thent 
Liks  ratt.  ofl  bife  the  holy  cordi  in  twals. 
Too  inlrinticate  t'  unlootft— — 

X^MT,  act  i.  Kens  ^ 

Mr  other  lelf,  mj  eounwrt  eonwtorFt 

'  My  onde,  my  inrophet, ,, 

I  u  a  child  will  ro  by  thy  direetioii. 

Riekard  III,  act  ii.  Mens  9. 

If  1  do  not  have  pity  upon  her,  I  'm  a  viUain :  if  I  do  not  k>«« 
bar,  I  'm  a  Jew. 

Much  Ado  ttbomt  Abfiktii#.  act  ii.  eoene  3. 

Women  are  loft,  mild,  pitiable,  flexible ; 
Butlhon  art  obdurate,  flinty,  roa<h,  remoneloa. 

Hcnrp  VI,  part  3^  act  ii,  aceoe  I. 

He  mnache  toM  of  it.  and  he  ihall :  the  oflSee 
Beeomw  a  woman  beet ;  I  'il  lake  it  upon  me ; 
in  prove  honey-mouih'd.  let  my  tonfue  blieter. 

fVinUr'g  7\iU,  act  ii,  scene  ft. 

Diagniie— I  lee  thou  art  a  wickednen. 

Tvttlfth  J^iffkt^  act  ii,  ecene  S. 


*S(tuxac  Thomas  flatterM  long  a  wealthy  aunt. 
Who  left  him  all  that  she  could  give  or  grant : 
Ten  years  he  tried,  with  all  his  crafl  and  skill, 
To  fix  the  sovereign  lady*s  varying  will ; 
Ten  years  enduring  at  her  board  to  sit. 
He  meekly  listened  to  her  tales  and  wit ; 
He  took  the  meanest  office  man  can  take. 
And  his  aunt's  vices  for  her  money's  sake : 
By  many  a  threat'ning  bint  she  waked  his  fear. 
And  he  was  pain'd  to  see  a  rival  near; 
Yet  all  the  tatmts  of  her  contemptuous  pride 
He  bore,  nor  found  his  grov'ling  spirit  tried : 
Nay,  when  she  wish'd  his  parents  to  traduce. 
Fawning  he  smiled,  and  justice  call'd  th'  abuse ; 
**  They  taught  you  nothing ;  are  you  not,  at  best,**' 
Said  the  proud  dame,  **  a  trifler,  and  a  jest  7 
Confess  you  are  a  fool !" — he  bow'd,  and  he  con- 
fess'd.  •        , 

This  vex'd  him  much,  but  could  not  always  last . 
The  dame  is  buried,  and  the  trial  past 

There  was  a  female,  who  had  courted  long 
Her  cousin's  gills,  and  deeply  feJt  the  wrong ; 
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Bv  a  vain  boy  forbidden  to  attend 

The  private  oonneils  of  her  wealthy  friend. 

She  vow*d  levengc,  nor  ahould  that  crafty  boy 

In  triumph  undisturbM  his  spoils  enjoy ; 

He  hoard,  he  smiled,  and  when  the  will  was  read. 

Kindly  dismissed  the  kindred  of  the  dead ; 

**The  dear  deceased/*  he  callM  her,  and  the  crowd 

Moved  off  with  carses  deep  and  threat*ning8  loud. 

The  yoath  retired,  and,  with  a  mind  at  . 
Found  he  was  rich,  ind  fimcied  be  most  pl< 
He  mi^rht  have  pleased,  and  to  his  comfort  foood 
The  wife  h«  wish'd,  if  he  had  aouf  ht  annmd ; 
For^here  were  laseei  of  his  own  degree, 
With  no  more  hatred  to  the  state  than  he : 
Bat  he  had  eoorted  spleen  and  age  so  long. 
His  heart  refused  to  woo  the  fair  and  young ; 
So  long  attended  on  caprice  and  whim. 
He  thought  attention  now  was  due  to  him ; 
And  as  his  flattery  pleased  the  wealthy  diune. 
Heir  to  the  wealth  he  might  the  flattery  claim ; 
But  this  the  fair,  with  one  accord,  denied. 
Nor  waived  for  man's  caprice  the  sex's  pride : 
There  is  a  season  when  to  them  is  due 
Worship  and  awe,  and  they  will  claim  it  too : 
■*  Fathers,"  they  cry,  " long  hold  us  in  their  chain; 
Nay,  tyrant  brothers  claim  a  right  to  reign ; 
Uncles  and  gnardians  we  in  turn  obey, 
And  husbands  rule  with  ever-during  sway ; 
Short  is  the  time  when  lovers  at  the  feet 
Of  beauty  kneel,  and  own  the  slavery  sweet ; 
And  shall  we  this  our  triumph,  this  the  aim 
And  boast  of  female  power,  forbear  to  claim  1 
No !  we  demand  that  homage,  that  respect. 
Or  the  proud  rebel  punish  and  reject" 

Our  hero,  still  too  indolent,  too  nice 
To  pay  for  beauty  the  accustom'd  price, 
No  less  forbore  t'  address  the  humUef  maid. 
Who  might  have  yielded  with  the  price  unpaid ; 
But  lived,  himself  to  humour  and  to  please. 
To  count  bit  money,  and  enjoy  his  ease. 

It  pleased  a  neighbouring  'squire  to  recommend 
A  faithful  youth,  as  servant  to  his  friend ; 
Nay,  more  than  servant,  whom  he  praised  for  parts 
Ductile  yet  strong,  and  for  the  best  of  hearts ; 
One  who  might  ease  him  in  his  small  affairs. 
With  tenants,  tradesmen,  taxes,  and  repairs ; 
Answer  his  letters,  look  to  all  his  dues. 
And  entertain  him  with  discourse  and  news. 

The  *squire  believed,  and  found  the  trusted  youth 
A  very  pattehi  for  his  care  and  truth ; 
Not  for  his  virtues  to  be  praised  alone. 
But  for  a  modest  mien  and  humble  tone ; 
Assenting  Always,  but  as  if  he  meant 
Only  to  strength  of  reasons  to  assent  t 
For  was  he  stubborn,  and  retain'd  his  doubt. 
Till  the  mose  subtle  'squire  had  forced  it  out ; 
'"•  Nay,  still  was  right,  but  he  perceived  that  strong 
.And  powerfiil  minds  could  make  the  right  the 
wrong." 

When  the  'squire's  thoughts  on  some  fair  damsel 
dwelt, 
'The  faithfiil  friend  his  apprehensions  felt ; 
lit  would  rejoice  his  faithfbl  heart  to  find 
.A  lady  raited  to  his  master's  mind ; 


But  who  deserved  that  master  ?  who  would -prove 
That  hers  was  pure,  uninterested  love  ? 
Although  a  servant,  he  would  soom  to  tak« 
A  countess,  till  she  sufier'd  for  his  sake ; 
Som^  tender  sfMrit,  humble,  faithful,!  true. 
Such,  my  dear  Ihaster !  must  be  sou^rht  for  yov* 

Six  months  had  passed,  ahd  not  a  lady  i 
With  just  this  love,  'twixt  fifty  and  fifleen ; 
All  seem'd  his  doctrine  or  his  pride  to  shun. 
All  would  be  woq'd,  before  they  would  be  won ; 
When  the  chance  naming  of  a  race  and  fair, 
Our  'squire  disposed  to  take  his  pleasure  there : 
The  friend  profess'd,  **  although  he  first  began 
To  hint  the  thin^  it  seem'd  a  thoughtless  plan : 
The  roads,  he  fbar'd,  were  foul,  the  days  were  ehort, 
The  village  &r,  and  yet  there  might  be  sport** 

**  What !  you  of  roads  and  starless  nights  afraid  T 
Tou  think  to  govern !  you  to  be  obOTM  !'* 
Smiling  he  spoke,  the  humble  friend  declared 
Hb  soul's  obedience,  and  to  go  prepared. 

The  place  was  distant,  but  with  great  delichi 
They  saw  a  race,  and  hail'd  the  glorious  si^^nt: 
The  *squiie  exulted,  and  declared  the  ride 
Had  amply  paid,  and  be  was  satisfied. 
They  gaxed,  they  feasted,  and,  in  happy  mood. 
Homeward  retum'd,  and  hastening  as  they  rode ; 
For  short  the  day,  and  sudden  was  the  change 
From  light  to  darkness,  and  the  wajr  was  strange ; 
Our  hero  soon  grew  peevish,  then  distressed ; 
He  dfeaded  darkneas,  and  he  sigh'd  for  rest: 
Groing,  they  pass'd  a  village;  but,  alas! 
Returninpp  saw  no  village  to  repass; 
The  'squire  remember'd  too  a  noble  ball. 
Large  as  a  church,  and  whiter  than  its  wall : 
This  he  had  noticed  as  they  rode  along. 
And  justly  reason'd  that  their  road  was  WTaD|r. 
George,  full  of  awe,  was  modest  in  reply^ 
**  The  fiiult  was  his,  t  was  folly  to  deny ; 
And  of  his  master's  safety  were  he  sure. 
There  was  no  grievance  he  would  not  endure.'* 
This  made  his  peace  with  the  relenting  'aqoif*, 
Whose  thoughte  yet  dwelt  <m  supper  and  a  fire ; 
When,  as  they  a  reaohM  a  long  and  pleasant  green. 
Dwellings  of  men,  and  next  a  man,  were  f 


a^.vwsAa«4^B  VA.  ■<•«'*',  «««■«»  at%^^*  «k   ■■■n.i,    .t«j«w   wv^.*— 

**  My  friend,"  said  George,  **  to  travellen  astray 
Point  out  an  inn,  and  gui&  us  on  the  way." 

The  man  lookM  up;  ** Surprising;'!  can  it  be 
My  master's  son  7  as  I  'm  alive,  H  is  he." 

*«How!  Robin,"  George  replied,  *«and  are  «• 
near   ■ 
My  father's  house  7  how  strangely  thhige  appear  !~- 
Dear  sir,  though  wanderers,  we  at  last  are  right  c 
Let  us  proceed,  and  glad  my  father's  sight ; 
We  shall  at  least  be  fairly  lodged  and  fed, 
I  can  ensure  a  supper  and  a  bed ; 
Let  us  this  night,  as  one  of  pleasure  date, 
And  of  surprise :  it  is  an  act  of  fate." 
"  Go  on,"  the  'squire  in  happy  temper  cried ; 
^  I  like  such  blunder  I  I  approve  such  guide." 

They  ride,  they  halt,  the  larmer  comes  in  haste. 
Then  tells  his  wife  how  much  their  house  is  graced  ; 
They  bless  the  chance,  they  praise  the  ludcy  son. 
That  caused  the  errOr— Nay !  it  was  not  one ; 
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But  their  good  fbrtime — Cheerful  grew  the  ^squire, ' 
Who  found  dependants,  flattery^  wine,  and  fire ;      I 
He  heard  the  jack  turn  round ;  the  busy  dame 
'  Produced  her  damask ;  and  with  supper  eamc 
The  daughter,  dreaa'd  with  care,  and    full   of 
maickn-ahanle. 

8ori»iaed,  our  hero  aaw  the  urand  dreaa, 
And  strove  his  admiration  to  express ; 
Nay  I  feh  it  too^fbr  Harriet  was,  in  truth, 
A  tall  Air  beauty  in  the  bloom  of  youth ; 
And  from  the  pleaaore  and  surprise,  a  grace 
AdomM  the  blooming  damsePs  form  and  face ; 
Then  too,  such  high  respect  and  duty  paid 
By  all— euch  silent  reverence  in  the  maid ; 
VentVing  with  caution,  yet  with  haste,  a  glance ; 
Loth  to  retire,  yet  trembling  to  advance, 
AppearM  ihe  nymph,  and  in  her  gentle  guest 
S&rr'd  soft  emotions  till  the  hour  of  rest : 
Sweet  wfts  his  sleep,  and  in  the  noom  again 
He  felt  1  mixture  of  delight  and  pain  : 
"How  &ir,  how  gentle,**  said  the  *squire,  *'how 

meek. 
And  yet  Ixiw  spfiffhtly,  when  disposed  to  speak ! 
Natore  has  UessM  her  form,  and  Heaven  her  mind. 
But  in  her  fiivours  Fortune  is  unkind ; 
Poor  is  the  maid — ^nay,  poor  she  cannot'  prove 
Who  is  enrichM  with  beauty,  worth,  and  love.** 

The  'squire  arose,  with  no  precise  intent 
To  go  or  stay — uneertain  what  he  meant : 
He  rooived  to  part — they  begg*d  him  first  to  dine ; 
And  who  oonld  then  escape  nom  love  and  wine  T 
As  came  the  night,  more  charming  grew  the  fair. 
And  seem*d  to  watch  him  with  a  two-fold  care ; 
On  the  tiiird  mom,  resolving  not  to  stay 
llioagh  urged  by  love,  he  &vely  rode  away. 

Arrived  al  home,  three  pensive  days  he  gave 
To  feelings  fond  and  meditations  grave  ; 
Lorely  m  was,  and,  if  he  did  not  err. 
As  fond  of  him  as  his  fond  heart  of  her; 
BliU  he  delay'd,  unable  to  decide 
Which  was  the  master-passion,  love  or  pride : 
He  sonoetimes  wonder'd  how  his  fi'iend  could  make, 
And  then  exulted  in,  the  night's  mistake ; 
HkI  she  bat  fortnne,  •"doubtless  then,**  he  eried, 
"Some  happier  man  had  won  the  wealthy  bride.'* 

WhQs  thus  he  hong  in  balance,  now  inclined 
To  change  his  state,  and  then  to  change  his  mind — 
lliat  careless  George  dropp'd  idly  on  the  ground 
A  letter,  whidi  his  crafty  master  found ; 
The  stupid  youth  confess'd  his  fault,  and  pray*d 
Hie  generoos  *sqnire  to  spare  a  gentle  mdd ; 
Of  whom  her  tender  mother,  full  of  fears. 
Had  written  much — **  She  caught  her  oft  in  tears, 
For  ever  thinking  on  a  youth  above 
Her  hamUe  fortune— still  she  own*d  not  love ; 
Nor  can  define,  dear  girl !  the  ohcrish'd  pain, 
Btat  would  rejoice  to  see  the  cause  again : 
Thai  neighbouring  youth,  whom  she  endured  before^ 
She  now  rejects,  and  will  behold  no  more : 
Raised  by  her  passion,  she  no  longer  stoops 
To  her  own  equals,  but  she  pines  and  droops, 
like  to  a  lily,  on  whose  sweets  the  sun 
Has  withering  gazed— »she  saw  and  was  undone 
16»  Y 


His  wealth  allured  her  not — ^nor  was  she  moved 
By  hie  superior  state,  himself  she  loved ; 
So  mild,  so  good,  so  gracious,  so  genteel — 
But  spare  your  sister,  and  her  love  conceal ; 
We  must  the  fault  forgive,  since  she  the  pain  must 

feel.** 
"  ^ault  !**  said  the  *squiie,  **  there  %  coarseness  in 

the  mind 
That  thus  conceives  of  feelings  so  refined ; 
Here  end  my  doubts,  nor  blame  yourself,  my  friend,  - 
Fate  nuule  you  careless^— here  my  doubts  have  end.*' 

The  way  is  plain  before  us — ^there  is  now 
The  lover's  visit  first,  and  then  the  vow 
Mutual  and  fond,  the  marriage.rite,  the  bride 
Brought  to  her  home  with  all  a  husband's  pride ; 
The  squire  receives  the  prize  his  merits  won, 
And  the  glad  parents  leave  the  patran-son. 

But  in  short  time  he  saw  with  much  surprise. 
First  gloom,  then  grief^  and  then  resentment  rise. 
From  proud,  commanding  fit>wn8,  and  anger-dart- 
ing eyes : 
**  Is  there  in  Harriets  humble  mind  this  file. 
This  fierce  impatience  ?"  ask*d  the  puzzled  'squire : 
**  Has  marriage  changed  her  T  or  the  mask  she  wore 
Hmm  she  thrown  by,  and  is  herself  once  more  ?** 

Hour  afler  hour,  when  clouds  on  ck>uds^ppear. 
Dark  and  more  dark,  we  know  the  tempest  near ; 
And  thus  the  frowning  brow,  the  restless  form, 
And  threaVning  glance,  forerun  domestic  storm : 
So  read  the  husband,  and,  with  troubled  mind, 
ReveaI'd  his  fears — ^  My  love,  I  hope  you  find 
All  here  is  pleasant — ^but  I  must  confess 
You  seem  offended,  or  in  some  distress ; 
Explain  the  grief  you  feel,  and  leave  me  to  redress.'* 

Leave  it  to  you  ?**  replied  the  nymph — **  indeed  I 
What — ^to  the  cause  firom  whence  the  ills  proceed  T 
Good  Heaven !  to  take  me  from  a  place,  where  I 
Had  every  comfort  underneath  the  sky ; 
And  then  immure  me  in  a  gloomy  place. 
With  the  grim  monsters  of  jour  ugly  raoe. 
That  from  their  canvas  "fetanng,  make  me  dread 
Through  the  dark  chambers  where  they  hang  to 

tread! 
No  friend  nor  neighbour  comes  to  give  that  joy. 
Which  all  things  here  must  banish  or  destroy : 
Where  is  the  promised  coach  ?  the  pleasant  ride  T 
Oh !  what  a  fortune  has  a  farmer's  bride ! 
Your  scx'did  pride  has  placed  me  just  above 
Your  hired  domestics — and  what  pays  me?  love ! 
A  selfish  fondness  I  endure  each  hour. 
And  share  unwitness*d  pomp,  unenvied  power; 
I  hear  your  folly,  smile  at  your  parade, 
And  see  your  favourite  dishes  duly  made ; 
Then  am  I  richly  dress'd  for  you  t*  admire. 
Such  is  my  duty  and  my  lord's  desire ; 
Is  this  a  life  for  youth,  for  health,  for  joy  ? 
Are  these  my  duties — this  my  base  emfSoy  7 
No !  to  my  father's  house  will  I  repair. 
And  make  your  idle  wealth  support,  me  there ; 
Was  it  your  wish  to  have  an  humble  bride 
For  bondage  thankful  ?  Curse  upon  your  pride ! 
Was  it  a  dave  you  wanted  7    You  shall  see. 
That  if  not  happy^  I  at  least  am  five ; 
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Well,  ur,  your  answer  :*'-^iIent  stood  the  'squire^ 

As  koks  a  miser  at  his  hoase  on  fire ; 

Where  all  he  deems  is  vanishM  in  that  flame, 

Swept  from  the  earth  his  substance  and  his  name ; 

So,  lost  to  every  promised  joj  of  life, 

Our  *squire  stood  gaping  at  his  angry  wife ; — 

His  fate,  his  ruin,  where  he  saw  it  vain 

I'o  hope  for  peace,  pray,  threaten,  or  complain ; 

And  tlius,  betwixt  his  wonder  at  the  ill 

And  his  despair — ^there  stood  he  gaping  still. 

^  Your  answer,  sir — shall  I  depart  a  spot 
I  thus  detest  ?"— "  Oh,  miserable  lot !" 
EzclaimM  the  man.    "  Go,  serpent !  nor  remain 
To  sharpen  wo  by  insult  and  disdain : 
A  nest  of  harpies  was  I  doomM  to  meet; 
What  plots,  what  combinations  of  deceit  I 
I  see  it  now — all  planned,  designed,  contriTed ; 
Served  by  that  villain — by  this  fury  wived — 
What  fate  is  mine !  What  wisdom,  virtue,  truth 
Can  stand,  if  demons  set  their  traps  for  youth  ? 
He  lose  his  way !  .vile  dog !  he  cannot  lose 
The  way  a  villain  through  his  life  pursues ; 
And  thou,  deceiver !  thou  afraid  to  move. 
And  hiding  close  the  serpent  in  the  dove ! 
I  saw— -but,  fated  to  endure  disgrace — 
Unheeding  saw,  the  fury  in  th^  face ; 
And  called  it  spirit — Oh !  I  migiit  have  found 
Fraud  ami  imposture— -all  the  kindred  round ! 
A  nest  or  vipers" — 

—*«  Sir,  I 'II  not  admit 
These  wild  effusions  of  your  angry  wit : 
Have  you  thfit  value,  that  we  all  should  use 
Such  mighty  arts  for  such  important  views  7 
Are  you  such  prize — and  is  my  state  so  fair 
That  they  should  sell  their  souls  to  get  me  there ! 
Think  you  that  we  alone  our  thoughts  disguise  7 
When  m  pursuit  of  some  contend^  prize. 
Mask  we  alone  the  heart,  and  soothe  whom  we 

despise! 
Speak  you  of  crafl  and  subtle  schemes,  who  know 
That  all  your  wealth  you  to  deception  owe ; 
Who  play*d  for  ten  dull  years  a  scoundrel-part| 
To  worm  yourself  into  a  widow*s  heart  7  . 
Now,  when  you  guarded,  with  superior  skill. 
That  lady's  closet,  and  preserved  her  will, 
BHnd  in  your  craft,  you  saw  not  one  of  tho0e 
Opposed  by  you  mi^ht  you  in  turn  oppose ; 
Or  wateh  your  motions,  and  by  art  obtain 
Share  of  that  wealth  you  gave  your  peace  to  gain  7 
Did  conscience  never'* — 


— "^  Cease,  Tormentor, 
Or  reach  me  poison ^let  me  rest  in  peace !" 

**  Agreed — ^but  Bear  me — let  the  truth  appear ;" 
•*  Then  state  your  purpose — I  '11  be  calm  and  hear." 
•*  Know  then,  this  wealth,  sole  object  of  your  care, 
I  had  some  right,  without  your  hand,  to  share ; 
My  mother^B  claim  was  Just — but  soon  she  saw 
Your  power,  compell'd,  msulted,  to  withdraw : 
•T  was  then  my  father,  in  his  anger,  swore 
You  should  diifide  the  fortune,  or  restore ; 
Long  we  debated — and  you  find  me  now 
Heroic  victim  to  a  fiither's  vow ; 
Like  Jephtha's  daughter,  but  in  different  state, 
And  both  decreed  to  moom  our  early  fiite ; 


Hence  was  my  brother  servant  to  your  pride. 
Vengeance  made  him  your  slave — and  me  your 

bride: 
Now  all  is  known — a  dreadful  price  I  pay 
For  our  revenge — but  still  we  have  our  day ; 
All  that  you  love  you  must  with  others  share. 
Or  all  you  dread  from  their  resentment  dare  ! 
Yet  terms  I  offer — let  contention  cease : 
Divide  the  spoil,  and  let  us  part  in  peace.*' 

Our  hero  trembling  heard — ^he  sat — he  rose— 
Nor  could  his  motions  nor  his  mind  compose ; 
He  paced  the  room — and,  stalking  to  her  side. 
Grazed  on  the  face  of  his  undaunted  bride ; 
And  nothing  there  but  scorn  and  calm  aversion  spied. 
He  would  have  vengeance,  yet  he  fear'd  the  law  : 
Her  friends  would  threaten,  and  their  power  he  saw; 
••  Then  let  her  go  :*' — but  oh  !  a  mighty  sum 
Would  that  demand,  since  he  had  let  luer  come  ; 
Nor  from  his  sorrows  could  he  find  redress, 
Save  that  which  led  him  to  a  like  distress, 
And  all  his  ease  was  in  his  wife  to  see 
A  wretch  as  anxious  and  distress'd  as  he : 
Her  strongest  wish,  the  fortune  to  divide 
And  part  m  peace,  his  avarice  denied ; 
And  thus  it  happened,  as  in  all  deceit, 
The  cheater  found  the  evil  of  the  cheat; 
The  husband  grieved^nor  was  the  wife  at  rest ; 
Him  she  could  vex,  and  he  could  her  molest ; 
She  could  his  passions  into  frenzy  raise. 
But  when  the  fire  was  kindled,  fear'd  the  blaze : 
As  much  they  studied,  so  in  time  they  found 
The  easiest  way  to  give  the  deepest  wound ; 
But  then,  like  fencers,  they  were  equal  still. 
Both  lost  in  danger  what  they  gain'd  in  skill ; 
ESach  heart  a  keener  kind  of  rancour  gain'd. 
And  paining  more,  was  more  severely  pain'd ; 
And  thus  by  both  were  equal  vengeance  dealt, 
And  both  the  anguish  they  inflicted  felt 


TALE  XIII. 


JESSE  AND  COLIN. 
Thm  dM  plot!,  tlMD  aha  romioatas.  Urn  Ae  ivrkm ;  aad 
wbiu  tbejr  tbiak  in  their  hewti  Uwy  mar  eflbel,  Umj  win  braak 
their  hsarta  but  they  will  efiect. 

Menv  Wwuvf  irmdMr.  tctii.ieSMt. 

She  hath  ipoken  that  aha  abouM  not,  I  am  mre  of  that ; 
Haavan  hoowa  what  aha  hath  knows. 

JVoc^cO.  act  T,  aoBM  L 
Oar  houaa  ii  hell,  and  thoa  a  macry  devil 

MtTtknt  9f  Fmie$,  adii.  aoeas  1. 

And  yet,  for  aught  I  aee,  they  are  aa  mck  that  nirieit  of  lp« 
much,  aa  they  that  atarvewith  nothinf ;  itil  no  mean  happi. 
oeM,  therefore,  to  be  aaated  in  the  mean. 

JUerekamt  rf"  Femieet  act  i,  aoeiM  8. 


A  vicAr  died,  and  lefl  his  daughter  poor — 

It  hurt  her  not,  she  was  not  rich  before : 

Her  humble  share  of  worldly  goods  she  sold. 

Paid  every  debt,  and  then  her  fortune  told ; 

And  found,  with  youth  and  beauty,  hope  and  heaHht 

Two  hundred  guineas  was  her  worldly  wealth ; 
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It  then  lemainM  to  choose  her  path  in  life, 
And  first,  said  Jesse,  «« Shall  I  be  a  wjfeT— 
Colin  is  mild  and  civil,  kind  and  just,' 
1  know  his  love,  his  temper  I  can  trust ; 
Bat  small  his  Ann,  it  asks  perpetual  care. 
And  we  must  toil  as  well  as  trouble  share : 
True,  he  was  taught  in  all  the  gentle  arts 
lliat  raise  the  soul,  and  soften  human  hearts ; 
And  boasts  a  parent,  who  deserves  to  shine 
In  higher  class,  and  I  could  wish  her  mine ; 
Nor  wants  he  will  his  station  to  improve, 
A  inst  ambition  waked  by  faithful  love ; — 
Still  is  he  poor — and  here  mv  father^s  friend 
Deigns  for  his  daughter,  as  her  own,  to  send ; 
A  worthy  lady,  who  it  seems  has  known 
A  world  of  jn-iefi  and  troubles  of  her  own : 
I  was  an  inrant,  when  she  came,  a  guest 
Beneath  my  father's  humble  roof  to  rest ; 
Her  kindred  all  unfeeling,  vast  her  woes. 
Such  her  complaint,  and  there  she  found  repose ; 
Enrich'd  by  fortune,  now  she  nobly  lives. 
And  noblv,  from  the  blest  abundance,  gives ; 
The  gnei  the  want  of  human  life,  she  knows*    . 
And  comfort  there  and  here  relief  bestows ; 
Bat  are  they  not  dependants  7 — FooUsh  pride ! 
Am  I  not  lionourM  by  such  friend  and  guide  7 
Have  I  a  home,'*  (here  Jesse  dropp'd  a  tear), 
*Or  friend  beside  7"->-A  fiiithful  friend  was  near. 

Now  Colin  came,  at  length  resolved  to  lay 
His  heart  before  her  and  to  ur^e  her  stiy ; 
True,  his  own  plough  the  gcnUe  Colin  drove, 
An  humble  &rmer  with  aspiring  love ; 
Who,  urged  by  passion,  never  dared  till  now, 
Thus  urged  by  fears,  his  trembling  hopes  avow : 
Her  Other's  glebe  he  managed ;  every  year 
The  grateful  vicar  held  the  youth  more  dear ; 
He  saw  indeed  the  prize  in  Colin's  view. 
And  wish'd  his  Jesse  with  a  man  so  true ; 
Timid  as  true,  he  urged  with  anxious  air 
His  tender  hope,  and  made  the  trembling  prayer ; 
When  Jesse  saw,  nor  could  with  coldness  see. 
Such  fond  respect,  such  tried  sinceriw : 
Gratefhl  for  favours  to  her  father  dealt. 
She  more  than  jrrateflil  for  his  passion  felt; 
Nor  could  she  frown  on  one  so  good  and  kind, 
Tet  lear'd  to  smile,  and  was  unfix'd  in  mind  ;  > 
But  prudence  placed  the  female  friend  in  view— 
What  might  not  one  so  rich  and  grateful  do  7 
So  lately,  too,  the  good  old  vicar  died. 
His  &ithibl  daughter  must  not  cast  aside 
The  nra»  of  filuJ  grie^  and  be  a  ready  bride : 
Thus,  led  by  prudence,  to  the  lady's  seat 
Hie  viDage-beaoty  purposed  to  retreat ; 
Bat,  as  m  hard-fou^ht  fields  the  victor  knows 
What  tAtbe  vanqmdi'd  he  in  honour  owes, 
So  in  t^is  conquest  over  powerful  love, 
Pmdenoe  resolved  a  generous'  ft>e  to  prove ; 
And  Jesse  felt  a  mingled  fear  and  pain 
.  In  her  dismission  of  a  &ithful  swain. 
Gave  her  kind  thanks,  and  when  she  saw  his  wo, 
Kindly  betray'd  that  she  was  loth  to  go ; 
*Bat  would  she  promise,  if  abroad  she  met 
A  fivwning  world,  she  would  remember  yet 
Where  dwelt  a  firiend?"— "That  could  she  not 

forget." 
And  thus  they  parted ;  but  each  faithful  heart 
Felt  the  compolsioa  and  refused  to  part 


Now  by  the  morning  m^  the  timid  maid 
Was  to  that  kind  and  wealthy  dame  convey'd ; 
Whose  invitation,  when  her  rather  died, 
Jesse  as  comfort  to  her  heart  applied ; 
She  knew  the  days  her  generous  friend  had  i 
As  wifo  and  widow,  evO  days  had  been ; 
She  married  early,  and  for  half  her  life 
Was  an  insulted  and  forsaken  wife ; 
Widow'd  and  poor,  her  angry  father  gave, 
Miz'd  with  reproach,  the  pittance  of  a  slave ; 
Forgetful  brothers  pass'd  her,  but  she  knew 
Her  humbler  friends,  and  to  their  home  withdrew  * 
The  good  old  ricar  to  her  sire  applied 
For  help,  and  help'd  her  when  her  sire  denied ; 
When  in  fow  years  death  stalk'd  through  bower 

and  ball. 
Sires,  sons,  and  sons  of  sons,  were  buried  all : 
She  then  abounded,  and  had  wealth  to  spare 
For  softening  grief  she  once  was  doom'd  to  share ; 
Thus  train'd  in  misery's  school,  and  taught  to  feel, 
She  would  rejoice  an  orphan's  woes  to  heal : 
So  Jesse  thought,  who  looked  within  her  breast. 
And  thence  conceived  how  bounteoqs  minds  art 
•d. 


From  her  vast  mansion  look'd  the  lady  down 
On  humbler  buildings  of  a  busy  town ; 
Thence  came  her  friends  of  either  sex,  and  all 
With  whom  she  lived  on  terms  reciprocal : 
They  pass'd  the  hours  with  their  accustom'd  i 
As  guests  inclined,  but  not  compeU'd  to  please ; 
But  there  were  others  in  the  mansion  found, 
For  office  chosen,  and  bv  duties  bound ; 
Three  fomale  rivals,  eacn  of  power  possessed, 
Th'  attendant-maid,  poor  friend,  and  kindred-guest 

To  these  came  Jesse,  as  a  seaman  thrown 
By  the  rude  storm  upon  a  coast  unknown : 
The  view  was  flattering,  civil  seem'd  the  race. 
But  all  unknown  the  dangers  of  the  place. 

Few  hours  had  pass'd,  when,  fixMU  attendants 
fifeed. 
The  lady  utter'd— *«  This  is  kind  indeed  : 
Believe  me,  love !  that  I  for  one  like  you 
Have  daily  pray'd,  a  friend  discreet  and  trpa ; 
Oh !  wonder  not  that  I  on  you  depend. 
You  are  mme  own  hereditary  friend : 
Hearken,  my  Jesse,  never*  can  I  trust 
Beings  ungrateful,  selfish,  and  unjust ; 
But  you  are  present  and  my  load  of  care 
Your  love  wUl  serve  to  lighten  and  to  share : 
Come  near  me,  Jesse — let  not  those  below 
Of  my  reliance  on  your  friendship  know ; 
Look  as  they  look,  be  in  their  fieedoms  fi'oe^- 
But  all  they  s&y  do  you  convey  to  me." 

Here  Jesse's  thoughts  to  Colin's  cottage  flow, 
And  with  such  speed  she  scarce  their  absence  knew. 

**  Jane  loves  her  mistress,  and  should  she  depart 
I  lose  her  service,  and  she  breaks  her  heart ; 
My  ways  and  wishes,  looks  and  thoughts  she  knows. 
And  duteous  care  by  close  attention  shows : 
But  is  she  faithful  7  in  temptation  strong  7 
Will  she  not  wrong  me  7  ah  !  I  fear  the  wrong : 
Your  father  loved  me ;  now,  in  time  of  need. 
Watch  for  my  good,  and  to  his  place  succeed. 

**  Blood  doesn't  bind— that  firl,  who  every  day 
Eats  of  my  bread,  would  vrvm  my  lifo  away ; 
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I  am  her  dear  relatien,  and  she  thinks 
To  make  her  fortune,  an  ambitious  minx ! 
She  only  courts  me  for  the  prospectus  sake, 
Because  she  knows  I  have  a  will  to  make ; 
Yes,  love !  my  will  delay'd,  I  know  not  how— - 
But  you  are  here,  and  I  will  make  it  now. 

"  That  idle  creature,  keep  her  in  your  view, 
See  what  she  does,  what  she  desires  to  do ; 
On  her  youBflf  mind  m^  artful  villains  prey. 
And  to  my  pTatd  and  jewels  find  a  way ; 
A  pleasant  humour  has  the  girl :  her  smile 
And  cheerful  manner  tedious  hours  beguile : 
But  well  observe  her,  ever  near  her  be, 
Close  in  your  thoughts,  in  your  professions  free. 

**  Again,  my  Jesse,  hear  what  I  advise^ 
And  watch  a  woman  ever  in  disguise ; 
Issop,  that  widow,  serious,  subtle,  sly—- 
But  what  of  this — I  most  have  company : 
She  markets  for  me,  and  although  she  makat 
Profit,  no  doubt,  of  all  she  undertakes. 
Yet  she  is  one  I  can  to  all  produce. 
And  all  her  talents  are  in  daily  use ; 
Deprived  of  her,  I  may  another  find 
As  sly  and  selfish,  with  a  weaker  mind : 
But  never  trust  her,  she  is  fujl  of  art. 
And  worms  herself  into  the  closest  heart ; 
Seem  then,  I  pray  you,  careless  in  her  sight, 
Nor  let  her  know,  my  love,  how  we  unite. 

**  Do^  my  good  Jesse,  cast  a  view  around, 
And  let  no  wrong  within  my  house  be  found ; 

That  girl  associates  with 1  know  not  who 

Are  her  companions,  nor  what  ill  they  do ; 
*T  is  then  the  widow  plans,  *t  b  then  she  tries 
Her  various  arts  and  schemes  for  firesh  supples; 
*T  is  then,  if  ever,  Jane  her  duty  quits, 
And,  whom  I  know  not,  fitvours  and  admits : 
Oh !  watch  their  movements  all ;  for  me  *t  is  hard. 
Indeed  is  vain,  but  you  may  keep  a  guard  ; 
And  I,  when  none  vour  watchfiil  glance  deceive. 
May  make  my  will,  and  think  what  I  shall  leave.** 

Jesse,  with  fear,  disgust,  alarm,  surprise. 
Heard  of  these  duties  for  her  ears  and  eyes ;  , 
Heard  by  what  service  she  must  gain  her  bread,. 
And  went  with  soom  and  sorrow  to  her  bed. 

Jane  wu  a  servant  fitted  for  her  place, 
Eiperieaoed,  conning,  ftaodfbl,  seliirii,  base ; 
8kill*d  in  those  mean  humiliating  arts 
That  make  their  way  to  proud  and  selfish  hearts  ; 
By  instinct  tauj^t,  she  felt  an  awe,  a  fear. 
For  Jesse*s  upright,  shuple  character ; 
Whom  with  gross  flattery  she  awhile  assail'd. 
And  than  beheld  with  hatred  when  it  fiul*d ; 
Yet  trviog  still  upon  her  mind  for  hold, 
She  all  the  secrets  of  the  mansion  told ; 
And  to  invite  an  equal  trust,  she  drew 
Of  every  mind  a  bold  and  rapid  view ; 
But  on  t&c  widow*d  firiend  with  deep  disdain. 
And  rancorous  envy,  dwelt  the  treacherous  Jane : — 
In  vain  such  arts;  without  deceit  or  pride. 
With  a  iuat  taste  and  feeling  for  her  guide, 
From  all  contagion  Jesse  kept  apart. 
Free  in  her  manners,  gnarded  in  her  heart 


Jesse  one  mom  was  thoughtful,  and  her  sigh 
The  widow  heard  as  she  was  passing  by ; 
And— "Well!"  she  said,  "is  that  some  difltuit 

swain. 

Or  aught  with  us,  that  gives  yoor  bosom  pain  7     - 
Come,  we  are  fellow<«u&rers,  slaves  in  thrall. 
And  tasks  and  griefe  are  common  to  us  all ; 
Think  not  my  fhmkness  strange :  they  love  to  paint 
Their  state  with  freedom,  who  endure  restraint ; 
And  there  is  something  in  that  speaking  eye 
And  sober  mien,  that  prove  I  may  rely : 
You  came  a  stranger ;  to  my  words  attend. 
Accept  my  ofier,  and  you  find  a  friend ; 
It  is  a  labyrinth  in  which  you  stray. 
Come,  hold  my  due,  and  I  will  lead  the  way. 

"  Good  Heav*n !  that  one  so  jealous,  envious,  hose. 
Should  be  the  mistress  of  so  sweet  a  place ; 
She,  who  so  long  herself  was  low  and  poor. 
Now  broods  suspicions  on  her  useless  ttore ; 
She  loves  to  see  us  abject,  loves  to  deal 
Her  insult  round,  and  then  pretends  to  feel : 
Prepare  to  cast  all  dignity  aside. 
For  know  your  talents  wul  be  quickly  tried ; 
Nor  think,  from  fevours  past,  a  friend  to  gain, 
*Tis  but  by  duties  we  our  posts  maintain  : 
I  sead  her  novels,  gossip  through  the  town. 
And  daily  go,  for  idle  stories.  Sown ; 
I  cheapen  all  she  buys,  and  bear  the  curse 
Of  honest  tradesmen  for  my  niggard  purse ; 
And,  when  fer  her  this  meanness  I  display. 
She  cries,-"  I  heed  not  what  I  throw  away;* 
Of  secret  bargains  I  endure  the  shame. 
And  stake  my  credit  fer  oor  fish  and  game; 
Ofl  has  she  smiled  to  hear  '  her  generous  soul 
Would  gladly  give,  but  stoops  to  my  control  f 
Nay !  I  have  heard  ber,  when  she  chanced  to  ooBM 
Where  I  contended  for  a  petty  sum. 
Affirm  *t  was  painful  to  behold  such  care, 
"  But  Issop's  natore  is  to  pinch  and  spare  f* 
Thus  all  the  meanness  o£  the  house  is  mine^ 
And  my  reward— to  scorn  her,  and  to  dine. 

**  See  next  that  giddy  thing,  with  neither  prido 
To  keep  her  safe,  nor  princi^  to  guide : 
Poor,  idle,  simple  flirt !  as  sure  as  fete 
Her  maiden-fkme  will  have  an  earlv  date: 
Of  her  beware;  for  all  who  live  below 
Have  feolts  they  wish  not  all  the  world  to  know: 
And  she  is  fbnd  of  listening,  full  of  doubt. 
And  stoops  to  guilt  to  find  an  error  out 

"  And  now  once  more  observe  ik»  artffalmaid, 
A  lying,  prying,  jUting,  thievish  jade ; 
I  think,  my  love,  you  will  not  condescend 
To  call  a  low,  illiterate  girl  yoor  friend :    ^ 
But  in  our  troubles  we  are  apt,  yon  know,lL 
To  lean  on  all  who  some  compassion  show  ^ 
And  she  has  flexile  features,  acting  eves, 
And  seems  with  every  look  to  sympathise  t 
No  mirror  can  a  moiial*s  grief  express 
With  mora  preciuon,  or  can  feel  it  less ; 
That  proud,  mean  spirit,  she  by  fewning  ooaftii 
By  vulgar  flattery,  and  by  vile  reportft; 
And,  by  that  proof  she  every  instant  gives 
To  one  so  mean,  that  yet  a  meaner  lives^F— 

"Come,  I  have  drawn  the  curtain,  and  yon  aeo 
Your  feUow^actors,  all  yoor  company , 
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fiboold  you  incfine  to  throw  resenre  aside,    • 
And  in  my  j  advent  and  my  love  confide, 
I  could  tome  prospects  open  to  yoar  view, 
Thatasls  attention-^and  till  then,  adieu.*' 

**  Farewell  !**  said  Jesse,  hastening  to  her  room. 
Where  all  ahe  saw  witMn,  withont,  was  gloom : 
Confused,  perplexed,  she  possM  a  dreary  hour, 
Before  her  reason  could  exert  its  power ; 
To  her  all  aeem*d  myst^oos,  all  allied 
To  avarice,  m^nness,  folly,  crafl,  and  pride ; 
Wearied  with  thought,  she  breathed  the  garden**  air, 
Then  came  the  laughing  lass,  an^  join*d  her  there. 

**My  sweetest  friend  has  dwelt  with  us  a' week, 
And  doeb  she  kiveus  ?  be  sincere  and  speak ; 
My  aunt  yoa  cannot — Lord !  how  I  should  bate 
To  be  like  her,  all  misery  and  state ; 
ProQd,  and  jet  envious,  she  disgusted  sees 
All  who  are  happy,  and  who  look  at  ease. 
Let  friendship  bmd  us,  I  will  quickly  show 
Some  favourites  near  us,  you  *I1  be  blese'd  to  know ; 
My  aunt  forbids  it — but,  can  *sh«  expect 
To  soothe  her  spleen,  we  shall  ourselves  neglect? 
Jine  and  the  widow  were  to  ieatch  and  stay 
My  free-boni  feet ;  I  watcVd  aa  well  as  they ; 
Lo .'  what  is  this  7  this  simple  ke^  explores 
Hie  dark  recess  that  holdk  the  8pmster*s  storea ; 
And  led  by  her  ill  star,  I  chanced  to  see 
Where  Issop  keeps  her  stock  of  ratafis ; 
Uied  in  the  hours  of  an^r  and  alarm, 
it  makes  her  civil,  and  it  keeps  her  warm ; 
Thus  biea8*d  with  secrets,  both  would  choose  to  hide. 
Their  fears  now  grant  me  what  their  scorn  denied. 

'^My  Iteedom  thus  by  their  assent  secured. 
Bad  as  it  is,  the  place  may  be  endBre(| ; 
And  bad  it  is,  but  her  estates,  you  know. 
And  her  beloy^  hoards,  she  must  bestow ;  /* 
80  We  can  al^Iy'our  arnttsements  tak^ 
And  fiieads  of  demont,  if  they  help  us,  make.*^ 

"Straage  isreatures  thate,*'  thought  Jeasy,  htl^ 
inelined  - 
To  smOe  at  one  maBcioos  and  yet  kind ; 
Rank  and  yet  cunning,  with  a  heart  to  love 
iod  malice  prompt — we  serpent  and  the  dove. 
Here  oould  she  dweB  7  or  could  she  yet  depart  7 
Cook!  she  be  artful  7  could  she  bear  with  art  7 — 
lUe  iplendld  mansion  gave  the  cottage  grace, 
She  thought  a  dungeon  was  a  happier  place ; 
And  Colhi  pleading,  when  he  pl^ed  best. 
Wrought  not  such  sadden  change  in  Jesse's  breaat 

The  wondering  maiden,  who  had  only  read  . 
Of  rach  vile  beings,,  saw  them  now  with  dread ; 
Safe  in  themselves — fc^  nature  has  desi^'d 
^  creature's  poison  harmleas  to  the  Jcind; 
Bat  an  beside  who  in  the  haunts  are  feund 
Mort  dread  the  poiaon,  and  must  feel  th#  woundi 

Days  fuB  of  care,  slow  weary  weeks  pass'd  on, 
E^er  to  go,  still  Jesse  was  not  gone ; 
Her  time  in  trifling  or  in  tears  riie  spent, 
file  never  gave,  she  never  felt  content : 
"Hie  lady  wonder'd  that  her  humble  guest 
Strove  not  to  please,  would  neither  lie  nor  jest ;     . 
She  sought  no  news,  no  scandal  would  convey, 
^  walkM  lew  health,  and  was  at  church  to  pray ; 


All  this  displeased,  and  soon  the  tridow  cried : 
'*  Let  me  be  frank — I  am  not  satisfied ; 
You  know  my  wishes,  I  your  judgment  trust ; 
Yon  can  be  useful,  Jesse,  and  you  must ; 
Let  me  be  plainer,  child— I  "want  an  ear. 
When  I  am  deaf,  instead  of  mine  to  hear ; 
When  mine  is  sleeping,  let  your  eye  awake ; 
When  I  observe  not,  observation  take ; 
Alas !  I  rest  not  on  my  pillow  laid. 
Then  threat'ning  whispers  make  my  soul  afi^d ; 
The  tread  of  strangera  to  my  ear  ascends. 
Fed  at  my  i^ost,  the  minions  of  my  friends ; 
While  you,  without  a  care,  a  wish  to  please. 
Eat  the  vile  bread  of  idleness  and  ease.** 

Th*  indignant  girl  astonish'd  answer*d — **  Nay ! 
This  instant,  madam,  let  me  haste  away ; 
Thus  speakfi  my  fkther's,  thus  an  orphan's  friend  7 
This  instant,  lady,  let  your  bounty  end.** 

The  lady  firown'd  indignantr-"  What !"  she  cried,  ' 
^  A  vicar's  daughter  with  a  princess*  pride ! 
And  pauper's  lot !  but  pitying  I  forgive ; 
How,  simple  Jessy,  do  you  think  to  live  7 
Have  I  not  power  to  help  you,  foolish  maid  7 
To- my  concerns  be' your  attention  paid ; 
With  cheerful  mind  th*  aUotted  duties  take^ 
And  recollect  I  have  a  wiU  to  make." 

Jessy,  who  feh  as  liberal  natures  feel. 
When  thus  the  baser  their  designs  reveal. 
Replied — **  Those  duties  were  to  her  unfit. 
Nor  would  her  spirit  to  her  tapks  submit" 
In  silent  scorn  the  lady  sate  awhile,  i 

And  then  replied  with  stern  contemptuous  jm^le— 

'*  lliink  you,  fair  madafti,  that  you  came  to  share 
Fortunes  like  mine  without  a  thought  or  care  7 
A  guest,  indeed !  from  every  trouble  free, 
Drtas'd  by  my  help,  with  not  a  care  fer  me ; 
When  I  a  visit  to  your  father  made, 
I  for  the  poor  assistance  largely  paid ; 
To  his  domestics  I  their  fasks  as8ign*d, 
I  fiK*d  the  portion  for  his  hungry  hind ; 
And  had  your  fiither  (simple  man  I)  obey'd 
My  good  advice,  and  watch*d  as  weQ  as  pray'd, 
He  might  have  left  you  something  with  his  prayers, 
And  lent  some  colour  for  these  lofly  aira^*-* 

**  In  tears.!  my  love !  Oh,  then  my  soflen'd  heart 
Cannot  resist-^we  never  more  wiU  part  j 
I  need  your  friendship-^I  wiB  be  your  friend, 
And  thus  determined,  to  my  wiU  attend." 

Jesse  went  forth,  but  with  determined  soul 
To  fly  such  love,  to  break  from  such  control ; 
•*  I  hear  enough,"  the  trembling  damsel  cried; 
**  Flight  be  my  care,  and  Providence  my  .guide : 
Ere  yet  a  prisoner,  I  escape  will  make ; 
Will,  thus  display*d,  th*  insidious  arts  forsake. 
And,  as  the  rattle  sounds,  will  fly  the  fiital  snake." 

.  Jesse  her  thanks  upon  the  morrow  paid. 
Prepared  to  go,  determined  though  afraid. 

*  Ungrateful  creature,"  said  the  lady,  *»this 
Could  I  imagine  7— are  you  frantic,  miss  7 
What !   leave  your  friend,  your  prospects  ^-  is  it 

true  7" 
This  Jesse  answer*d  by  a  mild  '  Adieu  >" 
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The  dame  replied,  **  Then  houseless  may  you 
rove. 
The  starving  victim  to  a  guilty  love ; 
Branded  wiUi  shame,  in  sickness  dciom*d  to  nurse 
An  ill-fbrmM  eub,  your  scandal  and  your  curse ; 
SpurnM  by  its  scoundrel  father,  and  ill  fed 
By  surly  rustics  with  the  parish-bread  I — 
Relent  you  not  7 — speak — yet  I  can  forgive ; 
Still  live  with  me"—"  With  you,"  said  Jesse,  *•  live  ? 
No !  I  would  first  endure  what  you  describe. 
Rather  than  breathe  with  your  detested  tribe ; 
Who  long  have  fbignM,  till  now  their  very  hearts 
Are  firmly  fix'd  in  their  accursed  parts ; 
Who  all  profess  esteem,  and  feel  disdain. 
And  all,  with  iustice,  of  deceit  complain; 
Whom  I  could  pity,  but  that,  while  I  stay, 
My  terror  drives  all  kinder  thoughts  away ; 
(rrateful  for  this,  that  when  I  think  of  you, 
I  little  fear  what  poverty  can  do.'* 

The  angry  matron  her  attendant  Jane 
Sammon*d  in  haste  to  soothe  the  fierce  disdain : 

••  A  vile  detested  wretch !"  the  lady  cried, 
•*  Yet  shall  she  be,  by  many  an  effort,  tried, 
And,  clQffg*d/tvith  debt  and  fear,  against  her  .will 

abide ; 
And  once  secured,  she  never  shall  depart 
Till  I  have  proved  the  firmness  of  her  heart ; 
Then  when  she  dares  not,  would  not,  cannot  go, 
I  *11  make  her  feel  what  *t  is  to  use  me  so.** 

The  pensive  Ck>lin  in  his  garden  stray*d. 
But  felt  not  then  the  beauties  it  display *d ; 
There  many  a  pleasant  object  met  his  view, 
A  rising  wood  of  oaks  behind  it  grew; 
A  stream  ran  by  it,  and  the  village-green 
And  public  road  were  from  the  gardens  seen; 
Save  where  the  pine  and  larch  Uie  bound*ry  made. 
And  on  the  rose-beds  threw  a  softening  shade. 

The  mother  sat  beside  the  garden-door, 
Dress*d  as  in  times  ere  she  and  hers  were  poor ; 
The  broad-laced  cap  was  known  in  ancient  days. 
When  madam*s  dress  compelPd  the  villsge  praise ; 
And  still  she  look*d  as  in  the  times  of  old, 
Ere  his  last  fiirm  the  erring  husband  sold ; 
While  yet  the  mansion  stood  in  decent  state. 
And  paupers  waited  «t  the  well-known  gate. 

*"  Alas !  my  son  !**  the  mother  cried,  **  and  why 
That  silent  grief  and  oft^repeated  sigh  ? 
True  we  are  poor,  but  thou  hast  never  felt 
Pangs  to  thy  father  for  his  error  dealt; 
Pangs  from  strong  hopes  of  visionary  gain. 
For  ever  raised,  and  ever  found  in  vain. 
He  rose  unhappy  !  from  his  fruitless  schemes. 
As  guilty  wretches  from  their  blissful  dreams ; 
But  thou  wert  then,  my  son,  a  playful  child, 
^Vondering  at  grief^  gay,  innocent,  and  wHd ; 
Listening  at  times  to  thy  poor  mother's  sighs, 
With  curious  looks  and  innocent  surprise ; 
Thy  father  dying,  thou,  my  virtuous  boy. 
My  comfort  always,  waked  my  soul  to  joy; 
With  the  poor  remnant  of  our  fortune  left, 
TIiou  hast  our  station  of  its  gloom  bereft : 
Thy  lively  temper,  and.thy  cheerfhl  air, 
Hive  cast  a  smile  on  sadness  and  despair ; 
Thy  active  hand  has  dealt  to  this  poor  space 
The  bliss  of  plen^  and  the  charm  of  grace ; 


And  all  around  us  woodeV  when  they  find 
Such  taste  and  strength,  such  skill  and  power 

bined; 

There  is  no  mother,  Colin,  no  not  one, 
But  envies  me  so  kind,  so  focd  a  son ; 
By  thee  supported  on  this  filing  side. 
Weakness  itself  awakes  a  parent's  pride : 
I  bless  the  stroke  that  was  my  grief  before. 
And  foel  such  joy  that 't  is  disease  no  more ; 
Shielded  by  thee,  m^  want  becomes  my  wealth-^ 
And  soothed  by  Cqlin,  sickness  smiles  tt  health ; 
The  old  men  love  thee,  they  repeat  thy  praise. 
And  say,  like  thiee  were  youth  m  earlier  days ; 
While  every  viUage-maidEen  cries,  *  How  gay. 
How  smart,  how  brave,  how  good  is  Colin  Giey  V 

**  Yet  thou  art  sad ;  alas !  my  son,  I  know 
Thy  heart  is  wounded,  and  the  cure  is  slow : 
Fain  would  I  think  that  Jesse  still  may  come 
To  share  the  comforts  of  our  rustic  home : 
She  surely  loved  thee :  I  have  seen  the  mait^ 
Wh€ln  thou  hast  kindly  brought  the  vicar 
When  thou  hast  eased  his  IxMom  of  its  pain. 
Oh!  I  have  seen  her — she  will  come  again.*^ 

The  matron  ceased ;  and  Colin  stood  the  while 
Silent,  but  striving  for  a  gratefhl  smile ; 
He  then  replied — **  Ah  !  sure,  had  Jesse  stay'd. 
And  shared  the  comforts  of  our  sylvan  diade. 
The  tenderest  duty  and  the  fondest  love 
Would  not  have  ful'd  that  generous  heart  to  move  t 
A  grateful  pity  would  have  ruled  her  breast. 
And  my  distresses  would  have  made  me  blot 

"  But  she  is  gone,  and  ever  has  in  view 
Grandeur  and  state — and  what  will  then  ensue  7 
Surprise  and  then  delight,  in  scenes  so  fair  and  sew ; 
For  man^  a  day,  perhaps  for  many  a  week. 
Home  will  have  charms,  and  to  her  bosom  speak ; 
But  thoug'htless  ease,  and  afiiuenoe  and  pridje. 
Seen  day  by  day,  will  draw  the  heart  aside : 
And  she  at  length,  though  gentle  and  sincere. 
Will  think  no  more  of  our  enjoyments  here.*' 

Sighing  he  spake — but   hark!   he  hetf>  th* 

approach 
Of  rattling. wheels !  and  lo !  the  evening  coe^ 
Once  more  the  movement  of  the  horses'  feet 
Makes  the  fond  heart  with  strong  emdion  beat ; 
Faint  were  his  hopes,  but  never  had  the  sight 
Drawn  him  to  gaze  beside  his  gate  at  night ; 
And  when  with  rapid  wheels  it  hurried  by. 
He  grieved  his  parent  witb  a  hopeless  sigh ; 
And  could  the  blessing  have  been  bought — ^wfaat 

sum 
Had  he  not  offer'd,  to  have  Jesse  come  ! 
She  came — ^he  saw  her  bending  from  the  dow. 
Her  fitce,  her  smile,  and  he  beheld  no  more ; 
Lost  in  his  joy — the  mother  lent  her  aid 
T*  assist  and  to  detain  the  willing  maid ; 
Who  thought  her  late,  her  present  home  to  makcy 
Sure  of  a  welcome  for  the  vicar's  sake  : 
But  the  i^ood  parent  was  so  pleased,  so  kind. 
So  pressing  Colin,  she  so  much  inclined. 
That  night  advanced  ;  and  then  so  long  detained. 
No  wishes  to  depart  she  felt,  or  feign'd ; 
Yet  long  in  doubt  she  stood,  and .  then  perforce 

remain'd. 
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Here  wu  a  lover  food,  a  friend  Binoere ; 
Here  was  content  and  jov,  for  she  was  here : 
In  the  mild  evening,  in  the  scene  around. 
The  maid,  now  free,  peculiar  beauties  found ; 
Blended  with  village-tones,  the  evening-gale 
6&TG  the  sweet  night-bird^s  warblings  to  the  vale ; 
•  The  vouth  emboldened,  yet  abashM,  now  told 
Hu  fondest  wish,  nor  found  the  maiden  col^ ; 
The  mother  smiling  whispered — "•  Let  him  go 
And  seek  the  license  I"  Jesse  answcrM,  "  No  :** 
But  Colin  went     I  know  not  if  tliey  live  ♦ 
With  all  the  comforts  wealth  and  plenty  give : 
Bat  with  pure  joy  to  envious  souls  denied, 
To  suppliant  meanness  and  suspicious  pride  ; 
And  village-maids  of  happy  couples  say, 
"They  live  like  Jesse  Bourn  and  Colin  Grey.** 


TALE  XIV. 


THE  £rrRU6GLES  OF  CONflCIENCE. 

lm.9.  Tiltain :  ret  I  lie,  I  am doI  : 
Fool !  of  tbynlf  speak  well :— Fool !  do  not  llaUer. 
Mr  GooacMiioa  hath  a  thoaaand  MToral  toocuea. 
And  arary  tooffua  brioffi  in  a  leTeral  tale. 

Riekmrd  ///,  aet  t,  aoana  3. 
MrConadence  b  hot  a  kind  of  hard  Conaeienee.  .  .  .  The 
fad  livaatba  mon  fnendij  eounwl. 

JUrthoMi  •/  FMitea,  aet  ti,  aoqneS. 
Hmo  hast  It  now— and  I  fear 
Thoo  play'dat  moat  fooUy  for  it. 

Machttk,  act  iii,  acaoa  1. 
OiM  thoa  not  miniater  to  a  roiod  diaeased, 
PInek  froBB  the  memory^  rooted  Mrrow, 
laaa  out  the  written  trouble*  of  the  brain,        "^ 
And  with  eoao  sweet  obliTioiu  antidote 
Cleanae  the  fovl  booom  of  that  pertioua  atnfT 
Which  wei<ha  npoo  the  hearti 

Maebttkt  aet  t.  aoene  3L 
Soft!  I  did  bat  dream— 
Oh!  ooward Gopaeienee,  how  doat  thooaflliet  me \ 
Riekard  til,  aet  v,  acaoa  3. 


A  nKioDs  toyman  in  the  city  dwelt, 

Who  much  oonoem  for  his  religion  felt; 

heading,  he  changed  his  tenets,  read  again. 

And  various  questions  could  with  skill  maintain ; 

Pspist  and  qoaker  if  we  set  aside, 

]^  had  the  road  of  every  traveller  tried ; 

There  walk'd  awhile,  and  on  a  sodden  tumM 

^to  some  by-way  he  had  just  discerned : 

He  had  a  nephew,  Fulham — Fulham  went 

Bis  irnde's  way,  with  every  turn  content ; 

He  saw  his  pious  kinsman's  watchful  care, 

And  thought  such  anxious  pains  his  owa  might 

spare. 
And  be,  the  truth  obtainM,  without  the  toil,  might 

share. 
In  &ct,  young  Fulham,  though  he  little  read, 
Ferocived  his  nncle  was  by  ftncy  led  ; 
And  smiled  to  see  the  constant  care  he  took, 
Collating  creed  with  creed,  and  book  with  book. 

At  length  the  senior  fix'd ;  I  pass  the  sect 
TO  calPd  a  church,  't  was  precious  and  elect ; 
Yet  the  seed  fell  not  in  the  richest  soil, 
'«  few  disciples  paid  the  preacher's  toil ; 


All  in  an  atticroom  were  wont  to  meet. 
These  few  disciples  at  their  pastor's  feet ; 
With  these  went  Fulham,  who,  discreet  and  grave. 
Follow 'd  the  light  his  worthy  uncle  gave ; 
Till  a  warm  preacher  found  a  way  t*  impart 
Awakening  feelings  to  his  torpid  heart : 
Some  weighty  truths,  and  of  unpleasant  kind, 
Sank,  though  resisted,  in  his  struggling  ihin^  * , 
He  wishM  to  fly  them,  but  compelled  to  stay. 
Truth  to  the  waking  Conscience  found  her  way ; 
For  though  the  youth  was  callM  a  prudent  lad. 
And  prudent  was,  yet  serious  faults  he  had ; 
Who  now  reflected — "  Much  am  I  surprised, 
I  find  these  notions  cannot  be  despised ; 
No !  there  is  something  I  perceive  at  last. 
Although  my  uncle  cannot  hold  it  fast ; 
Though  I  the  strictness  of  these  men  reject, 
Yet  I  determine  to  be  circumspect : 
This  man  alarms  me,  and  I  most  begin 
To  look  more  closely  to  the  things  within ; 
These  sons  of  zeal  have  I  derided  long. 
But  now  begin  to  think  the  laughers  wrong ; 
Nay,  my  gcwd  uncle,  by  all  teachers  moved. 
Will  be  pteferr'd  to  him  who  none  approved ; 
Better  to  love  amiss  than  nothing  to  have  loved.** 

Such  were  his  thoughts,  when  Conscience  first 
began 
To  hold  close  converse  with  th'  awaken'd  man: 
He  from  that  time  reserved  and  cautious  grew. 
And  for  his  duties  felt  obedience  due  ; 
Pious  he  was  not,  but  he  fear'd  the  pain 
Of  sins  committed,  nor  would  sin  again. 
Whene'er  he  stray'd,  he  found  his  C>)nscienoe  rose. 
Like  one  determined  what  was  ill  t'  oppose, 
What  wrong  to  accuse,  what  secret  to  disclose : 
To  drag  forth  every  latent  act  to  light. 
And  fix  them  fiilly  in  the  actor's  sight : 
This  gave  him  trouble,  but  he  still  confess'd 
Tl^e  labour  useful,  for  it  brought  him  rest 

The  uncle  died,  and  when  the  nephew  read 
The  will,  and  saw  the  stibstance  of  the  dead — 
Five  hundred  guineas,  with  a  stock  in  trade — 
He  much  rejoiced,  and  thought  his  fbrttme  made ; 
Yet  felt  aspiring  pleasure  at  the  sight. 
And  for  increase,  increasing  appetite ; 
Desire  of  profit,  idle  habits  check'd, 
(For  Fulham's  virtue  was  to  be  correct) ; 
He  and  his  Conscience  had  their  compact  made^ 
"  Urge  me  with  truth,  and  you  will  soon  persuade ; 
But  not,"  he  cried,  **  tat  mere  ideal  things 
Give  me  to  feel  those  terror-breeding  stings." 

^  Let  not  soch  thooghts,"  she  said,  **  yoor  mi^d 
confound ; 
Trifles  may  wake  me,  but  they  never  wound ; 
In  them  indeed  there  is  a  wrong  and  right. 
But  you  will  find  me  pliant  and  polite ; 
Not  like  a  Conscience  of  the  dotard  kind. 
Awake  to  dreams,  to  dire  offences  blind : 
Let  all  within  be  pure,  in  all  beside 
Be  your  own  master,  governor,  and  guide ; 
Alive  to  danger,  in  temptation  strong. 
And  I  shall  «leep  our  whole  existence  long." 

** Sweet  be  thy  sleep,"  said  Fulham;  ** strong 
must  be 
The  tempting  ill  that  gains  ncoeas  to  me : 
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Never  wiH  I  to  evil  deed  oonaenty 
Or,  if  surprised,  oh !  how  will  1  repent! 
Should  gain  be  doubtful,  soon  would  I  restore 
The  dang<eroU8  good^  or  give  it  to  the  poor. 
Repose  for  them  my  growing  wealth  shall  iwy— 
Or  build — who  knows  7-^-an  hospital  hke  Gyy] — 
Yet  why  such  means  to  soothe  the  smart  witoin, 
While  firmly  purposed  to  renounce  the  sin  ?*' 

Thus  our  young  Trader  and  his  Conscience  dwelt 
In  mutual  love,  and  great  the  Joy  they  felt ; 
But  yet  in  small  concerns,  in  trivial  things, 
**  She  was,**  he  said,  **  too  ^eady.  with  the  stings ; 
And  he  too  apt,  in  search  of  growing  gains, 
To  lose  the  fear  of  penalties  and  peine : . 
Yet  these  were  triflmg  bickerings,  petty  jarsi 
Domestic  strifes,  preliminary  wars  ;** 
He  ventured  little,  little  she  ezpress'd 
Of  indignation,  and  they  both  had  rest 

Thus  was  he  fiz*d  to  walk  the  worthy  way, 
,  When  profit  urged  him  to  a  bold  essay  >— 
A  time  was  that  whai  all  at  pleasure  gamed 
In  lottery-chances,  yet  of  law  unblamed ; 
This  Fulham  tried :  who  would  to  him  advance 
A  pound  or  crown,  he  gave  in  turn  a  chance 
For  weighty  prize-«-and  should  they  nothing  share, 
They  had  their  crown  or  pound  in  Fulham*8  ware ; 
Thus  the  old  storesi  within  the  shop  were  sold 
For  that  which  none  refuses,  new  or  old. 
Was  this  unjust  7  yet  Conscience  could  not  vest, 
But  made  a  mighty  struggle  in  the  breast ; 
And  gave  th*  aspiring  man  an  early  proof^ 
Th«t  should  they  war  he  would  have  work  enough : 
^  Suppose,**  said  she,  **  your  vended  numbers  rise 
The  same  with  those  wh^ch  guin  each  real  prize, 
(Such  your  proposal),  can  you  ruin  shun  7** 
*•  A  hundred  thousand,**  be  replied,  ••  to'one." 
•* Still  it  may  happen:**  <*!  the  sum  must  pay.** 
*♦  You  know  you  cannot:^*  ••  I  can  run  away.'* 
**  That  is  dishonest  :** — **  Nay,  but  ^ou  must  wink 
At  a  ehance-hit ;  it  cannot  be,  I  think : 
Upon  my  ccmduct  as  «  whole  decide, 
Sueh  tricing  errors  let  my  virtues  hide ; 
Fail  I  at  meeting  7  am  I  sleepy  there  T 
My  purse  refiise  I  with  the  priest  to  share  f 
Do  I  deny  the  poor  a  helpin|r  hand  7 
Or  stop  the  wicked  women  m  the  Strand  f 
Or  drink  at  club  beyond  a  certam  pitoh  7 
Which  are  your  charges  7  Conscience,  tell  me 
which  7*» 

'••Tis  weH,"  said  she,  «bufr— **    "Nay,  I  pray 
have  done : 
Trust  me,  I  wiH  not  into  danger  mn.** 

The  lottery  drawn,  not  one  demand  was  made ; 
Fulham  gain'd  profit  and  increase  of  trade. 
••  See  now,'*  said  h»— for  Conscience  yet  arose 
**  How  foolish  *t  is  such  measures  to  oppose : 
Have  I  not  blameless  thus  ny  state  advanced  7"*^ 
*«  Still,**  mutter*d  Conscience,  ••still  it  might  have 

chanced.** 
*•  Might  !**  said  our  hero,  **  who  is  so  exact 
As  to  inquire  what  might  have  been  a  foctT' 

Now  Fnlham*s  shop  contains  a  curious  view 
Of  costly  trifles  elegant  and  new : 


The  ptpers  told  where  kifid  nMmmas  might  boy  ' 
The  gayest  toys  to  charm  an  infant*s  eye ; 
Where  generous  beaux  might  gentle  damsels  pleMBi 
And  travellers  call  who  cross  the  land  or  seas, 
And  find  the  curious  art,  the  neat  device 
Of  precious  value  and  of  trifling  price. 

Here  Conscienoe  rented,  she  was  pleased  to  find 
No  less  an  active  than  an  honest  mind  ; 
But  when  he  named  the  price,  and  when  he  swore. 
His  conscience  check*d  him,  (hat  he  ask'd  no  more. 
When 'half  he  sought  had  been  a  lai^  hicreaaa 
On  fair  demand,  she  could  not  rest  in  peaoe : 
(Beside  th*  affront  to  call  th*  adviser  in. 
Who  would  prevent,  to  justify  the  sin  7) 
She  therefore  told  him,  that  ••  he  vainly  tried 
To  soothe  her  anger,  conscious  that  he  lied  ; 
If  thus  he  gTasp*d  at  such  usurious  gains. 
He  must  deserve,  and  should  expect  her  pains." 

The  charge  was  strong ;  he  would  in  part  oonftfli 
Ofience  there  was — But,  who  oflTended  lees  7 
**  What !  is  a  mere  assertion  call*d  a  lie  7 
And  if  it  be,  are  men  compeIl*d  to  buy  7 
*Twas  strange  that  Conscience  on  sueh  pwnti 

should  dwell. 
While  he  was  acting  (he  would  call  it)  weB : 
He  bought  as  others  buy,  he  sold  as  others  sell : 
There  wss  no  iraud,  and  he  demanded  cause 
Why  he  was  troubled,  when  be  kept  the  laws?" 

••My  laws r  said  Conscience:  ••What,'*  nid 
he,  ••are  thine  7 
^  Oral  or  written,  human  or  divine  7 
Show  me  the  chapter,  let  me  see  the  text ; 
By  laws  uncertain  subjecte  are  perplez'd : 
Let  me  my  finger  on  the  statute  lay. 
And  I  shall  foel  it  duty  to  obey.** 

••Reflect,**  said  Conscience,  ••H>as  yiMir  own 
desire  . 
That  I  should  warn  you— -does  the  compact  tire? 
Repent  you  this  7  then  bid  me  not  advise, 
Aiui  rather  hear  your  passioiis  as  they  rise; 
So  you  may  counsel  and  remonstranoQ  shun. 
But  then  remember  it  was  war  begun ; 
And  you  may  judre  fi^m  some  attacks,  taj  ftlead, 
Whkl  serious  oonmcta  will  on  war  attend." 

••Nay, but,"  at  length  the  thoughtfiil  man  tepliad, 
••  I  say  not  that ;  I  wish  you  for  my  guide ; 
Wish  fi>r  your  checks  and  your  reproofs— bol  tkffi 
Be  like  a  Conscience  of  my  feUow-men ; 
Worthy  I  mean,  and  men  of  good  report, 
And  not  the  wretches  who  with  conscience  sport: 
There 's  Bice,  my  fi-iend,  who  passes  off  his  greum 
Of  pigs  for  bears',  in  pote  a  crown  a-piece ; 
His  Conscience  never  checks  him  when  he  swMn 
The  fat  he  sells  is  honest  fat  of  bears ; 
And  so  it  is,  for  he  contrives  to  give 
A  drachm  to  each — *t  is  thus  that  tradesmen  live : 
Now  why  shotdd  you  and  I  be  over-nioe ; 
What  man  is  held  in  more  repute  than  Bice  7" 

Here  ended  the  dispute ;  but  yet  t  was  ^aia 
The  parties  both  exp(K3ted  strife  again : 
Their  fiiendship  cooPd,  he  look*d  about  and  enw 
Numbers  who  seem*d  unshackled  by  his  awe  ; 
While  like  a  school-boy  he  was  thiesten*d  still. 
Now  for  the  deed,  now  only  for  the  will ; 
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Its 


Here  Coiucienoe  answei'd, 

guide 
Thy  neighbour  leave,  and  in  thine  own  confide.** 


Such  w«re  each  day  tlw  charges  and  replieii. 
When  a  new  object  caught  the  trader^s  eyes ; 
A  Testry-patriot,  could  he  gain  the  name,    ^ 
Would  &iilotts  make  him,  and  would  pay  the  ikme 
He  knew  full  well  the  sums  bequcath*d  in  charge 
For  schooUi  for  alma-men,  for  the  poor,  were  large 
Report  bad  tokU  and  he  could  feel  it  true, 
That  moet  unfiiirly  dealt  the  trusted  few ; 
No  pttftners  would  they  in  their  office  take, 
Nor  dear  accounts  at  annual  meetings  make ; 
Aloud  our  hero  in  the  vestry  spoke 
Of  kidden  deeds,  and  vow*d  to  draw  the  cloak ; 
It  was  the  poor  man's  cause,  and  he  for  one 
Was  quite  determined  to  see  jnstioe  done : 
His  Ibes  afibcted  laughter,  then  disdain. 
They  too  were  loud  and  threat*ning,  but  in  vain ; 
1^  pattper*s  friend,  their  fbe^  arose  and  spoke 

affain: 
I%ei«y  he  cried,  **Tour  garbled  statements  show 
That  you  determine  we  shall  nothing  know ; 
But  we  shall  bring  your  hidden  crimes  to  light,' 
Giie  you  to  shame,  and  to  the  poor  their  ri^t** 

Virtue  Kke  this  might  some  approval  ask — 
But  Conscience  sternly  said,  **  You  wear  a  mask 
"At  least,**  said  Fiilbam,  •*  If  I  have  a  view 
To  serve  myself,  I  serve  the  public  too.** 

Fulham,  though  check*d,  r^tain*d  his  fbrmer  leal, 
And  this  the  cautious  rogues  began  to  feel : 
**Thn8  will  he  ever  barv*  in  peevish  tone. 
An  elder  cried — *^  the  cur  must  have  a  bone  :** 
Thej  then  began  to  hint,  and  to  begin 
Was  all  they  needed— it  was  fth  within ; 
I»  terms  leas  veil*d  an  oflbr  then  was  made, 
Though  distant  still,  it  ftil*d  not  to  persuade : 
More  (dainly  then  was  every  point  proposed, 
Approved,  acoepted^  and  the  bargain  dosed. 
**  TV  ezultin^  paupers  hailM  their  friend*s  success, 
And  bade  adieu  to  murmurs  and  distress.** 


To  thy  ncighboor*s  I  (No  rules  of  hers,  no  laws  had  he  perused. 
Nut  knew  the  texiete  ^e  by  rote  abused ;) 
Yet  Conscience  here  arose  more  fierce  and  strongs 
Than  when  she  told  of  rdbbery  and  wrong ; 
**  Change  his  religion !  No !  he  must'  be  sore 
That  was  a  blow  no  conscience  could  endnra*' 


I !  their  friend  had  now  superior  light, 
And,  viewM  by  that,  he  found  that  all  was  right; 
*  There  were  no  errors,  the  disbursements  simJl; 
This  was  the  truth,  and  truth  was  due  to  alL** 

And  rested  Consdence  7  No !  she  would  not  rest, 
Tet  was  content  with  making  a  protest: 
Some  acta  she  now  with  less  resistance  bore, 
Her  took  alarm  so  quickly  as  before : 
like  those  in  towns  besieged,  who  every  ball 
At  fint  with  terror  view,  and  dread  them  all. 
But,  £Town  familiar  with  the  scenes,  they  fear 
The  danger  less,  as  it  approaches  near ; 
So  Consoence,  more  fiimiKar  with  the  view 
Of  growing  evils,  less  attentive  grew : 
Yet  he  who  felt  solne  pain,  and  dreaded  more, 
Gkwb  a  peace-offering  to  the  angry  poor. 

Thus  had  he  quiet— hot  the  time  was  brief| 
From  his  new  triumph  spranpr  a  cause  of  grief; 
In  ofiiee  jotn*d,  and  acting  with  the  rest. 
He  must  admit  the  sacramental  test : 
Now,  as  a  sectary,  who  had  all  his  life, 
As  he  supposed,  been  with  the  church  at  strife, 
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Though  friend  to  virtue,  yet  she  oil  abides 
In  early  notions,  fiz*d  by  erring  guides ; 
And  is  more  startled  by  a  call  frwo  those, 
Than  when  the  foulest  cries  her  rest  oppoas ; 
By  error  taught,  by  prejudice  misled^ 
She  yields  her  rights,  and  fency  rules  instead ; 
When  Conscience  all  her  stings  and  terror  deals, 
Not  as  truth  dictates,  but  as  fancy  feels : 
And  thus  within  our  hero's  troubled  breast^ 
Crime  was  less  torture  than  the  odious  teat 
New  ferms,  new  measures,  he  must  new  embraoe, 
With  sad  conviction  that  they  warr*d  with  grace ; 
To  his  new  charch  no  former  friend  would  come. 
They  scarce  preferr*d  her  to  the  church  of  Roma : 
But  thinking  much,  and  weighing  guilt  and  gahii 
Conscience  and  he  commut^  fer  her  pain ; 
Hien  promised  Fulham  to  retain  his  creed. 
And  their  peculiar  paupers  still  to  feed ;    ' 
Their  attic-room  (in  secret)  to  attend. 
And  not  forget  he  was  the  preacher*s  friend ; 
Thus  he  proposed,  and  Conscience,  troubled,  tried, 
And  wanting  peace,  reluctantly  complied. 

Now  care  subdued,  and  apprehensions  gone, 
In  peace  our  hero  was  aspiring  on ; 
B>jt  short  the  period— soon  a  quarrel  rose,  > 
Fierce  in  the  birth,  and  fatal  in  the  close ; 
With  times  of  truce  between,  which  rather  proved' 
That  both  were  weary,  than  that  either  loved. 

Fulham  e*en  now  disliked  the  heavy  thrall, 
And  for  her  death  would  in  his  anguish  call. 
As  Rome's  mistaken  friend  exdaim'd,  Ltt  Car- 
thage fall  I 
So  fdt  our  hero,  so  his  wish  ezpress'd. 
Against  this  powerful  sprite-^delenda  ett ; 
Rome  in  her  conquest  saw  not  danger  near. 
Freed  from  her  rival,  and  without  a  fear; 
So,  Conscienoe  oonquer'd,  men  pereeive  how  fk«%. 
But  not  how  fatal  such  a  state  must  be. 
Fajtal  not  free  our  hero's ;  foe  or  friend. 
Conscience  on  him  was  destined  to  Mtend : 
She  dozed  indeed,  ^rew  dull,  nor  seem'd  to  spy 
Crime  fellowing  crime,  and  each  of  deeper  dye; 
But  all  were  noticed,  and  the  reckoning  time 
With  her  account  came  on— crime  fbllowing  crima. 

This,  once  a  foe,  now  brother  in  the  tnistt 
Whom  Fulham  late  described  as  fiur  and  juaC, 
Was  the  sole  guardian  of  a  wealthy  maid. 
Placed  in  his  power,  and  of  his  frown  afraid: 
Not  quite  an  idiot,  for  her  busy  brain 
Sought,  ky  poor  eunning,  trifling  points  to  gaih ; . 
Success  in  childish  projects  her  delight. 
She  took  no  heed  of  each  important  right. 
The  friendly  parties  met — the  guardian  cried, 
**  I  am  loo  old ;  my  sons  have  each  a  bride : 
Martha,  my  ward,  would  make  an  easy  wife ; 
On  easy  terms  I  '11  make  her  yours  fer  life ; 
And  then  the  creature  is  so  weak  and  nkild. 
She  may  be  soothed  and  threaten'd  as  a  child  s'*-^ 
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••  Yet  not  obey,"  said  Fdlham,  ••  for  your  fooli, 
Female  and  male,  are  obetinate  as  mules.'* 

Some  points  adjusted,  these  new  friends  Agreed, 
Proposed  the  day,  and  hurried  on  the  deed. 

*"Tis  a  vile  act,*'  said  Conscience i—** It  will 


Replied  the  bolder  man,  **  an  act  of  love ; 
Her  wicked  guardian  might  the  girl  have  sold 
To  endless  misery  for  a  tyrant^s  ffold ; 
Now  may  her  life  be  happy — for  1  mean 
To  keep  my  temper  even  and  serene." 
"  I  cannot  thus  compound,"  the  spirit  cried, 
**  Nor  have  my  laws  thus  broken  and  defied : 
This  is  a  fraud,  a  bargain  for  a  wife ; 
Expect  my  vengeance,  or  amend  your  life.** 

The  wife  was  pretty,  trifling,  childish,  weak ; 
She  could  not  think,  but  would  not  cease  to  speak : 
This  he  forbad — she  took  the  caution. ill. 
And  boldly  rose  against  his  sovereign  will ; 
'With  idiot-cunning  she  would  watch  the  hour, 
When  friends  were  present,  to  dispute  his  powet : 
'With  tyrant-craft,  he  then  was  still  and  calm, 
But  raised  in  private  terror  and  alarm : 
By  many  trials,  she  perceived  how  far 
'Tu  vex  and  tease,  without  an  open  war*, 
.  And  he  discover'd  that  so  weak  a  mind 
Jio  art  could  lead,  and  no  compulsion  bind ; 
.'The  rudest  force  would  fail  such  mind  to  tame, 
.  And  she  was  calloos  to  rebuke  and  shame ; 
':  Proud  of  her  wealth,  the  power  of  law  she  knew. 
And  would  assist  him  in  the  spending  too : 
i  His  threat*ning  words  with  insult  she  defied, 
'  To  all  his  reasoning  with  a  stare  replied ; 
And  when  he  beggM  her  to  attend,  would  say, 
'**  Attend  I  will — but  let  me  have  my  way.** 

Nor  rest  had  Conscience :  **  While  you  merit  pain 
'From  me,**  she  said,  **you  seek  redress  in  vain." 

His  thoughts  were  grievous :  **  All  that  I  possess 

From  this  wild  bargain  adds  to  my  distress ; 
'To  pass  a  life  with  one  who  will  not  mend, 

Who  cannot  love,  nor  save,  nor  wisely  spend, 

Is  n  vile  prospect,  and  I  see  no  end ; 

For  if  we  part,  I  most  of  course  restore 
IMuch  of  her  money,  and  must  wed  no  more. 

*^  Is  there  no  way  7** — here  Conscience  rose  in 
power, 
'  ■*  Oh !  fly  the  danger  of  this  fatal  hour ; 
I  am  thy  Conscience,  faithffal,  fpnd,  and  tme. 
Ah,  fly  this  thought,  or  evil  must  ensue ; 
Fall  on  thy  knees,  and  pray  with  all  thy  soul, 
'  Thy  purpose  banish,  thy  design  control ; 
Let  every  hope  of  such  advantage  cease, 
'  Or  never  more  expect  a  moment's  peace." 

Til'  afirighten*d  man  a  doe  attention  paid, 
J  Felt  the  rebuke,  and  the  command  obey'd. 

Again  the  wife  rebell'd,  again  express'd 
A  l<ive  for  pleasure — a  contempt  of  rest ; 
*  **  She,  whom  she  pleased,  would  visit,  would  receive 
.Tfiose  who.^eased  her,  nor  deign  to  ask  for  leave.'* 

"  One  waythere  is,"  said  he ;  **  I  might  contrive 
into  a  trap  this  foolish  thing  to  drive : 


Who  pleased  her,  said  she  7 — ^I 11  be  certain  who—" 
**  Take  heed,*'  said  Conscience,  **  what  thou  me^'st 

to  do: 

Ensnare  thy  wife  7"— *«  Why  yes,",  he  mnut  oonfesi, 
**  It  might  be  wrong — but  there  was  no  ro^reas ; 
Beside,  to  think,"  said  he,  **  is  not  to  sin." 
**  Mistaken  man !"  replied  the  power  withm. 
No  f^uest  unnoticed  to  the  kdy  came. 
He  judged  th*  event  with  mingled  joy  and  shame; 
Oft  he  withdrew,  and  seem'd  to  leave  her  free. 
But  still  as  watchful  as  a  lynx  was  he ; 
Meanwhile  the  wife  was  thoughtlees,  eooJ,  and  gay. 
And,  without  virtue,  had  no  wish  to  stray. 

Though  thus  opposed,  his  phms  were  not  resign'd ; 
**  Revenge^"  said  he,  **  wiU  prompt  that  daring  mind : 
Refused  supplies,  insulted  and  distiees'd. 
Enraged  with  me,  and  near  a  &vourite  guest- 
Then  will  her  vengeance  prompt  the  danng  de^ 
And  I  sh^  watch,,  detect  her,  and  be  freed." 

There  was  a  youth — ^but  let  me  hide  the  name^ 
With  all  the  progress  of  this  deed  of  shame ; 
He  had  his  views — on  him  the  husband  cast 
Hi's  net,  and  saw  him  in  his  trammeb  &st. 

**  Pause  but  a  moment— think  what  yon  intend," 
Said  the  roused  sleeper :  "  I  am  yet  a  friend : 
Must  all  our  days  in  enmity  Ije  spent  7" 
»*  No !"  and  he  paused—"  I  surely  shall  repent:" 
Then  hurried  on — the  evil  plan  was  laid. 
The  wife  was  guilty,  and  her  fHend  betray *d, 
And  Fulham  gain'd  his  wish,  and  for  his  will  was 
paid. 

Had  crimes  less  weighty  on  the  spirit  press'd. 
This  troubled  Conscience  might  have  sunk  to  rest; 
And,  like  a  foolish  guard,  been  bribed  to  peace. 
By  a  false  promise,  that  offence  should  oeaae ; 
Past  faults  had  seem'd  fiuniliar  to  the  view. 
Confused  if  many,  and  obscure  though  true ; 
And  Conscience,  troubled  with  the  dull  aooount. 
Had  dropp*d  her  tale,  and  slumber*d  o'er  th'  i 
But,  strack  by  daring  ^ilt,  alert  she  rose, 
Disturb'd,  alarm'd,  and  could  no  more  i 
All  hopes  of  friendship,  and  of  peaee,  were  ] 
And  every  view  with  gloom  was  overcast 
Hence  from  that  day,  that  day  of  shame  and  sid. 
Arose  the  restless  enmity  within ; 
On  no  resource  could  Fulham  now  rely, 
Doom'd  all  expedients,  and  in  vain,  to  try  ; 
For  Conscience,  roused,  sat  boldly  on  her  tbranei» 
Watch'd  every  thought,  attack*d  the  foe  alone. 
And  with  envenom*d  sting  drew  forth  the  inwmrd 

groan: 
Expedients  fail*d  that  brought  relief  before. 
In  vain  his  alms  gave  comfort  to  the  poor. 
Give  what  he  would,  to  him  the  comfort  came  no 

more: 
Not  prayer  availed,  and  when  (his  crimes  confeaa'd> 
He  felt  some  ease — she  said — ^  are  they  redresa'd  7 
You  stiU  retain  the  profit,  and  be  sure. 
Long  as  it  lasts,  this  anguish  shall  endure." 

Fulham  still  tried  to  soothe  her,  cheat,  mialeed; 
Bat  Conscience  laid  her  finger  on  the  deed. 
And  read  tlie  crime  with  power,  and  all  that  miHt 
succeed: 
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Re  tried  t*  expel  hpr,  bat  wu  sore  to  find 
Her  strength  increased  by  all  that  he  deaignM ; 
Nor  ever  was  his  groan  more  loud  and  deep, 
Than  when  refreeh'd  she  roee  from  momentary 
sleep. 

Now  desperate  grown,  weak,  harassed,  and  afraid, 
From  new  allies  he  sought  for  doubtful  aid ; 
To  thought  itself  he  strove  to  bid  adieu, 
And  from  devotion  to  diversions  flew ; 
He  took  a  poor  domestic  fer  a  slave, 
(Though  Avarice  grieved  to  see  the  price  he  gave ;) 
Upon  his  board,  once  frugal,  pressed  a  load 
Of  viands  rich,  the  appetite  to  goad ; 
The  long.protracted  meal,  th^  sparkling  cup, 
Fought  with  his  gloom,  and  kept  his  courage  vp : ' 
Soon  as  the  morning  came,  there  met  bis  eyes' 
Accounts  of  wealth,  that  he  might  reading  rise ; 
To  profit  then  he  gave  some  active  hours. 
Till  food  and  wii>e  again  should  renovate  his  powers: 
Yet,  spite  of  all  defence,  of  every  aid, 
llie  watchful  foe  her  close  attention  paid ; 
In  every  thoughtful  moment,  on  she  press^d, 
And  gave  at  once  her  dagger  to  his  breast ; 
He  waked  at  midnight,  and  the  fears  of  sin. 
As  waters,  through  a  bursten  dam,  broke  in ; 
Nay,  in  the  banquet,  with  his  friends  around. 
When  bH  their  cares  and  half  their  crimes  were 

drowned. 
Would  some  chance  act  awake  the  slumbering  fear. 
And  care  and  crime  in  all  their  strength  appear : 
Hie  news  is  read,  a  guilty  victim  swmgs^ 
And  troubled  looks  proclaim  the  bosom-stings ; 
Some  pair  are  wed ;  this  brings  the  wife  in  view, 
And  some  divorced :  this  shows  the  parting  too ; 
Nor  can  heiiear  of  evil  word  or  deed, 
Bfit  tbey  to  thought,  and  thought  to  sufieringa  lead. 

Such  was  his  life— no  other  changes  came, 
Hie  hvDtryine  day,  the  conscious  night  Uie  same ; 
The  night  of  horror-^wben  he  starting  cried. 
To  the  poor  startled  sinner  at  his  side ; 
**  Is  it  in  law  ?  am  I  condemned  to  die  7 
Let  me  escape  1— I  *U  ^ve— oh !  let  me  fly — 
How  !  but  a  dream — no  judges !  dungeon !  chain ! 
Or  these  grim  men ! — t  will  not  sleep  again. — 
Wilt  thoo,  dread  being  !  thus  thy  promise  keep  ? 
Bay  la  thy  time— and  wilt  thou  murder  sleep  7 
Sorrow  lind  want  repose,  and  wilt  thou  come, 
Nor  give  one  hour  of  pure  untroubled  gloom  7 

"Oh!  Omscience!  Conscience!    man*s    most 
fiuthfhl  friend. 
Him  oanat  thou  comfert,  ease,  relieve,  defend ; 
But  if  he  will  thy  friendly  checks  forego, 
Ths«  art,  oh !  woe  for  me,  his  deadliest  foe  !** 


TALE  XV. 


ADVICE;  OR,  THE  *SaUUlB  ANP  THE  PRIEST. 

Hm  boor*  lird  op  wilh  rioti,  banqoett,  ipocti^— — 
Aod  mmtt  oofed  bim  in  aoy  Hody, 


JSTmry  V*  aoti  Mtos  1. 


I  will  eonvww  witb  icon-wiuad  iboli, 
Witb  ttoretpeotive  boj«;  aone  are  for  m%  . 
Wbo  look  into  me  witb  conuderate  erei. 

Riekard  III,  aet  it.  eeeoa  I. 

Yott  eran  then  woide  into  mine  eeiBi  acaiiHt 
Tbe  itomacb  of  mj  lenee. 

Tempeit^  aet  it,  eeeoa  1. 


A  WXALTHT  lord  of  far-extended  land 

Had  all  that  pleased  him  placed  at  his  command ; 

WidowM  of  late,  but  finding  much  reKef 

In  the  world*8  comforts,  he  dismissM  his  grief; 

He  was  by  marriage  of  his  daughters  eaMd, 

And  knew  his  sons  could  marry  if  they  pleased ; 

Meantime  in  travel  he  indulged  the  boys, 

And  kept  no  spy  nor  partner  of  his  joys. 

These  joys,  indeed,  were  of  the  grosser  kind. 
That  ftd  the  cravings  of  an  earthly  mind ; 
A  mind  that,  conscious  of  its  own  excess. 
Felt  the  reproach  his  neighbours  would  etpress. 
Long  at  th*  indulgent  board  he  loved  to  sit. 
Where  joy  was  laughter,  and  profaneness  wit; 
And  such  the  guest  and  manners  of  the  hall. 
No  wedded  lady  on  the  'squire  would  call : 
Here  reign*d  a  favourite,  and  her  triumph  gain*d 
0*er  other  favourites  who  before  had  reignM ; 
Reserved  and  modest  seemM  the  nymph  to  be. 
Knowing  her  lord  was  charmM  with  modesty ; 
For  he,  a  sportsman  keen,  the  inore  enjoy'd. 
The  greater  value  had  the  thing  destroyed. 

Our  'squire  declared,  that,  from  a  wife  released, 
He  would  no  more  give  trouble  to  a  priest ; 
Seem'dit  not,  then,  ungrateful  and  unkind. 
That  he  should  trouble  from  the  priesthood  find  7 
The  church  he  honour'd,  and  he  gave  the  due 
And  full  respect  to  every  son  he  knew  : 
But  envied  those  who  had  the  luck  to  meet 
A  flfentle  pastor,  civil  and  discreet ; 
Who  never  bold  and  hostile  sermon  penn'd. 
To  wound  a  sinner,  or  to  shame  a  friend ; 
One  whom  no  being  either  shunn'd  or  fear'd. 
Such  must  be  loved  wherever  they  appear'd* 

Not  such  the  stern  old  rector  of  the  time, 
Who  soothed  no  culprit,  and  who  spared  no  crime; 
Who  would  his  fears  and  his  contempt  express 
For  irreligion  and  licentiousness ; 
Of  him  our  village  lord,  his  quests  among, 
By  speech  vindictive  proved  his  feelings  stung* 

*•  Were  he  a  bigot,'*  said  the  'acquire,  **  whose  zeal 
Condemn'd  us  all,  I  should  disdam  to  feel : 
But  when  a  man  of  parts,  in  college  train'd, 
Prates  of  our  conduct — who  would  not  be  painMT 
While  he  declaims  (where  no.  one  darea  reply) 
On  men  abandon'd,  grov'ling  in  the  sty 
(Like  beasts  in  human  shape)  of  shameless  humiy. 
Yet  with  a  patriot's  zeal  I  stand  the  shock 
Of  vile  rebuke,  example  to  his  flock : 
But  let  this  rector,  thus  severe  and  proud. 
Change  his  wide  surplice  for  a  narrow  abroad. 
And  I  will  place  within  his  seat  a  youth, 
Train'd  by  the  Graces,  to  explain  the  truth  ; 
Then  shall  the  flock  with  gentle  hand  be  led, 
"By  wisdom  won,  and  by  compassion  fed." 

This  purposed  teacher  was  a  lister's  son. 
Who  of  her  children  gave  the  priesthood  pne , 
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And  she  had  ea;rly  tnin*d  fbr  tiiie  emploj 

The  pliant  talents  of  her  coUe^e-boy : 

At  variooa  times  her  letters  pamted  all 

Her  brother*s  views — the  manners  of  the  hall ; 

The  reolor*ft  hanjiness,  and  the  mischief  made 

By  chiding  those  whom  preachers  should  persuade  ^ 

This  led  the  youth  to  views  of  easy  life, 

A  friendly  patron,  an  obliging  wife ; 

|Iis  tithe,  his  glebe,  the  garden  and  the  steed. 

With  books  as  many  as  he  wished  to  read. 

AH  this  accorded  with  the  nncle^s  will ;. 
Ho  bved  a  iM'iest  compliant,  eas^,  still ; 
Sams  he  haid  often  to  his  &vounte  sent, 
** To  be,"  be  wrote,  **  in  manly  freedom  spent; 
For  well  It  pleased  bis  spirit  lo  assist 
An  honest  lad,  who  scoi-n^d  a  Methodist  :** 
His  mother  too,  |a  her  maternal  care, 
Bade  hhn  of  canting  hypocrites  beware : 
Who  from  bis  duties  would  his  heart  seduce. 
And  make  bis  talents  of  no  earthly  use. 

$«on  most  a  trial  of  his  worth  b^  made** 
The  ancient  priest  is  to  the  tomb  oonvieyM ; 
And  the  yoath  sammon'd  from  a  serious  .itisnd 
His  f  oidp  and  h«s(,  new  duties  to  attend. 

Three  m<mths  before,  the  nephew  and  the  *squire 
Saw  mutual  worth  to  praise  and  to  admire ; 
And  though  the  one  too  early  left  his  wine. 
The  other  still  exchum'd— "*  My  boy  will  shine : 
Yes,  I  perceive  that  he  will  soon  improve. 
And  I  shall  form  the  very  gnide  1  love ; 
Decent  abroad,  he  will  my  name  defend. 
And,  when  at  bpme,  be  social  and  unbend.** 

The  plan  was  specious,  for  the  mind  of  James 
Accorded  duly  vnth  his  uncle's  schemes : 
He  then  aspired  not  to  a  higher  name 
Than  sober  clerks  of  moderate  talents  claim ; 
Gravely  to  pray,  and  rev*rendly  to  preach, 
Was  aU  he  saw,  good  youth  !  within  his  reach : 
Thus  may  ft  mass  of  sulphur  long  abide, 
Cold  and  inert,  but  to  the  flame  applied. 
Kindling  it  blaaes,  and  consuming  turns 
To  smoke  and  poison,  as  it  boils  and  bnnii. 

James,  leaving  college,  to  a  preacher  Btray*d; 
What  eaU'd,  he  knew  not--but  the  caB  obey*d : 
Mild,  idle,  pensive,  ever  led  by  thoee 
Who  could  some  specious  novelty  propose ; 
Humbly  he  llstenM,  while  the  preacher  dwelt 
On  touohing  themes,  and  strotfg  emotions  fdt ; 
And  in  this  night  was  fix*d  that  pliant  will 
To  one  sole  point,  and  he  retains  it  stilL 

At  first  his  care  was  to  himself  confined ; 
Himself  assured,  he  gave  it  to  mankind : 
His  seal  grew  active— hcmest,  earnest  teal. 
And  comibit  dealt  to  him,  he  longM  to  deal ; 
He  to  his  favourite  preacher  now  withdrew, 
Was  taught  to  teach,  intftructed  to  subdue ; 
And  train*d  for  ghostly  warfare,  when  the  cal! 
Of  his  new  duties  reach'd  him  firom  the  haQ. 

Now  to  the  *8(mire,  although  alert  and  stout. 
Came  unexpected  an  attack  of  fout ; 
And  the  grieved  patron  felt  such  serious  pain,    . 
He  never  thought  to  see  a  church  again  : 
Thrice  had  the  yonththl  rector  taught  the  crow(]. 
Whose  growing  numbers  spoke  his  powers  aloud. 


Before  the  patron  eoald  faimseff  rejoice 

(His  pain  stiU  linffering)  in  the  general  ¥oice  f 

For  he  imputed  aU  this  early  Wm 

To  ffracefUl  manner,  and  the  well-known  name ; 

And  to  himself  assUn^ed  a  share  of  praise. 

For  worth  and  talents  he  was  pleased  to  raise. 

A  month  had  flown,  and  with  it.  fled  disease ;  . 
What  pleased  before,  bc^gan  again  to  please ; 
Emerging  daily  from  his  chamber's  gloom. 
He  found  his  old  sensations  harrying  home ; 
Tiben  call*d  his  nephew,  and  ezckim^d,  **  My  bef* 
Let  us  again  the  balm  of  life  enjoy ; 
The  foe  has  left  me,  dnd  I  deem  it  xWht, 
Should  he  return,  to  arm  me  for  the  fight" 

Thus  spoke  the  *squire,  the  favourite  nymph 
stood  by, 
And  view*d  the  priest  with  insult  in  her  eye : 
She  thrice  had  heard  him  when  he  boldly  spoke    • 
On  dangerous  points,  and  fear'd  he  woukl  revolDi: 
For  James  die  loved  not— and  her  manner  told, 
**  This  warm  aflection  will  be  quickly  cold  :**  ^ 
And  still  she  feared  impression  might  be 
Upon  a  subject,  nervous  and  dec^y*d  ;^ 
She  knew  her  dftnger,  and  had  no  desire 
Of  refbrmation  in  the  gallant  'sqnire ; 
And  felt  an  envious  pleasure  in  her  breast 
To  see  the  rector  daunted  and  distressed. 

•  Again  the  uncle  to  the  youth  applied — 
*^  Cast,  my  dear  lad,  that  cursed  gkxNn  ai ' 
There  are  for  all  things  time  and  place ; 
Grave  in  your  pulpit,  and  be  merry  hese : 
Now  take  your  wine— ibr  wees  a  sure  reeooree^ 
And  the  best  prelude  to  a  king  diseoune.** 

James  hatf  obey*d,  but  cast  an  angry  ^e 
On  the  fiiir  lass,  who  still  stood  watchml  by ; 
Resolving  thus,  **  I  have  my  fears — ^but  stiU 
I  must  perfi>rm  my  duties,  and  I  will: 
No  love,  no  interest,  shall  m  v  mind  control ; 
Better  to  lose  my  comforts  than  my  son! ; 
Better  my  uncle's  -favour  to  abjure, 
Than  the  uphraidings  of  my  heart  e&dnie»** 

He  took  his  glass,  and  then  address*d  the  'sqniiw  * 
**  I  feel  not  weB,  permit  me  to  retire.** 
The  'squire  conceived  that  the  ensuing  day 
Gave  him  these  terrors  for  the  grand  eesay. 
When  he  himself  should  this  young  preadier  try. 
And  stand  before  him  with  observant  eye ; 
This  raised  compassion  in  his  manly  breast. 
And  he  would  send  the  rector  to  his  rest : 
Yet  firat,  in  soothing  voice—**  A  moment  stay. 
And  these  suggestions  of  a  fnend  obey  ; 
Treasure  these  hints,  if  fame  or  peace  yoa  prhwi 
The  bottle  emptied,  I  shall  dosp  my  eyes. 

"  On  every  priest  a  two-fold  care  attends, 
To  prove  his  talents,  and  insure  his  friends ;  - 
First,  of  the  first— >yaur  stores  at  once  prodooe. 
And  brinjg  your  readmg  to  its  proper  use : 
On  doctrines  dwell,  and  every  point  enforce 
By  quoting  much,  the  scholar's  sure  resooree  ; 
For  be  alone  can  show  us  on  each  head 
What  ancient  schoolmen  and  sage  fatheis  said  : 
No  worth  has  knowedge,  if  you  ftil  to  show 
How  Well  you  studied,  and  how  much  you  know : 


.TALES. 


197 


h  fttth  J1MT  Mibidet,  and  yda  joige  it  right 
On  thetne  so  Hart  to  ctst  a  ray  of  light  V 
.  Be  it  that  faith  the  orthodox  maintaiiii 
Foond  in  the  rabrick,  what  the  ctcedft  e3q)lahi ; 
Fail  not  to  show  tn  on  this  ancient  Mth 
(And  qaote  the  passage)  what  aoikie  martyr  aaith*: 
Dweb  wft  one  moment  on  a  faith  that  sfaocbi 
Hie  minft  of  men  sinoero  and  orthodox  ( 
Thki  gkMay  faith,  that  roba  the  Wounded  mind 
Of  in  the  comfort  it  was  wont  to  find 
Prom  TirtiioiiB  acta*  and  te  the  soul  denies 
lb  proper  due  for  alms  and  charities ; 
Hut  partial  &itii,  that,  weighing  sins  alone, 
LstB  not  a  virtae  Gm  a  fiiult  atone ;       • 
llat  starving  faith,  that  would  oor  tables  cl^at, 
And  make  one  deeadfiil  Lent  of  all  the  yeal ; 
And  cmel  too,  ibr  this  is  fidth  that  rends 
Confidijig  beauties  from  protecting  friends ; 
A  &ith  that  all  embracing^  what  a  gloom 
Deep  ud  terrific  o*er  the  land  wonid  come ! 
What  scenes  of  horror  would  that  time  disclose ! 
No  light  bat  misery,  and  no  sound  but  woes ; 
Tour  noUe  ftith,  in  loftiet  style  cotiTeyM, 
Shtll  be  with  praise  and  admiration  paid : 
On  pointk  like  thiMe  your  hearers  all  admire 
A  preacbei^s  depth,  and  nothing  more  require ;' 
Shall  we  a  studious  jouth  to  edlege'  send, 
Hiat  eveiy  down  his  words  may  comprehend  t 
Tis  ibr  your  glory,  when  yomr  hearers  own 
Toor  leamsag  mateUessi  but  the  sense  uikBOwn. 
"UnM  honour  f«in*d,  learn  now  to  gain  a  friend. 
And  the  sure  way  i»^-nefiKr  to  oflbnd ; 
For,  James,  oennder — what  your  neighbours  dd 
btheir  own  bosiness,  and  ooneems  not  yoa : 
ftia  all  lesBmbkmte  te  that  fbrward  race 
Who pteach  <^  sina  before  a  sinner's  fiuie; 
And  seem  as  if  they  overlookM  a  pew, 
Oalj  to  drag  a  AMing  man  in  view : 
Modi  should  I  feel,  when  groaning  in  disease, 


If  trough  hand  ttpon  mylimb  should  seiae ; 
AtfreaA  my  anger,  if  this  hand  were  found 
Hk  fery  dactar*a,  who  should  make  it  sound : 
So  fcd  our  minda,  young  priest,  so  doubly  foel. 
When  hurt  by  them  Whose  offioe  is  to  heal 

''Tet  of  our  duties  you  must  something  tall, 
And  most  at  times  on  sin  and  fKilty  dwdl ; 
Hoe  yon  may  preach  in  easy,  flowing  style,^ 
Bov  errors  doud  us,  and  how  sins  defile : 
Hoe  hriof  persiuifliTe  tropes  and  figures  fortii, 
1^  duw  the  poor  that  wedth  is  ncihing  worth ; 
^  they,  in  fact,  possess  an  ample  shun 
or  the  worM^s  good,  and  feel  not  half  its  care ; 
Gin  thera  this  comfori,  and,  indeed,  my  gout 
It  its  foil  vigour  causes  me  some  doubt ; 
^  let  it  always,  for  your  seal,  suffice, 
Tbat  rice  you  combat,  in  the  abstractr-vioe : 
^▼ery  captious  will  be  quiet  then ; 
We  an  oonfiMB  we  are  ofibnding  men : 
h  ladling  sin,  of  evei^  stroke  beware, 
*«  ginners  feel,  and  sinners  you  must  spare ; 
It  fraeral  satire,  every  man  perceives 
^JUffht  attaek^et  neither  fears  nor  grieves ; 
Iteatme  th'  offence,  and  you  absolve  the  rest, 
^  point  the  dagger  ata  single  breast 

*Tet  are  there  siimeke  of  a  class  so  low, 
^you  with  safiBty  may  the  lash  bestow ; 


Poaobers,  and  drunkardi,  iifle  rogues,  who  foed 
At  others*  cost,  a  mark*d  correction  need : 
And  all  the  better  sort,  who  see  your  zeal, 
Will  loire  <and  reverenoe  for  their  pastor  fbel ; 
Reverence  for  one  who  can  inflict  the  snuirt. 
And  love,  because  he  deals  them  not  a  part* 

**  Remember  well  what  love  and  age  advise  s , 
A  quiet  rector  is  a  parish  prize. 
Who  in  his  learning  has  a  deoent  pride ; 
Who  to  his  people  is  a  gentle  guide; 
Who  only  hints  at  fiiilinga  that  he  sees ; 
Who  loves  his  glebe,  his  patron».and  his  ease. 
And  finds  the  way  to  faUMi  and  profit  is  to  plme.** 

The  nephew  answer'd  not,  except  a  «gh 
And  look  of  sorrow  might  be  termM  reply ; 
He  saw  the  {harful  hazard  of  his  state, 
And  held  with  truth  and  safety  strong  debate ; 
Nor  long  he  reasonM,  for  the  zealoUs  youth 
Resolved,  though  lamid,  to  pto&ss  the  truth ; 
And  though  his  friend  should  like  a  lion  roar, 
Truth  would  he  preach,  and  Neither  less  nor  more* ' 

The  bells  had  toU*d— arrived  the  time  of  prayer, 
The  flock  assembled,  and  the  *squile  was  thera : 
And  QoMr  can  poet  sing,  or  proseman  sav. 
The  disappointment  tS  that  trying  day  7 

As  he  who  long  had  trained  a  favourite  steed 
(Whose  blood  and  bone  gave  promise  of  his  speedy 
Sanguine  with  hope,  he  runs  with  partial  eye 
0*er  every  feature^  and  his  bets  are  high ; 
Of  triumph  sure,  he  sees  the  rivals  start, 
And  waits  their  coming  with  exulting  heart ; 
Forestalling  glory,  wida  impatient  glutce. 
And  sure  to  see  hiB  conquering  ste^  advance ; 
The  conquering  steed  advances— luckless  day  { 
A  rival's  Herod  bears  the  prize  away. 
Nor  second  his,  nor  third,  but  lagging  last. 
With  hanging  head  he  comes,  by  all  surpassM : 
Surprise  and  wrath  the  owner's  mind  iniUmA^ 
Love  turns  to  scorn,  and  glory  ends  in  shame  ^-«* 
Thus  waited,  high  in  hope,  the  partial  'squire, 
ESager  to  hear,  impatient  to  admire : 
Wmi  the  young  preacher  in  the  tones  that  find 
A  oertam  passage  to  the  kindling  mind. 
With  air  and  aocent  strange,  impressive,  sad, 
Alarm'd  the  judge— he  trembled  fbr  the  kd ; 
But  when  the  text  announced  the  power  of  grac^ 
Amazement  soowl'd  upon  his  douded  face, 
At  this  degenerate  son  of  his  iUostrious  race; 
Starinff  he  stood,  till  hope  again  arose, 
That  James  might  well  defilne  the  words  he  ckoti  * 
For  tUs  he  listenM— but,  alas !  he  found 
The  preacher  always  on  forbidden  ground. 

And  now  the\mcle  left  the  hated  pew, 
With  James,  and  Jameses  conduct  in  his  viewt 
A  long  farewell  to  all  his  fiivourite  schemes ! 
For  now  no  crated  fanatic's  fhmtie  dreams 
Seem'd  vile  as  James's  conduct,  or  as- James  * 
All  he  had  long  derided,  hated,  fear'd, 
This  from  the  chosen  youth  the  uncle  heard  f 
The  needless  pause,  tlie  fierce  disordered  air, 
The  groan  for  sin,  the  vehemence  of  pntyer* 
Oave  birth  to  wrath,  that,  in  a  lonff  diaoourwi 
Of  grace  triumphant  rose  fo  Ibur4(>ld  ibroa  • 
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He  found  his  thoughts  despised,  fats  rules  trans-* 

gress*d, 
And  while  the  anger  kindled  in  his  breast, 
The  i>ain  must  he  endured  that  ooqld  not  be  ex* 

press'd  e 
Each  new  idea  more  inflamed  his  ire, 
As  fuel  thrown  upon  a  rising  fire : 
A  hearer  yet,  he  sought  by  uireatening  sipi 
To  ease  his  heart,  and  awe  the  young  divme ; 
But  James  refused  those  angry  looks  to  meet, 
Till  he  dismiss*d  his  flock,  and  left  his  seat : 
Exhausted  then  he  felt  his  tremblmg  frame, 
But  fix*d  his  soul — his  sentiments  the  same ; 
And  therefore  wise  it  seem'd  to  fly  from  rage, 
And  seek  for  shelter  in  his  parsonage : 
There,  if  forsaken,  yet  consoled  to  find 
Some  comforte  left  though  not  a  few  resign'd ; 
There,  if  he  lost  an  erring  parentis  love. 
An  honest  conscience  must  the  cause  af^rove ; 
If  the  nice  palate  were  no  longer  fed. 
The  mind  enjoyM  delicious  thoughto  instead ; 
And  if  some  part  of  earthly  good  was  flown. 
Still  was  the  tithe  of  ten  good  &rms  his  own* 

Feat  now,  and  discord,  in  the  tillage  reign. 
The  cod  remonstrate,  ancT  the  meek  complain ; 
But  there  is  war  within,  and  wisdom  pleads  in  vain : 
Now  dreads  the  uncle,  and  proclaims  his  dread, 
Lest  the  boy-priest  should  turn  each  rustic  head ; 
The  certein  converte  cost  him  certain  wo, 
The  doubtfiil  fear  lest  they  should  join  the  foe : 
Matrdhs  of  old,  with  whom  he  used  to  joke. 
Now  pass  his  Honour  with  a  pious  look ; 
Lasses,  who  met  him  once  with  lively  airs. 
Now  cross  his  way,  and  gravely  walk  to  prayers : 
An  old  companion,  whom  he  long  has  loved^ 
By  coward  fears  confess'd  his  conscience  moved ; 
As  the  third  bottle  gave  ite  spirit  forth. 
And  they  bore  witness  to  departed  worth. 
The  friend  arose,  and  he  too  would  depart : — 
*  Man,*'  said  the  'squire,  **  thou  wert  not  wont  to 

start; 
Rast  thou  attended  to  ihfX  foolish  boy. 
Who  would  abridge  all  comforts,  or  destroy  7"' 

Yes,  he  had  listen'd,  who  bad  slumberM  long, 
And  was  convinced  that  something  must  be  wrong 
But,  thoupfh  affected,  still  his  yie&ing  heart, 
And  cravmg  palate,  took  the  unde^s  part ; 
Wjne  now  oppressed  him,  who,  when  fi«e  from  wine. 
Could  seldom  clearly  utter  his  design ; 
But  thoagh  by  nature  and  indulgence  weak. 
Yet,  half  cpnverted,  he  resolved  to  speak ; 
And,  speaking,  own^d,  **  that  in  his  mind  the  youth 
Had  gifts  and  learning,  and  that  truth  was  troth : 
The  'squire  he  honour'd,  and,  for  his  poor  part, 
He  haled  nothing  like  a  hollow  heart : 
But  *t  was  a  maxim  he  had  often  tried. 
That  right  was  right,  and  there  he  would  abide ; 
He  honour'd  learning,  and  he  would  confess 
The  preacher  bad  his  talents — more  or  less : 
Why  not  agree  7  he  thooght  the  voung  divine 
Had  no  such  strictness— -they  mirnt  drink  and  dine ; 
For  them  sufficient— but  he  said  before,—- 
That  troth  was  truth,  and  he  would  drink  no  more." 

This  heard  the  'squire  with  mix'd  contempt  and 
psin; 
He  fearM  the  priest  thb  recreant  sot  would  gain. 


The  fevourite  nymph,  though  not  a  convert  made. 
Conceived  the  man  (he  soom'd  her  cause  would  aid , 
And  when  Uie  spirite  of  her  lord  were  low, 
The  lass  presumed  the  wicked  cause  to  show  ; 
**  It  was  Uie  wretched  li^  his  honour  led. 
And  would  draw  vengeance  on  his  guilty  head ; 

(HeaVn  tmew  how  dreadfully  distressM 


Their  loves  ( 

The  thought  had  made  her !)  were  as  yet  unfaless'd : 
And  till  the  church  had  sanctioned" — Here  she  saw 
The  wrath  that  forced  her  tremUing  to  withdraw. 

Add  to  these  outward  ills,  some  inward  light. 
That  show'd  him  all  was  not  correet  and  right : 
Though  now  he  less  indulged — and  to  the  poor,    . 
From  day  t5  day,  sent  alms  fiiom  door  to  door  ; 
Though  he  some  ease  (torn  eaaj  virtues  found. 
Yet  conscience  told  him  he  could  not  compotmd ; 
But  must  himself  the  darling  sin  deny. 
Change  the  whole  heart — ^but  here  a  heavy  mt^ 
Prodaim'd,  *«  How  vast  the  toil !   and  ah !  how 
weak  am  I !".        ' 

James- too  has  troubl^-^he  divided  sees 
A  parish,  once  harmonious  and  at  ease : 
With  him  united  are  the  simply  meek. 
The  warm,  the  sad,  the  nervous,  and  the  weak ; 
Hie  rest  his  uncle's  save  the  few  beyide 
Who  own  no  doctHne,  and  obey  no  guide ; 
With  s^agglers  of  ej&ch  adverse  camp,  who  lead 
Their  aid  to  both,  biit  each  iu  turn  offend. 

Though  zealous  still,  yet  he  begins  to  feel 
The  beat  too  fierce,  that |[lows  m  vulgar  asal; 
With  pain  he  hears  his  smiple  friends  relate 
Their  week's  experience,  and  their  wofiil  stale : 
With  small  temptation  struggling  every  hour. 
And  bravely  battiing  with  the  tempting  power ; 
His  native  sense  is  hurt  by  Strang  oomplainto 
Of  inward  motions  in  these  warrinff  sainte ; 
Who  never  cast  on  sinfiil  bait  a  kMk 
But  they  perceive  the  devil  at  the  hook : 
Grieved,  yet  compeli'd  to  smile,  he  finds  it  hard 
Against  the  blunders  of  conceit  to  guard ; 
He  sighs  to  hear  the  jeste  his  converts  cause. 
He  cannot  give  their  erring  zeal  applause ; 
But  finds  it  inconsistent  to  oondenm 
The  flights  and  follies  hejtias  nursed  in  them : 
These,  m  opposing  minds,  contempt  produce. 
Or  mirth  occasion,  or  provoke  abuse ; 
On  each  momentous  theme  disgrace  they  bring,. 
And  give  to  Scorn  her  poison  aqd  her  stuig. 


TALE  XVI. 


THE  CONFIDANT. 

Thlnk'ttdioQ  I'd  vuk*  a  life  of  Jealoosy. 
To  follow  Hill  the  changas  of  the  siooo. 
With  frnh  raipioion  1 

OMaa«,aetlB.scsBsS 
Whr  hast  thou  loat  the  Oaeh  bIo9d  in  ihf  cheehi. 
And  siven  mr  treuure  and  mr  rtf  bta  in  thee 
To  Ihiek-erad  miainf  and  eursed  uMlaoetaolr  1 

ITMry /F;  Pan  1,  act  fi«  aeSBtt  S. 
It  ia  exoelleat 
To  have  a  giant^s  atiengthtiiut  tyiannoua 
Touieitaaaoant. 

^ftsnirw /^r  .MkMwrf.  set  ii,«oaa»  S 


TALES. 


IM 


hmHM.  wu  yooDg  and  lovely — ^in  her  eye 
The  glance  of  ^nty,  in  her  cheek  the  dye ; 
Her  shape  was  slender,  and  her  features  amall, 
Bat  graceful,  easy,  unaffected  all : 
'RieljTelieat  tinta  her  youthful  face  diacloaed ; 
There  beauty  sparkled,  and  there  health  reposed ; 
For  the  pure  blood  that  flush'd  that  rosy  cheek 
Spake  what  the  heart  forbad  the  tongue  to  speak ; 
And  told  the  feelings  of  that  heart  as  well. 
Nay,  with  more  candour  than  the  tongue  could  tell : 
Though  this  fair  lass  had  with  the  wealthy  dwelt^ 
Tet  lUe  the  damsel  of  the  cot  she  felt ; 
And,  at  the  distant  hint  or  dark  surmise, 
Xbe  blood  into  the  mantling  cheek  woltfd  rise.. ' 

Now  Anna*s  station  frequent  terrors  wrought 
Ib  one  whose   looks  were  with  such  meaning 

iirangbt ; 
For  oo  a  lady,  as  an  humble  friend, 
It  was  her  painful  office  to  attend. 

Her  duties  here  were  of  the  usual  kind — 
And  some  the  body  harassed,  some  the  mind : 
BiOets  she  wrote,  and  tender  stories  read. 
To  make  the  lady  sleepy  in  her  bed'; 
She  i^ay'd  at  whist,  but  with  infbrior  skill. 
And  hfxrd  the  summons  as  a  call  to  drill ; 
Mosie  was  ever  pleasant  till  she  playM 
At  a  request  that  no  request  convey'd  ; 
The  lady's  tales  with  anxious  looks  she  heard. 
For  she  must  witness  what  her  friend  averr'd : 
The  lady's  taste  she  must  in  all  approve. 
Hate  whom  she  hated,  whom  she  loved  must  love : 
llMse  with  the  various  duties  of  her  place. 
With  care  she  studied,  and  performed  with  grace ; 
She  veil*d  her  troubles  in  a  mask  of  ease, 
And  show'd  her  pleasure  was  a  power  to  please. 

Sneh  were  the  damsel's  duties ;  she  was  poor — 
Above  a  servant,  but  with  service  more : 
Mjen  on  her  &ce  with  Careless  freedom  gaxed, 
N<ir  thought  how  painful  was  the  glow  they  raised ; 
A  wealthy  few  to  gain  her  &vonr  tried. 
Bat  not  the  fiivour  of  a  grateful  bride : 
Tbey  spoke  their  purpose  with  an  easy  air. 
That  shamed  and  frighten'd  the  dependent  ftir ; 
Past  time  she  view'd,  the  passing  time  to  cheat, 
Bat  nothing  found  to  make  the  present  sweet ; 
With  pensive  soul  she  read  life's  future  page,' 
And  saw  dependent,  poor,  repining  age. 

Bnt  who  shall  dare  t*  assert  what  yeart  may 
bring, 
Wlien  wanders  fh>m  the  passing  hour  may  spring  7 
Tliere  dwelt  a  yeoman  in  the  place,  whose  mind 
Was  gentle,  generous,  cultivated,  kind ; 
For  thirty  years  he  labour'd ;  fortune  then 
Placed  the  mild  rustic  with  superior  men : 
A  richer  Stafford  who  had  lived  to  save. 
What  he  had  treasured  to  the  poorer  gave ; 
Wbo  with  a  sober  mind  that  treasure  view'd. 
And  the  slight  studies  of  his  youth  renew'd : 
He  not  proranndly,  but  discreetly  read, 
Axul  a  fair  mind  with  useful  culture  f^ ; 
Tlicn  thought  of  marriage—**  But  the  great,"  said 

he,     . 
*  I  shall  not  suit,  nor  will  the  meaner  me ;" 
Anna  be  saw,  admired  her  modest  air ; . 
Be  thought  her  virtuous,  and  he  knew  her  fiur ; 


Love  raised  his  pity  for  her  humble  state, 
And  prodipted  wishes  for  her  happier  fate ; 
No  pride  in  money  would  his  feelings  wound. 
Nor  vulgar  manners  huK  him  and  confound : 
He  then  the.  lady  at  the  hall  address'd. 
Sought  her  consent,  and  his  regard  ezprese'd ; 
Yet  if  some  cause  his  earnest  wish  dented, 
He  begg'd  to  know  it,  and  he  bow'd  and  sigh'd. 

The  lady  own'd  that  she  was  loth  to  part, 
But  praised  the  damsel  for  her  gentle  heart, 
Her  pleasing  person,  and  her  bfooming  health ;   • 
But  epded  thus,  **  Her  virtue  is  her  wealth." 

**  Then  is  she  rich !"  he  cried,  with  lively  air ; 
*'But  whence,  so  please  you,  came  a  lass  so  falrT' 

**  A  placeman's  child  was  Anna,  one  who  died 
And  left  a  widow  by  afflictions  tried ; 
She  to  support  her  infant  daughter  strove. 
But  early  left  the  object  of  her  love ; 
Her  youth,  her  beauty,  and  her  orphan.8tate 
Gave  a  kind  countess  iq^rest  in  her  fiite ; 
With  her  she  dwelt,  and  still  might  dwelling  be,  ■ 
When  the  earl's  folly  caused  the  lass  to  flee; 
A  second  friend  was  she  compell'd  to  shun 
By  the  rude  offers  of  an  uncheck'd  son ; 
I  found  her  then,  and  with  a  mother's  love 
Regard  the  gentle  girl  whom  you  approve ; 
Yet,  e'en  with  roe  protection  is  not  peaoe. 
Nor  man's  designs,  nor  beauty's  triiU,  cease ; 
Like  sordid  boys  by  costly  fruit  they  fed. 
They  will  not  purchase,  but  they  try  to  tfteal.'* 

Now  this  good  lady,  like  a  witness  true. 
Told  but  the  truth,  and  all  the  truth  she  knew; 
And  't  is  our  doty  and  our  pain  to  show 
Truth  this  good  lady  had  not  means  to  know. 
Yes,  there  was  lock'd  within  the  damsel's  breast 
A  fiust  important  to  be  now  confess'd ; 
Grently,  my  rouse,  th'  afflicting  t^  relate, 
And  have  some  fbeling  for  a  sister's  &te. 

Where  Anna  dwelt,  a  conquering  hero  came,— 
An  Irish  captain,  Sedley  was  his  name ; 
And  he  too  had  that  same  prevailing  ait, 
That  gave  sofl  wishes  to  the  virgin's  heart ; 
In  years  they  differ'd ;  he  had  thirty  seen 
When  this  young  beauty  counted  just  fifteen ; 
Bat  still  they  were  a  lovely  Hvely  pair. 
And  trod  on  earth  as  if  they  trod  on  air. 

On  love,  delightfbl  theme !  the  captain  dwelt. 
With  force  still  growing  with  the  hopes  he  felt; 
But  with  some  caution  and  reluctance  told. 
He  had  a  father  crafty,  harsh,  and  old ; 
Who,  as  posseseiuff  much,  would  much  expect, 
Or  both,  for  ever,  uom  his  love  reject : 
Why  then  offence  to  one -so  powerful  give. 
Who  (for  theb  comfort)  had  not  long  to  live  T  . 

With  this  poor  prospect  the  deluded  maid. 
In  words  confiding,  was  indeed  betray 'd ; 
And,  soon  as  terrors  in  her  bosom  roso. 
The  hero  fled ;  they  hinder'd  his  repose. 
Deprived  of  him,  she  to  a  parent's  breast 
Her  secrets  trusted,  and  her  pains  express'd : 
Let  her  to  town  (so  prudence  urged)  repair. 
To  shun  disgrace,  at  least  to  hide  it  there ; 
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Bat  erQ  she  went,  the  luckless  damsel  prayM 
A  chosen  frietad  might  lend  her  kindly  aid : 
**  Yes ;  mj  sours  sister,  ihy  Blkt,  oome, 
Hear  her  huit  sigh,  and  ease  tl^y  Anti«*8  do^m  :** 
••  T  is  a  foors  wish,"  the  an^  father  cried, 
But,  loflft  itt  troubles  of  his  own,  oomptied : 
And  dear  Elixa  to  her  friend  was  sent,   . 
T*  inddge  that  wish,  and  be  her  puhishtnent ; 
The  time  arrived,  and  brought  a  tenfold  dread ; 
The  time  was  past,  and  all  Uie  terrot  fled ; 
The  in&nt  died ;  the  face  resumed  each  pharm, 
And  reason  now  brought  trouble  and  alatrn : 
**  Should  her  Eliza — ^no !  she  was  too  just. 
Too  good  and  kind^but  ah !  too  y<mng  to  tmst** 
Aiiii$  returned,  her  former  place  resumed, 
And  faded  b^utj  with  new  grace  re.bloom*d. 
And  if  some  whispers  of  Uie  past  were  heard, 
They  died  innoxious,  as  no  cause  appearM ; 
But  other  car^s  on  Anna's  bosom  press'd,  ' 
Shb  aaw  her  fi&tfaer  gloomy  and  distress'd ; 
He  died  o^rwhehnM  with  debt,  and  soon  vna  ahed 
The  filial  iorrow  o'er  a  mother  dead  : 
She  vottgbt  EUza^s  arms,  that  fidthfiil  friend  w«8 


Then  was*  compassion  by  the  oounteas  shown. 
And  all  th'  adTentorea  of  her  life  are  known. 

And  now  beyond  her  hopes— no  longer  tried 
By  slavish  awe^-she  lived  a  yeoman's  bride ; 
Tlien  blesi'd  her  lot|  and  with  a  gratefol  mind 
Was  carefiil,  cheeriiil,  vigilant,  and  kind : 
The  gentle  husband  &It  supreme  delight, 
Blese'd  by  her  joy,  and  happy  in  her  sight ; 
He  saw  with  prido  in  every  friend  and  guest 
High  odmirmtion  and  regud  ezpress'd : 
With  greater  pride,  and  with  superior  joy. 
He  loMC'd  exulting  on  his  first-born  boy : 
To  tier  fond  breast  the  wife  her  infint  strain'd. 
Some  feelings  utter'd,  some  were  not  explain'd } 
And  she  enraptured  with  her  treasure  grew, 
"The  sight  familiar,  but  the  pleasure  new. 

Yet  there  appear'd  within  that  tranquil  state 
Some  tfareat'ning  prospect  of  uncertain  &te ; 
Between  the  married  when  a  secret  lies, 
It  wakes  suspicion  from  enfi>roed  disguise ; 
Still  thought  the  wife  upon  her  absent  friend, 
With  all  that  must  upon  her  truth  depend ; 
**  There  b  no  being  in  the  world  beside. 
Who  can  discover  wliat  that  friend  will  hide ; 
Who  knew  the  fact,  knew  not  my  name  or  state, 
Who  these  can  tell  can  not  tiie  fact  relate ; 
But  thou,  Eliia,  canst  the  whole  impart. 
And  all  my  safety  is  thy  generous  heart" 

MizM  vvith  these  fears— but  light  and  tnuisient 


Fled  years  of  peace,  prosperity,  and  ease : 
:  So  tranquil  all  that  scarce  a  gloomy  dtj 

For  days  of  gloom  unmix'd  prepared  the  way ; 

One  eve,  the  wife,  still  happy  in  her  state, 
.  Sang  gaily,  thoughtless  of  approaching  fiite : 
•  Then  came  a  letter,  that  (received  in  dread 

Not  unobserved)  she  in  confusion  read ; 
'The  substance  this— •«  Her  friend  rejoiced  to  find 
'  That  she  had  riches  with  a  grateful  mind ; 
'  While  poor  Eliza  hail  from  place  to  place 
>Beeii  lured  by  hope  io  labour  for  disgrace ; 


That  every  schem^  her  wwideringbivbaiBd  trledU 
Pain'd  while  he  lived,  afid  perish'd  when  he  died." 
She  then  of  want  in  angry  styile  oomphuil'd. 
Her  phild  a  burden  to  iher  life  reaaain'd. 
Her  kindsed  slrana'd  her  prayer^  no  fiiond  bar 
soul  sustainM. 


**  Yet  why  neglected  t    Dearest  Anna  knew 
Her  worth  once  tried,  her  friendship  ever  true ; 
She  hosed,  she  trusted,  though  by  wants  oppress'd^ 
To  (ock  the  trefisured  secret  in  her  bMast ; 
Yet,  vez'd  by  trouble,  must  apply  to  one, 
f\)r  kindness  due  to  her  for  kincmess  done.** 

In  Anna%  mind  was  tamah,  in  her  feoe 
Flushings  of  dread  had  momentary  place : 
**|  must,"  she  judged,  **  these  crud  lines  ezpdse^ 
Or  fears,  or  worse  than  fears,  my  crime  disclose.* 

The  letter  shewui  he  wid^  with  sober  smil^— 
**  Anna,  your  friend  has  not  a  friendly  style : 
Say,  where  oould  you  with  this  fair  lady  dwell. 
Who  boasts  of  secrets  that  she  scorns  to  fell  7** 
**  At  school,**  she  answer'd :  he  «  at  school !"  replied ; 
**  Nay,  then  I  know  the  secrets  yon  would  hide : ' 
Some  longings  these,  without  dispute, 
Some  yoiUhful  gaspings  for  forbidden  firuit ; 
Why  so  disorder'd,  love  7  are  such  the  crimes 
That  give  us  sorrow  in  our  graver  times  T 
Come,  take  a  present  for  your  friend,  and  rest 
In  perfect  ppace— you  find  you  are  confess'd.** 

This  cloud,  though  part,  alarm*d  the  conseioiis 
wife. 

Presaging  glooin  and  sorrow  for  her  life  ; 
Who  to  hSdT  answer  join'd  a  ferrsnt  pnyer. 
That  her  Eliaa  would  a  sistsr  spare : 
If  she  again— but  was  there  eause?— should  mn^ 
Let  her  diMct--4uid  then  she  named  a  friend : 
A  sad  expedient  untried  friends  to  trust. 
And  still  to  fear  the  tried  may  be  mijiist: 
^«ch  is  his  pain,  who,  by  his  debt  oppress'd. 
Seeks  by  new  bonds  a  temporary  rest 

Few  were  her  peacefiil  days  till  Anna  read 
The  words  she  dreaded,  ajid  had  cause  to  dread :— « 

**  Did  she  belisvot  did  she,  unkind,  suppoaa 
That  thus  Eliaa's  friendship  ynM  to  ck)oe  7 
No !  though  she  tried,  and  her  desire  was  plain. 
To  break  the  friendly  bond,  she  strove  in  vmin ; 
Ask'd  she  for  silence  7  ythy  so  loud  the  caU, 
And  yet  the  token  of  her  love  so  small  7 
By  means  like  these  will  you  attempt  to  bmd 
Aiid  check  the  movements  of  an  injured  mind  I 
Poor  as  I  am,  I  shall  be  proud  to  show 
What  dangerous  secrets  I  may  safely  know : 
Secrets  to  men  of  jealous  minds  oonvev'd, 
Ha^B  many  a  noble  house  in  ruins  laid : 
Anna,  I  trust,  although  with  wrongs  beset. 
And  urged  by  want,  I  shall  be  faiOiful  yet; 
But  what  temptation  may  from  these  arise. 
To  take  a  slighted  woman  by  surprise. 
Becomes  a  subject  for  your  serious  carc-^ 
For  who  offends,  must  for  offence  prepare." 

Pcrplex'd,  dismay'd,  the  wife  foresaw  her  doom 
A  day  dcfcrr'd  was  ^et  a  day  to  come ; 
But  still,  though  painful  her  suspended  state. 
She*  dreaded  more  the  crisis  of  her  fate ; 
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Better  to  die  than  StaffbriTfl  scom  to  meet. 
And  her  strange  friend  perhaps  would  be  discreet ; 
Presents  she'  sent,  and  made  a  strong  appeal 
To  woman's  filings,  begging  her  to  feel ; 
With  too  much  ibrae  she  wrote  of  jealons  men, 
And  her  tears  (ailing  spoke  beyond  her  pen ; 
Bi2a*b  silence  she  again  implored. 
And  promised  all  that  j^rudence  could  afford. 

For  Jooks  eonposed  and  careless  Anna  tried ; 
She  seemM  in  trottUo,  and  anoonscioas  ngh'd  i 
The  &ithf(il  fauskuid,  who  devoutly  loved 
His  silent  partner^  with  donoerD  reproved  t 
*  What  secret  sorrows  on  mj  Anna  press, 
Hat  WvB  may  not  partake,  sor  care  redress  7** 
*Noii^  nofte,**  she  answerM,  with  a  kwk  so  kind. 
That  tlifl  fi»d  man  determined  to  be  blind. 

A  few  sQCoeedin^  weeks  of  brief  repose 
In  Anna's  cheek  revived  the  &ded  rose ; 
A  hiK  like  this  the  western  sky  displays, 
That  j^lows  «while^  and  withers  as  we  gase. 

Afaln  the  fiiend*s  tormenting  letter  cam^-^ 
'■The  wants  she  soficrM  were  afiection's  shame; 
She  with  her  child  a  life  of  tenon  led, 
Viihappy  fruit!  tmt  ofa  lawftil  bed : 
Her  fiiaid  was  tasting  every  bliis  in  Ufb, 
The  joyihi  motiier,  and  the  wealthy  wife; 
While  she,  was  placed  in  doabt,  in  fear,  in  want, 
To  starve  on  triiSes  that  the  happy  grant ; 
Poorly  for  all  her  fiiithfbl  silence  paid. 
And  tantalized  by  inefiectual  aid : 
She  eoold  not  thos  a  beggar's  lot  endure; 
She  wanted  something  permanent  an^  sure : 
If  they  were  friends,  then  equal  be  th^  lot, 
And  she  was  free  to  apeak  if  they  were  not** 

Despair  and  terror  seized  the  wife,  to  find 
The  mkfal  working  of  a  vnlfar  mind : 
Mmmj  she  had  not,  bat  the  hint  of  dress 
Tanf^ht  her  new  bribes,  new  terrors  to  redress :    • 
She  with  such  feeling  then  described  her  woes, 
lliat  envy's  self  might  on  the  view  repose ; 
Hi^ii  to  a  mother's  pains  she  made  appeal. 
And  paioted  grief  tike  one  oompell'd  to  feeL 

Yes !  so  she  felt,  that  in  her  air,  her  fece. 
In  every  purpose,  and  in  every  place ; 
In  her  slow  motion,  in  her  languid  mien. 
Hie  grief^  the  sickness  of  her  soul  were  seen. 

Of  some,  mysterious  in  the  husband  sole, 
I^airfd  to  trace  it,  fer  he  hoped  to  cure; 
Something  he  knew  obeeurely,  and  had  eeen 
His  wife  attend  a  cottage  on  the  ffreen ; 
Love,  loth  to  wound,  endured  oonjecture  long. 
Tin  fear  would  speak,  and  spoke  in  language  strong. 

**  An  I  must  know,  my  Annar-tmly  know 
Whence  these  emotions,  terrors,  troubles  flow ; 
Give  me  thy  griet,  and  I  win  fiirly  prove 
Mine  is  no  selfish,  no  nngeneroos  love." 

Now  Anna's  soul  the  seat  of  strife  became. 
Fear  with  respect  contended,  love  with  shame ; 
Bat  fear  prevailing  was  the  ruling  guide, 
fteeulbing  what  to  shdw  and  what  to  hide. 

^  b  is  my  friend,"  she  said— ^  But  why  disclose 
^A  woman's  weakness  struggling  with  her  woest 
\  9A      •  . 


Yes^  she  has  grieved  me  by  her  fend  oomplamts, 

The  wrongs  she  sufiers,  the  distress  she  paints  s 

Something  we  do^but  she  afflicts  me  still, 

And  says,  with  power  to  help,  I  want  the  wiU ; 

This  plaintive  style  I  pity  and  excuse. 

Help  when  I  can,  and  grieve  when  I  refhse  ;         ^ 

But  here  my  useless  sorrows  I  resign. 

And  will  be  happy  in*  a  love  like  thine." 

The  husband  doubted ;  he  was  kind  but  cool : — 

**  T  ia  a  strong  friendship  to  arise  at  school ; 

Once  more  then,  love,  once  more  the  sufferer  aid,-» 

I  too  can  pity,  but  I  must  upbraid ; 

Of  these  vain  feelings  then  thy  bosom  free. 

Nor  be  o'erwhefan'd  by  uselsss  sympathy." 

Hie  wife  again  despatch'd  the  useless  bribe. 
Again  essay 'd  her  terrors  to  describe ;  ^ 
Again  with  kindest  Words  entreated  peace. 
And  begg'd  her  ofierings  Ibr  a  time  might  tease. 

A  caha  succeeded,  but  too  tike  the  one 
That  causes  terror  ere  the  storm  comes  on; 
A  secret  sorrow  tived  in  Anna's  heart, 
In  Stafford's  mind  a  secret  fear  of  art ; 
Not  lone  they  lasted — this  determined  fee 
Knew  u!  her  claims,  and  nothing  would  fer^; 
Again  her  letter  came,  where  Anna  read, 
**  My  child,  one  cause  of  my  distress,  is  dead : 
Heav'n  has  my  infect :"  *■  Heartless  wretch !"  she 

cried, 
••  Is  this  thy  joy  7"  "  I  am  no  longer  lied  : 
Now  wiU  i,  hast'ning  to  my  friend,  partake 
Her  carea  and  comforts,  and  no  more  forsake ; 
Now  shall  we  both  in  equal  station  move^ 
Save  that  my  fri^d  enjoys  a  husband's  love." 

Complaint  and  threats  so  strong  the  wife  amazedg 
Who  wildly  on  her  cottage-neighbour  gazed ; 
Her  tones,  her  trembling,  first  betiay'd  her  grief; 
When  floods  of  tears  gave  anguish  its  reUet 

She  fear'd  that  Staflbrd  would  refuse  assent,     - 
And  knew  her  selfish  friend  would  not  relent ; 
She  must  petition,  yet  delay'd  the  task. 
Ashamed,  afraid,  and  yet  compell'd  to  ask ; 
Unknown  to  him  some  object  fiU'd  her  mind. 
And,  once  suspicious,  he  ^came  unkind  : 
They  sate  one  evening,  each  absorb'd  in  gloom. 
When,  hark !  a  noise,  and,  rushing  to  the  room. 
The  friend  tripp'd  tightly  in,  and  laughing  said* 
"I  come." 

Anna  received  her  with  an  anxious  mind. 
And  meeting  whisper'd,  **  Is  Eliza  kind?" 
Reserved  arid  cool,  the  husband  sought  to  prove 
The  depth  and  ferce  of  this  mysterious  love. 
To  nought  that  passed  between  the  straneer-ftiend 
And  lus  meek  partner  seem'd  he  to  attend ; 
But,  anxious,  listen'd  to  the  lightest  word 
That  mig^  some  knowledge  of  his  gueet  affi>rd; 
And  learn  the  reason  one  to  him  so  dear 
Should  feel  such  fondness,  yet  betray  such  fear. 

Soon  he  perceived  this  uninvited  guest. 
Unwelcome  too,  a  sovereign  power  possess'd ; 
Lofty  she  was  and  careless,  while  the  meek 
And  humbled  Anna  was  afraid  to  speak  : 
As  mute  she  listen'd  with  a  painful  smile, 
Hei*  firiend  sate  laughing  and  at  ease  the  whiles 
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Telling  her  idle  4^Ie6  with  ail  the  glee 

Of  careleM  and  un&eliQg  levity. 

With  calm  good  sense  he  knew  his  wife  endued. 

And  now  with  wounded  pride  her  conduct  view*d ; 

Her  speech  was  low,  her  every  look  convey'd-*- 

**  I  am  a  slave,  subservient  and  afraid." 

All  trace  of  comfort  vanished  if  she  spoke. 

The  noisy  friend  upon  her  purpose  broke ; 

To  her  remarks  with  insolence  replied. 

And  her  assertions  doubted  or  denied  ; 

While  the  meek  Anna  like  an  infant  shook, 

Woe-strtick  and  trembling  at  the  serpent's  look. 

*"  There  is,"  said  Stafford,  *'  yes,  there  is  a 
This  creature  frights  her,  overpowers  and  awes.^ 
Six  weeks  had  pasa'd — **■  In  truth,  my  bve,  this 

friend 
Has  liberal  notions ;  what  does  she  intend  7 
Without  a  bint  she  came,  and  will  she  stay 
Till  she  receives  the  hint  to  go  away  ?** ' 

Confased  the  wife  replied,  in  ifpite  of  truth, 
**  I  love  the  dear  companion  of  my  youth." 
**  T  is  well,"  said  Stafford ;  *«  then  your  loves  renew ; 
Trust  me,  your  rivals,  Anna,  will  be  few." 

Though  playful  this,  she  felt  too  much  distreavM 
.  T*  admit  the  consolation  of  a  jest ; 
111  she  reposed,  and  in  her  dreams  would  sigh, 
And,  murmuring  forth  her  anguish,  beff  to  die ; 
With  sunken  eye,  slow  pace,  and  pallid  cheek, 
She  lookM  confusion,  and  she  fear'd  to  speak. 

All  this  the  friend  beheld,  for,  quick  of  sight. 
She  knew  the  husband  eager  for  her  flight ; 
And  that  by  force  alone  she  could  retain 
The  lasting  comforts  she  had  hope  to  gain : 
She  now  perceived,  to  win  her  post  foe  lifo, 
She  must  infuse  fresh  terrors  in  the  wife ; 
Must  bid  to  friendship's  feebler  ties  adieu. 
And  boldly  claim  the  object  in  her  view : 
She  saw  the  husband's  love,  and  knew  the  power 
Her  friend  might  use  in  some  propitious  hour. 

Meantime  the  anxious  wifo,  from  pure  distress 
Assuming  courage,  said,  ^  I  will  confess  f* 
But  with  her  children  felt  a  parent's  pride. 
And  sought  once  more  the  hated  truth  to  hide. 

Ofl&nded,  grieved,  impatient,  Stafford  bore 
The  odious  diange  till  he  could  boar  no  more ; 
A  friend  to  truth,  in  speech  and  action  plam. 
He  held  all  fi«ud  arid  cunning  ui  disdain ; 
But,  fraud  to  find,  and  &lsehood  to  detect. 
For  once  he  fled  to  measures  hidirect 

One  day  the  friends  were  seated  in  that  room 
The  guest  with  care  adom'd,  and  named  her  home : 
To  please  the  eye,  there  curious  prints  were  plaoed, 
And  some  light  volumes  to  amuse  the  taste ; 
Letters  and  music,  on  a  table  laid, 
The  &vourite  studies  of  the  fair  betray  M ; 
Beneath  the  window  waa  the  toilet  spread, 
And  the  fire  gleam'd  upon  a  crimson  bed. 

In  Anna's  looks  and  falling  tears  were  seen 
How  interesting  had  their  subjects  been : 
•*  Oh !  then,"  resumed  the  friend,  **  I  plainly  find 
That  you  and  Stafford  know  each  other's  mind ; 
I  must  depart,  must  on  the  world  be  thrown, 
Mk9  one  discarded,  worthless  and  unknown; 


But  shall  I  carry,  and  to  please  a  (be, 

A  painful  secret  in  my  bosom  ?  No ! 

Think  not  your  friend  a  reptile  you  nuy  tread 

Beneath  your  feet,  and  say,  the  worm  is  dead ; 

I  have  some  feeling,  and  will  not  be  made 

The  seom  of  her  whoih  love  cannot  persuade : 

Would  not  your  word,  your  slightest  wish,  eflbet 

All  that  I  hope,  petition,  or  expect? 

The  power  you  have,  but  you  the  use  decline— • 

Proof  that  you  feel  not,<ir  you  foar  not  mine. 

There  was  a  time,  when  I,  a  tender  maid. 

Flew  at  a  call,  and  your  desires  QbeyM ; 

A  very  mother  to  the  child  became. 

Consoled  your  sorrow,  and  conceal'd  your  shame; 

But  now,  grown  rich  and  happy,  from  the  door 

You  thrust  a  bosom  friend,  despised  and  poor ; 

That  child  alive,  its  mother  might  have  known 

The  hard  ungrateful  spirit  she  has  shown." 

Here  paused  the  guest,  and  Anna  cried  at  lengtb^ 
**  You  try  me,  cruel  friend  I  beyond  my  strei^rtli ; 
Would  1  had  been  beside  my  in&nt  laid. 
Where  none  would  vex  me,  threaten,  or  upbraid.** 

In  Anna's  looks  the  friend  beheld  despair ; 
Her  speech  she  soflen'd,  and  composed  her  air : 
Yet  while  professing  love,  she  aniwered  still — 
**  You  can  befriend  me,  but  you  want  the  wilL** 
They  parted  thus,  and  Anna  went  her  way. 
To  shed  her  secret  sorrows,  and  to  pray. 

Stafford,  amused  with  books,  and  fond  of  faoOM^ 
B^  reading  oft  dispell'd  the  evening  gloom ; 
B&story  or  tale — all  heard  him  wi£  delight, 
And  thus  was  pass'd  this  memorable  night 

The  listenusg  friend  bestow'd  a  flattering  mnile; 
A  sleeping  boy  the  mother  held  the  while ; 
And  ere  she  fondly  bore  him  to  his  bed. 
On  his  fair  face  the  tear  of  anguish  shed. 

And  now  his  task  resumed,  **  My  tale,"  said  he^ 
**  Is  short  and  sad,  short  may  our  sadness  be !" 

**The  Caliph  Harun,*  as  historians  tell. 
Ruled,  for  a  tyrant,  admirably  well; 
Where  his  own  pleasures  were  not  Umch'd,  to  mea 
He  was  humane,  and  sometimes  even  then ; 
Harun  was  fond  of  fitiits,  and  gardens  fair,  - 
And  woe  to  all  whom  he  found  poaching  there ! 
Among  his  pages  was  a  lively  boy. 
Eager  in  search  of  every  trifling  joy; 
His  feelings  vivid,  and  his  foncy  strong. 
He  sigh'd  for  pleasure  while  he  shrank  from  wrong'! 
When  by  the  caliph  in  the  garden  placed 
He  saw  the  treasures  which  he  long'd  to  laele ; 
And  oft  alone  he  ventured  to  behold 
Rich  hanging  fruits  with  rind  of  glowing  gold; 
Too  long  he  staid  forbidden  bliss  to  view. 
His  virtue  failing,  as  his  longings  grew ; 
Athirst  and  wearied  with  the  noon-tide  beat. 
Fate  16  the  garden  led  his  luckless  feet; 
With  eager  eyes  and  open  mouth  he  stood. 
Smelt  the  sweet  breath,  and  touch'd  the  fragiuil 
food; 


*  The  ■OT*«igB  bm«  nMaot  n  tho  Haroon 
nn  ■!  RMbid  who  diad  earlj  in  the  sioth 
the  haftrer,  and  MuelMMa  Um  Imvo,  of  a  lals 
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Tbe  temptiiig  beauty  iparkMn^r  vA  the  sun 
CharmM  his  youog  seiiMf he-ate,  and  waa  nndone 
When  the  fend  glaftdn  paaaed,  hia  eyee  aro«nd 
He  tam*l),  and  eyea  upon  him  turfiing  found ;' 
PlBfluted  he  beheld  the  spy,  a  brother-page, 
A  friend  aiiied  in  office  and  in  age; 
Who  promised  much  that  secret  he  would  be, 
Bat  high  the  price  he  fiz*d  on  secrecy. 

**  *  Were  you  suspected,  mj  unhappy  friend,* 
Began  the  boy,  '  where  would  your  sorrows  end  ? 
In  all  the  palace  there  is  not  a  pa^ 
Hie  caliph  would  not  torture  in  his  rage : 
I  think  I  see  thee  now  impaled  alive. 
Writhing  in  pansfs — but  come,  my  fi^end !  reme ; 
Had  some  beheld  you,  all  your  purse  contains 
Could  not  have  MTed  you  from  terrific  pains ; 
I  scorn  fuch  meanness ;  and,  if  not  in  debt, 
Would  not  an  aaper  on  your  lolly  set* 

^  Tbe  hint  was  strong ;  young  Osmyn  search'd 
his  store 
For  bribes,  and  found  he  soon  ciofuld  bribe  no  more ; 
That  time  arrived,  for  08myn*s  stock  was  small. 
And  the  young  tyrant  now  possessM  it  all ; 
Hw  cruel  youth,  with  his  companidns  near. 
Gave  the  broad  hint  that  raised  the  sudden  foar ; 
Th*  ungenerous  insult  now  was  daily  shown, 
And  OBmyn*s  peace  and  honest  pride  were  flown ; 
Then  came  augmenting  woes,  and  fancy  strong 
Drew  forms  of  sufleruig,  a  tormenting  throng ; 
He  felt  degra^ded,  and  the  struggling  mind 
Sired  not  be'  free,  and  could  not  be  resign'd ; 
And  all  his  pains  and  fervent  prayers  obtain*d 
Was  truoe  from  insult,  while  the  fears  remain*d. 

**  One  day  it  chanced  that  this  degraded  boy 
And  tyrant-friend  were  fiz*d  at  their  employ ; 
Who  now  had  thrown  restraint  and  ferm  aude, 
And  fi)r  his  bribe  in  plainer  speech  applied : 
*  Long  have  I  waited,  and  the  last  supply 
Was  but  B  pittance,  yet  how  patient  I ! 
But  give  me  now  what  thy  first  terrors  gave, 
Hy  speech  shall  praise  thee,  and  my  silence  save.* 

*  Oamyn  had  feund,  in  many  a  dreadful  day. 
The  tyrant  fiercer  when  he  seemM  in  play : 
He  begf^d  forbearance ;  *  I  have  not  to  give ; 
Spare  me  awhile,  althoujgfh  *t  is  pain  to  live : 
Cb  i  had  that  stolen  fruit  the  power  possessVl 
To  war  with  life,  I  now  had  been  at  rest* 

«**So  fond  of  death,'  replied  the  boy,  •'tis  phun 
Ihtm  hast  no  certain  notion  of  the  pain ; . 
But  to  the  caliph  were  a  secret  shown, 
Death  has  no  pain  that  would  be  then  unlmown.' 

**  Now,  save  the  itoiT,  in  a  closet  near. 
Hie  mooandi  eeated,  chanced  the  boys  to  hear ; 
There  ofl  he  came,  when  wearied  on  his  throne, 
To  read,  sleep,  listen,  pray,  or  be  akme. 

**  The  tale  proceeds,  when  first  the  caliph  found 
That  he  was  robb*d,  although  alone,  he  firown*d ; 
And  swore  in  wrath,  that  he  would  send  the  boy 
Far  from  his  notice,  fevour,  or  employ ; 
But  gentler  movements  soothed  his  rufiled  mind. 
And  hk  own  failings  taught  him  to  bo  kind.. 

**BeientingthonghtB  then  painted  Osmyn  young, 
Bie  p^prioo  urgent,  and  temptation  strong ; 


And  that  he  suflfer'd  from  their  villain^py 

Pains  worse  than  deatH  till  he  desired  to  die ; 

Then  if  hia  morals  had  received  a  stain. 

His  bitter  sorrows  made  him  pure  a^ain : 

To  Reason,  Pity  lent  her  eenerous  aid, 

For  one  so  tempted,  troubwd,  and  betrav'd ; 

And  a  free  pardon  the  glad  boy  restored 

To  the  kipd  presence  of  a  j^ntle  lord ; 

Who  from  his  office  and  his  country  drove 

That  tnitor>friend,  whom  pains  nor  pray*rs  could 

move; 

Who  raised  the  fean  no  mortal  could  endure. 
And  then  with  cruel  av'rice  sold  the  cure. 

*  My  tale  is  ended ;  but,  to  be  applied, 
I  must  describe  the  place  where  csJiphs  hide.** 

Here  both  the  females  look'd  alarm'd,  distreaa'd. 
With  hutried  passions  hard  to  be  express'd. 

<*  It  was  a  closet  by  a  chamber  placed. 
Where  slept  a  lady  of  no  vulgar  taste ; 
Her  friend  attended  in  that  chosen  room 
That  she  had  honour'd  and  proclaim*d  her  home ; 
To  please  the  eye  were  chosen  pictures  placed, 
And  some  light  volumes  to  amuse  the  taste  ;- 
Letters  and  music  on  a  table  laid, 
For  much  the  lady  wrote,  and  often  play*d ; 
Beneath  the  window  was  a  toilet  spread. 
And  a  Sit  gleam'd  upon  a  crimson  bed." 

He  pausefl,  be  rose ;  with  troubled  joy  the  wife 
Felt  the  new  era  of  her  chan^fbl  life ; 
Frankness  and  love  appear'd  m  Staffinrd's  fiioe, 
And  all  her  trouble  to  delight  gave  place. 

Twice  made  the  guest  an  eSoti  to  sustain 
Her  feelings,  twice  resumed  her  seat  in  vain, 
Nor  could  suppress  her  shame,  nor  could  support 

her  pain: 
Quick  she  retired,  and  all  the  dismal  night 
Thought  of  her  guilt,  her  folly,  and  her  flight; 
Then  sought  unseen  her  miserable  home. 
To  think  of  comforts  lost,  and  brood  on  wants  to 
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RE8ENTMBNT. 

She  hath  a  tear  for  pitr,  and  a  basd 
Opsa  ai  dar  for  ihehiDg  ehaiity; 
Yat.  DOtwithMandinff,  beioc  inoeiind,  it  flist— 
Her  tooper,  therefore,  ouMt  be  well  obeenr'd. 

Htmnf  IV,  Part  i.  act  hr.iceMl 

Three  or  foor  weoohee  where  I  Hood  cried—**  Alas  * 
good  tool  r'  and  forgaTe  bin  with  all  their  hearts :  but  theis 
la  no  heed  to  be  taken  of  them ;  if  Canr  had  Habb'd  their 
motbMB,  ther  woald  have  done  no  lea. 

JMma  GsMi**  aol  I,  aeenaS. 
Howjloetl  AneoMt 
l*in  ooM  mreelP- Where  ie  the  itraw,  mr  fbOow  f 
The  art  of  our  neceHitiee  ie  ilraage. 
That  ean  make  vile  Ihinge  preeioue. 

Jrm#Z4«r.aetiU,ioeMS 


Fekaijes  there  are  of  unsuspicious  mind, 
Easy  and  soft,  and'  credulous  and  kind ; 
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Who,  when  ofiended  for  the  twentieth  tiriie. 
Will  hear  th*  offender  and  forgive  the  crime : 
And  there  are  others  whom,  like  these  to  cheat, 
Asks  but  the  humblest  efiforts  of  deceit; 
But  they,  onoe  injured,  feel  a  strong^  disdain. 
And,  seldom  pardoning,  never  tmst  again ; 
Urged  by  religion,  they  forgive — but  yet 
Guard  the  warm  heart,  they  never  mon  forget; 
Those  are  like  waz---«pply  theny  to  the  fire, 
Kelting,  they  talre  th*  impressions  yoa  desire ; 
Easy  to  mould,  and  fiishion  as  you  please^ 
And  again  moulded  with  an  equal  ease : 
Like  smelted  iron  these  the  fornw  retahi* 
But  onoe  impressed  will  never  melt  again. 

A  busy  port  a  serious  merchant  made 
His  chosen  plaoe  to  recommence  his  trade ; 
And  brouf^ht  his  lady,  who,  their  children  dead. 
Their  native  ssat  of  recent  sorrow  6ed : 
The  husband  duly  on  the  quay  was  seen. 
The  wifo  at  home  became  at  length  serene ; 
There  in  short  time  the  social  couple  grew 
With  all  acquainted,  friendly  with  a  f&fv ; 
When  the  f;ood  lady,  by  disease  assaiPd, 
In  vain  reaisted—^hope  and  science  fail*d : 
Then  spake  the  female  friends,  by  pity  led, 
*^oor  merchant  Paul !  what  think  ye  ?  will  he  wed  Y 
A  quiet,  easy,  kind,  religious  man. 
Thus  can  ha  rest? — I  wonder  if  he  can.'* 

He  toot  as  grief  subsided  in  his  mind, 
Gave  pfaioe  to  notions  of  congenial  kind': 
Grave  was  the  man,  as  we  have  told  before ; 
His  years  were  forty — ^he  might  pass  for  more ; 
Composed  his  features  were,  his  stature  low, 
His  air  important,  and  his  motion -slow ; 
His  dress  became  him,  it  was  neat  and  plam, 
The  colonr  purple,  and  without  a  stain ; 
His  words  were  fow,  and  special  was  his  care 
In  simplest  terms  his  purpose  to  declare ; 
A  man  more  oivil,  sober,  and  disereet, 
More  grave  and  courteous,  yoa  could  eeldom  meete 
ThoQ|^  frugal  he,  yet  sumptuous  was  his  boahl. 
As  if  to  prove  how  much  be  could  afibrd  $ 
For  though  reserved  himself,  he  loved  to  see 
His  table  plenteous,  and  his  neighbours  flee : 
Among  these  friends  he  sat  in  Mlemn  style, 
And  rarely  softenM  to  a  sober  smile ; 
For  this  observant-  friends  their  reasons  gave-— 
**  Concerns  so  vast  would  make  the  idlest  grave; 
And  for  such  men  to  be  c^  lang^a^  free. 
Would  seem  incongruous  as  a  sin^^wg-tree : 
Trees  have  their  music,  bat  the  buds  they  shield 
The  pleasing  tribute  for  protection  yield ; 
Each  ample  tree  the  tuneful  choir  defonds, 
As  this  rich  merchant  cheers  his  happy  friends  !'* 

In  the  same  town  it  was  his  chance  to  meet 
A  ^ntle  lady,  with  a  mind  discreet ; 
Neither  in  life's  decline,  nor  bloom  of  youth. 
One  fomed  for  maiden  modesty  and  truth : 
By  nature  cool,  in  pious -habits  bred. 
She  looked  on  lovers  with  a  Virginia  dread: 
Deceivers,  rakes,  and  libertines  were  they, 
And  harmbss  beauty  their  pursuit  and  prey ; 
As  bad  as  giants  in  the  ancient  times 
Were  modem  lovers,  and  the  same  their  crimes : 

Soon  as  she  heard  of  her  all-conquering  charms, 
At  once  she  fled  to  her  defensive  anns; 


Conn^  o*ef  tl|e  tales  he^  maiden  awit  had  told. 
And,  statue-like,  was  motionless  and  eoldj 
From  pmyer  of  love,  like  that  Pyrmalion  pray*d. 
Ere  the  hard  stone  became  the  yielding  maid--- 


A  different  change  in  this  chaste  nymph  < 
And  tum*d  to  stone  the  breathing  flesh  and  blood  i 
Whatever  youth  descHbed  bis  Wo^pded  heart, 
**  He  came  to  rob  her,  and  she  sooniM  his  art ; 
And  who  of  raptures  once  presumed  to  speak, 
ToM.  listening,  maifls  he  thought  them  fond  and 

weak: 
But  should  a  worthy  .man  his  hopes  display 
In  few  plain  words,  and  beg  a  ye$  or  nay. 
He  would  deserve  an  answer  just  and  phiii. 
Since  adulation  only  moved  disdain-— 
Sir,  if  mj  friends  object  not,  come  again  »** 

Hence,  bar  grave  lover,  though  he  liked  the  feiee, 
Praised  not  a  feature— dwelt  not  on  a  grace ; 
Bat  in  the  simplest  terms  declared  his  state, 
**  A  widowM  man,  who  wish'd  a  virtoooa  nialB ; 
Who  feared  neglect,  and  was  oompelTd  to  tmst 
Dependants  waatefol,  idle,  or  unjust; 
Or  should  they  not  the  trusted  stores  destroijh 
At  best,  they  could  npt  help  him  to  enjoy ; 
But  with  her  person  and  her  prudence  hles^ 
His  acts  would  prosper,  and  Ins  soul  have  rest : 
Would  she  be  his  7**—**  Why  that  was  much  to  sayt 
She  would  consider :  he  a  while  might  stay  { 
She  liked  his  manners,  and  believed  his  wocdf 
He  did  not  flatter,  flattery  she  abhorrM : 
It  was  her  happy  lot  in  peace  to  dweU— 
Would  change  make  better  what  was  nomhwo  well  t 
But  she  would  ponder.*'^*"  This,*'  he  taid,  •*  WW 

kind," 
And  begged  to  know  **  when  she  had  fiz*d  her  mmd.*' 

Romantic  maidens  would  have  seoni*d  tfat  air, 
And  the  cool  prudence  of  a  mind  so  ftir ; 
But  well  it  pleased  this  wiser  maid  to  find 
Her  own  mild  virtues  in  her  lover's  mind. 

His  worldly  wealth  she  sought,  and  quickly  grew 
Pleased  with  her  search,  and  nappy  in  the  view 
Of  vessels  freighted  with  abundant  storee. 
Of  rooms  whose  treasures  pressM  the  groami^ 


And  he  of  derks  and  servants  could  diaphiy 
A  little  army  on  a  public  day. 
Was  this  a  man  like  needy  hard  to  speak 
Of  ba^y  lip,  bright  eye,  or  ro^  eheek  7 

Hie  sum  appointed  for  her  widow'd  stato, 
FixM  by  her  friend,  excited  no  debate  ; 
Then  the  \iad  lady  gave  her  hand  and  heart, 
And,  never  finding,  never  dealt  wifli  ait : 
In  his  engagements  she  had  no  ooneera ; 
He  taoght  her  not,  nor  did  she  wish  to  leuii: 
On  him  in  all  occasions  she  relied, 
His  word  her  surety,  and  his  worth  her  pridok    • 

When  ship  was  laundi*d,  and  merchant  Faol  hat 
share, 
A  bounteous  feast  became  the  lady^s  care; 
Who  then  her  entry  to  the  dinner  made. 
In  costly  raiment,  and  with  kind  parade. 

CalTd  W  Ihis  duty  on  a  obitain  day. 
And  lobed  to  grace  it  in  a  rich  array. 
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Fortb  from  her  toom  willi  meamired  step  she  came, 
Proad  of  Ih'  event,  and  stately  bok'd  the  dame : 
The  husband  met  her  at  hi»  study-door-*- 
^'ThiB  way,  my  love^'ono  moment  and  no  mote : 
A  triflmg-  biiainess'— you  will  understand, 
The  law  requires  that  you  ai&x  your  band  i 
Bat  first  attend,  and  you  shall  learn  the  cavse    • 
Why  ibrms  like  theoe  have  been  prescribed  by  laws.** 
Then  from  bis  ohair  a  man  in  black  arose. 
And  with  much  quickness  hurried  off  his  prose: 
That  •^  Ellen  Paul  the  wife,  and  so  forth,  freed 
From  an  ocntrol,  her  own  the  act  and  deed. 

And  fiiramnuch  '* said  she,  **  I  *ve  no  distnut, 

For  he  that  asks  it  is  discreet  and  just ; 

Our  friends  are  waitings — where  am  I  to  sign?-^ 

Tbeie  i     ■  Now  be  ready  when  we  meet  to  dine.'* 

TTiis  said,  she  hurried  off  in  great  delight, 
The  ship  was  Iaunch*d,  and  joyful  was  the  night 

Noiw,  says  the  reader,  and  in  much  disdain, 
Th&  ssrioos  merchant  was  a  rogue  in  grain ; 
A  tremshoroaa  wrelch,  an  artfbl,  sober  uave. 
And  ten  times  worse  for  manners  cool  and  gravca 
And  she  devoid  of  sense,  to  set  her  hand 
To  sooondrei  deeds  she  coidd  not  understand. 

Alas !  't  is  trte ;  and  I  in  vain  had  tried 
To  soAen  crime,  that  cannot  be  denied ; 
And  might  have  labouc*d  many  a  tedious  verse 
The  latent  cause  of  mischief  to  rehearse : 
Be  it  conie8s*sd,  that  long,  with  troubled  look. 
Tins  trader  view'd  a  huge  aceompting  book 
(Ifis  former  marriage  fyr  a  time  de}ay*d 
The  dreaded  hour,  Uie'  present  lent  its  alcl ;) 
But  he  too  dearly  saw  the  evil  day. 
And  put  the  terror,  by  deceit,  away ; 
Thus  b^  connecting  with  his  sorrows  crime. 
He  gain*d  a  portion  of  uneasy  time. — 
AH  this  too  late  the  injured  lady  saw. 
What  law  had  given,,  again  she  gave  to  law ; 
His  guilt,  her  fbllv— 4he8e  at  once  impress'd 
Their  lastiiig  feehngs  on  her  guileless  breast 

*  Shame  I  can  bear,**  she  cried,  **  and  want  sus- 
tain. 
But  win  not  see  this  gtiilty  wretch  ogain  ;*' 
For  an  was  lost,  and  he,  with  many  a  tear, 
Canfe8s*d  the  fault — she  turning^  scomM  to  hear. 
To  legal  claims  he  yielded  all  his  worth, 
Dot  small  the  portion,  and  the  wrong'd  were  wroth. 
Nor  to  their  debtor  would  a  part  allow ; 
And  wher9  to  live  he  knew  not — knew  not  how. 

The  wife  a  cottage  found,  and  thither  went 
•  The  soppliant  man,  but  she  would  not  relent : 
Thencefioth  she  utier*d  with  indignant  tone, 
**  I  feel  the  misery,  and  will  feel  alone  :** 
Be  would  turn  servant  fer  her  sake,  would  keep 
The  poorest  school ;  the  very  streets  would  sweep, 
To  show  his  love — **  It  was  already  shown : 
And  her  afliction  should  he  aU  her  own. 
Hb  wants  and  weakness  might  have  toncb'd  her 

bca^t, 
But  from  his  meanness  she  resolved  to  part** 

In  a  smaU  alley  was  she  lodpd,  beside 
Its  bnmblest  poor,  jand  at  the  view  she  cried : 
18 


"  Welcome — jres !  let  me  welcome,  if  I  can,  ■ 
The  fertune  ciealt  me  bv  this  cruel  man ; 
Welcome  this  low-tbatch*d  roof,  this  shattei*d  dooi 
These  walls  of  clay,  this  miserable  floor ; 
Welcome  my  envied  neighbours ;  this,  to  you. 
Is  all  femiliar— all  to  me  is  new  : 
You  have  no  hatred  to  the  loathsome  meal ; 
Your  firmer  nerves  no  tremblin|;  terMrs  feel. 
Nor,  what  you  most  expose,  desire  you  to  conceal 
What  your  coarse  feelings  bear  without  offence, 
Disgnf  ts  my  taste,  and  poisons  eveisy  tense : 
Daily  shall  I  your  sad  rehtions  hear. 
Of  wanton  women,  and  of  men  severe; 
There  will  dire  curses,  dreadful  oaths  abound. 
And  vile  expressions  shook  me  and  confound ; 
Noise  of  dull  wheels,  and  songs  with  horrid  wonki 
WiU  be  the  music  that  this  lane  affords ; 
Mirth  that  disgusts,  and  quarrels  tliat  degrade 
Th6  human  mind,  must  my  retreat  invaue : 
Hard  is  my  fhte !  yet  easier  to  sustain. 
Than  to  abide  with  guilt  and  fraud  agahn ; 
A  grave  impostor !  who  expects  to  meet, 
In  such  grey  locks  and  gravity,  deceit  7       * 
Where  the  sea  rages,  and  the  biUows  roar,  ' 
Men  know  the  danger,  and  they  quit  tlie  ahore ; 
But,  be  there  nothing  in  the  way  descried. 
When  o*er  the  rocks  smootli  runs  the  wicked  tide- 
Sinking  unwam'd,  thcv  execrate  the  shock. 
And  the  dread  peril  of^tbe  sunken  rock.** 

A  frowning  world  had  now  the  man  to  dread. 
Taught  in  ho  arts,  to  no  profession  bred : 
Fining  in  grief,  beset  with  constant  care. 
Wandering  he  went,  to  i:est  b^  knew  not  where. 

Meantime  the  wife — but  she  abjured  the  name-^ 
Endured  her  lot,  and  struggled  with  the  shame; 
When  lo !  an  uncle  on  the  mother'^  side. 
In  nature  something,  as  in  blood  allied. 
Admired  her  firmness,  his  protection  gave, 
And  show'd  a  kindness  she  disdain'd  to  crave. 

Frugal  and  rich  the  man,  and  frugal  grew 
The  sister-muid,  without  a  selfinh  view ; 
And  further  still-— the  temp*rate  pair  agreed 
With  what  they  saved  the  patient  poor  to  feed  * 
His  whole  estate,  when  to  the  grave  con8ign*d, 
Lefi  the  good  kinsman  to  the  kindred  mind  ; 
Assured  that  law,  with  spell  secure  and  tight. 
Had  fix'd  it  as  her  own  peculiar  right 

Now  to  her  ancient  residtmce  removed. 
She  lived  as  widow,  well  endow*d  and  loved ; 
Decent  her  table  was,  and  to  her  door 
Came  daily  welcomed  the  neglected  poor : 
The  absent  sick  were  soothed  by  her  relief. 
As  her  free  bounty  sought  the  haunts  of  grief, 
A  plain  and  homely  charity  had  she. 
And  loved  the  objects  of  her  alms  to  see; 
With  her  own  hands  she  dress'd  the  savoury  mekt. 
With  her  own  fingers  wrote  the  choice  receipt ; 
She  heard  all  tales  that  injured  wives  relate. 
And  took  a  double  interest  in  their  fete  ,* 
But  of  aU  husbands  not  a  wretch  was  known 
So  vile,  so  mean,  so  cruel,  as  her  own. 

This  bounteous  lady  kept  an  active  spy. 
To  search  th*  abodes  of  want,  and  to  supply ; 
The  gentle  Susan  served  the  liberal  damc^^ 
Unlike  their  notions,  yet  their  deeds  the  same : 
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No  practised  villain  could  a  victim  find 
llian  this  sterQ  lady  more  completely  blind  ; 
Nor  (if  detected  in  liis  fraud)  i»>uld  meet 
One  lesti  disposed  to  pardon  a  deceit ; 
The  wrong  she  treasured,  and  on  no  pretence 
Received  th*  offender,  or  forgot  th*  oflfenoe: 
But  the  kind  servant,  to  the  thrioe-proved  knave 
A  fourth  time  listenM,  and  the  past  forgave. 
First  in  her  youth,  when  she  was  blithe  and  gay, 
dme  a  sAnooth  rogue,  and  stole  her  bve  away ; 

*  Then  to  another  and  another  flew. 

To  l^st  the  wanton  mischief  he  could  do: 
Yet  she  forgave  him,  though  so  great  her  pain, 
That  she  was  never  blithe  or  gay  again. 

Then  came  a  spoiler,  who,  with  villain-art. 
Implored  her  hand,  and  agonized  her  heart ; 
He  seized  her  purse,  in  idle  waste  to  spend 
With  a  vile  wanton,  whom  0he  call'd  her  friend; 
Five  years  she  suffered — he  had  revellM  five — 
Then  came  to  show  her  he  was  just  alive ; 
Alone  he  came,  his  vile  companion  dead ; 
And  he,  a  wandVin^r  pauper,  wanting  bread ; 
His  bodv  wasted,  withered  life  and' limb ; 
When  this  kind  soul  became  a  slave  to  him : 
Nay,  she  was  sure  that,  should  he  now  survive, 
No  better  husband  would  be  left  dive ; 
For  him  she  mourned,  and  then  alone  and  poor, 
Sought  and  found  comfort  at  her  hidy*s  door : 
Ten  years  she  served,  and^  mercy  her  employ, 
Her  tasks  were  pleasure,  and  her  duty  joy. 

Thus  lived  the  mistress  and  the  maid,  design*d 
Each  other*s  aid--one  cautious,  and  both. kind; 

•  Oft  at  their  window,  working,  they  would  sigh 
To  see  the  aged  and  the  sick  go  by : 

Like  wounded  bees,  that  at  their  home  arrive, 
Slowly  and  weak,  but  labouring  for  the  hive. 

The  busy  people  of  a  mason's  yard 
TTie  curious  lady  viewM  with  much  regard ; 
With  steady  motion  she  perceived  them  draw 
Hirough  blocks  of  stone  the  slowly-working  saw ; 
It  gave  her  pleasure  and  surprise  to  see 
Among  these  men  the  signs  of  revelry : 
Cold  was  the  season,  and  confined  their  view. 
Tedious  their  tasks,  but  merry  were  the  crew : 
There  she  beheld  an  aged  pauper  wait, 
Patient  and  still,  to  take  an  humble  freight ; 
Within  the  panniers  on  an  ass  he  laid 
The  ponderous  grit,  and  for  the  portion  paid ; 
This  he  re-sold,  and,  with  each  tricing  gift. 
Made  shift  to  )ive,  and  wretched  was  the  shift 

Now  will  it  be  by  every  reader  told 
Who  was  this  humble  trader,  poor  and  dd^ — 
In  vain  an  author  would  a  name  suppress, 
From  the  least  hint  a  reader  learns  to  guess ; 
Of  children  lost,  our  novels  sometimes  treat, 
We  never  care — assured  again  to  meet : 
In  vAin  the  writer  for  concealment  tries. 
We  trace  his  purpose  under  all  disguise ; 
Nay,  though  he  tells  us  they  are  dead  and  gone, 
Of  whom  we  wot^they  will  appear  anon ; 
Our  favourites  fight,  are  wounded,  hopeless  He, 
Borvive  they  cannot— nay,  they  cannot  die; 
Now,  as  these  tricks  and  stratagems  are  known, 
*T  is  best,  at  onoe,  the  simile  truth  to  owik. 


This  was  the  husband — in  an  humble  shed 
He  nightly  slept,  and  daily  sought  his  bread  : 
Onoe  nir  relief  the  weary  man  applied; 
**  Your  wife  is  rich,"  the  an^  vestry  eried ; 
Alas !  he  dared  not  to  his  wife  complain, 
Feeling  her  wrongs,  and  fearing  her  disdain : 
By  various  methods  be  bad  tried  to  live. 
But  not  one  effort  would  subsistence  give : 
He  was  an  usher  in  a  school,  till  noise 
Made  him  less  able  than  the  weaker  boys ; 
On  messages  he  went,  till  he  in  vain 
Strove  names,  or  words,  or  oieaiiingB  to  retain ;. 
Each  small  employment  in  each  neighbouring  toim 
By  turn  he  took,  to  lay  as  quickly  down : 
For,  such  his  fate,  he  fkiVd  in  all  he  planned. 
And  nothing. prospered  in  his  luckless  hand. 

At  his  old  home,  his  motive  half  suppress'dt 
He  sought  no  more  for  richer  but  for  rest: 
There 'lived  the  bounteous  wife,  and  at  her  gmte 
Ho  saw  in  cheerful  grpups  the  needy  wait ; 
**  Had  he  a  right  with  bolder  hope  t'  apply  ?*' 
He  ask'd — was  answer'd,  and  went  groaning  by; 
For  some  remains  of  spirit,  temper,  pride. 
Forbade  a  prayer  he  knew  would  be  denied. 

Thus  was  the  grieving  man,  with  btirthen'd  ^m, 
Seen  day  by  day  along  the  street  to  pees : 
**  Who  is  he,  Susan  7  who  the  poor  old  man  7 
He  never  call^— do  make  him,  if  you  can."~>      • 
The  conscious  damsel  still  delay'd  to  speak,  - 
She  stoppM  confused,  and  had  her  words  to  seeki 
From  Susan's  fears  the. fact  her  mistress  knew. 
And  cried — "-  The  wretch !  .what  scheme  has  he  in 

view? 
Is  this  his  lot  7 — but  let  him,  let  him  feel— 
Who  wahts  the  courage,  not  the  will  to  stcftL^ 

A  dreadful  winter  came,  each  day  severe. 
Misty  when  mild,  and  icy  cold  when  dear ; 
And  still  the  humble  dealer  took  his  load. 
Returning  sloK,  and  shivering  on  the  road : 
The  lady,  still  relentless,  saw  him  come. 
And  said — **  I  wonder,  has  the  wretch  a  hoibe  f** 
*"  A  but !  a  hovel  !**— "  Then  his  fate  appears 
To  suit  his  crime  ;** — **  Yes,  lady,  not  his  years  ^^ 
No !  nor  his  sufiTerings — nor  that  ferm  decay^dw** 
"'  Well  I  let  the  parish  give  its  paupers  aid ; 
You  must  the  vileness  of  his  acts  allow  ;** 
**  And  you,  dear  lady,  that  he  feels  it  now." 
**  When  such  dissemblers  on  their  deeds  reflect* 
Can  they  the  pitv  they  refused  expect  ? 
He  that  doth  evil,  evil  shall  he  dread.** 
**The  snow,"  quoth  Susan,  •*  falls  upon  hi^  bed- 
It  blows  beside  the  thatch  —  it  melts  upon  hia 

head.'*— ■ 
••  'T  is  weakness,  child,  for  grieving  guilt  to  feel  :••    " 
*•  Yes,  but  be  never  sees  a  wholesome  meal ; 
Through  his  bare  dress  appears  his  shriveird  aki]|» 
And  ill  he  fares  without,  and  worse  within ! 
With  that  weak  body,  lame,  diseased,  and  slow. 
What  cold,  pain,  peril,  must  the  sufferer  know  !* 
"Think  on  his  crime.**— "Yes,  sure 'twas  Yeiy 

wrong ; 
But  look,  (God  bless  him !)  how  he  gropes  along.**.. 
"Brought  me  to  shame."—"  Oh  I  yfes,  I  know  it  mil— 
What  cutting  blast !  and  he  can  scarcely  crawl ; 
He  freezes  as  he  moves-^he  dies !  if.he  should  fitU: 
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With  cniei  fieroeneM  drives  this  icy  sleet, 

And  muitt  a  Christian  perish  in  the  stre^ 

•In  si^ht  of  Christians  ?— There  i  at  last,  he  lies ;-~ 

Nor  onsapporied  can  he  ever  rise : 

He  cannot  live."—"  But  is  ho  6t  to  die/"— 

Herb  Sasan  sofUy  mutt<ir*d  a  reply, 

Looked  roond  the  room-^-said  something  of  its  state, 

Dives  the  rich,  and  Lazarus  at  his  gate ; 

And  then  aloud^-**  In  pity  do  behold 

The  man  affrighten'd,  weeping,  trembling,  cold : 

Ob !  how  those  flakes  of  snow  their  eotrahce  win 

Tfaroagb  the  poor  rags,  and  keep  the  frost  within ; 

His  very  heart  seems  frosen  as  he  goes, 

Leading  that  starred  companion  of  his  woes  : 

He  tried  to  pray — his  lips,  I  saw  them  move. 

And  be  so  torn'd  his  piteous  looks  above ; 

Bot  the  fierce  wind  the  willing  heart  opposed. 

And,  ere  ha  spoke^  the  lips  in  misery  cloKd : 

Poor  sufiering  object !  yes,  for  easb  you  prfiy'd,' 

And  God  will  hear — he  only,  I  *m  afraid." 

**  Peace !  Susan,  peace !  Pain  ever  follows  sin." — 
**  Ah !  then,"  thought  Susan,  "  when  will  ours  be- 
gin ? 
When  reachM  his  home,  to  what  a  cheerless  fire 
And  chilling  bed  will  those  cold  limbs  retire ! 
Tet  rarged,  wretched  as  it  is,  that  bed 
■  Takes  half  the  space  of  bis  contracted  shed ; 
I  saw  the  thorns  beside  the  narrow  grate. 
With  straw  collected  in  a  putrid  sti^te : 
There  will  he,  kneeling,  strive  the  fire  to  raise. 
And  that  will  warm  him,  rsther  than  the  blaie ; 
Hie  sullen,  smoky  blaze,  that  cannot  last  • 
Odo  moment  after  his  attempt  is  past : 
And  I  so  warmly  and  so  purely  laid, 
lb  sink  to  rest — ^indeed,  I  am  afraid." 
.  ''Know    you  his  conduct?"— •*  Yes,  indeed,  I 
know—T 
And  how  he  wanders  in  the  wind  and  snow : 
Safe  in  our  rooms,  the  threat*ning  storm  we  hear, 
But  he  fiiels  strongly  what  we  fiiiiitly  fear." 
**  Wiliul  was  rich,  and  he  the  storm  defied ; 
WiUol  is  poor,  and  must  the  storm  abide ;" 
Said  the  stem  lady— **TiB  in  vain  to  feel: 
Go  and  prepare  the  chicken  for  our  roeaL" 

Susan  her  task  reluctantly  began, 
And  utter'd  as  she  went—**  The  poor  old  man !" 
Bui  while  her  soft  and  ever.yieldinff  heart 
Made  strong  protest  against  her  la^'s  part, 
The  lady*s  self  beran  to  think  it  wrong,* 
To  feel  so  wrathful  and  resent  so  long. 

**  No  more  the  wretch  would  she  receive  again, 
No  more  behold  him — but  she  would  sustain; 
Great  his  offence,  and  evil  was  his  mind —  > 
%t  be  had  suflkr*d ;  aud  she  would  be  kind : 
She  spum*d  such  baseness,  and  she  found  within 
A  fiur  acquittal  firom  so  foul  a  sin ;       / 
Yet  she  too  err*d,  and  must  of  Heaven  expect 
To  be  rejected,  him  should  she  reject" 

Susan  was  summoned — "^  I  *m  about  to  do     • 
A  foolish  act,  in  part  sedueed  bpr  you ; 
Go  to  the  creature — saj^  that  I  intend. 
Foe  to  his  sins,  to  be  his  sorrow's  friend ; 
Take,  for  his  present  comforts,  food  and  winot 
And  mark  his  feelings  at  this  act  of  mine: 


Observe  if  shame  be  o'er  his  features  spread. 

By  his  own  victim  to  be  soothed  and  fed ; 

But,  this  infbrpi  him,  that  it  is  not  love 

That  prompts  my  heart,  that  duties  only  move : 

Say,  that  no  merits  in  his  favour  plead, 

But  miseries  only,  and  his  abject  need ; 

Nor  bring  me  groveling  thanks,  nor  high-flown 

praise ; 
I  would  his  spirits,  not' his  fancy  raise : 
Give  him  no  hope  that  I  shall  ever  roorf 
A  man  so  vile  to  my  esteem  restore: 
But  warn  him  rkther,  that,  in  time  of  rest. 
His  crimes  be  all  remember*d  and  cbnfess'd : 
I  know  net  all  that  form  the  sinner's  debt, 
But  there  is  one  that  he  must  not  forget" 

Th6  mind  of  Susan  prompted  her  with  speed 
To  act  her  part  in  every  courteous  deed : 
All  that  was  kind  she  was  prepared  to  say. 
And  keep  the  lecture  for  a  inture  day ; . 
When  h^  had  all  lifo*s  comforts  by  his  side, 
Pity  might  sleep,  and  good  advice  be  tried. 

This  done,  the  mistress  felt  disposed  to  look. 
As  self^pproving,  on  a  pious  book : 
Yet,  to  her  native  bias  still  inclined. 
She  felt  her  act  too  mercifnl  and  kind ; 
But  when,  long  musing  on  the  chilling  scene 
So  lately  past — ^the  frost  and  sleet  so  keen — 
The  man's  whole  misery  in  a  single  view — 
Yes !  she  could  think  some  pity  was  his  due. 

Thus  frx'd,  she  heard  not  her  attendant  glide 
With  soft  slow  step— till,  standing  by  her  side. 
The  trembling  servant  gasp'd  for  breath,  and  shed 
Relieving  tears;  then  utter'd—**  He  is  dead  !*! 

**  Dead  !"  said  the  startled  lady ;  "  Yes,  he  fell 
Close  at  the  door  where  he  was  wont  to  dwell; 
There  his  sole  friend,  the  ass,  was  standing  by, 
Half  dead  himself,  io  see  his  master  die." 

"  Expired  he  then,  good  Heaven !  for  want  of 
food?" 
**  No !  crusts  and  water  in  a  comer  stood  ;^ 
To  have  this  plenty,  and  to  wait  so  long. 
And  to  be  right  too  late,  is  doubly  wrong ; 
Then,  every  day  to  see  him  totter  by. 
And  to  forbear— Oh  !  what  a  heart  had  I  !** 

**  Blame  me  not,  child ;  I  tremble  at  the  news.** 
**  'Tis  my  own  heart,"  said  Susan,  ^*  I  accuse : 
To  have  this  money  in  my  purse— to  know 
What  grief  was  hisj-and  what  to  grief  we  owe; 
To  see  him  often,  always  to  conceive 
How  be  must  pine  and  languish,  groan  and  grieve ; 
And  every  day  in  ease  and  peace  to  dine. 
And  rest  in  comfort  ?— what  a  heart  is  mine  !"— 
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THB  WAGER. 

*T  if  thonglit  roar  dc«r  doth  hoM  jou  at  a  bay. 

Tamiwg  tf  tke  Shrtw*  set  ▼,  ■ease  8. 

I  ehooM  her  for  mfwlf : 
Ifebe  and  I  ara  pleaiwl,  what  *i  that  to  roal 

,  act  ▼,  foeaeV. 
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CRABBE'S  POETICAL  WQRKS. 


£«!*•  aiod  M«h  ooe  to  km  wifii, 

Aiyl  he  whoae  wifo  n  mcwt  ob«(lieot 
Shall  win  the  wtfcer. 

7\iMiii^  ^au  SkretB,  act  v,  aceoe  S. 

Now  bf  the  world  it  ia  a  iuitr  woncb. 
1  ]ov«  bar  ten  tiniei  more  than  e'er  1  did. 

' ,  act  ii,  Boeoa  t. 


CouNTCR  and  Clvbb  wore  men  in  trade,  whoM  pains, 
Credit,  and  prudence  brought  them  oonstant  gains ; 
Partners  and  pnnetual,  every  friend  agreed 
Counter  and  Clubb  were  men  who  must  socoeed. 
When  they  had  fizM  some  litUc  time  in  life. 
Each  thought  of  takmg  to  himself  a  wife : 
As  men  in  trade  alike,  as  men  in  love 
They  seem*d  with  no  accoEding  views  to  move ; 
As  certain  ores  in  outward  view  the  same. 
They  showed  their  difference  when  the  magnet 

came. 
Counter  was  vain :  with  spirit  strong  and  high, 
*T  was  not  in  him  like  suppliant  awain  to  sigh  » 
**  His  wife  might  o'er  his  men  and  maids  preside, 
And  in  her  province  be  a  judge  and  guide ; 
But  what  he  tliough't,  or  did,  or  wish'd  to  do, 
She  must  not  know,  or  censure  if  she  knew ; 
At  home,  abroad,  by  day,  by  night,  if  he 
On  aught  determined,  so  it  was  to  he : 
How  is  a  man,"  he  ask*d,  **  for  business  fit, 
Who  to  a  female  can  his  will  submit  7 
Absent  awhile,  let  no  inquiring  eye 
Or  plainer  speech  presume  to  question  why, 
'  But  all  be  silent ;  and,  when  seen  again. 
Let  all  be  cheerfid — shall  a  wife  complain  7 
Friends  I  invite,  and  who  sliall  dare  t^  objei^t, 
Or  look  on  tljem  with  coolness  or  neglect  7 
No !  I  must  ever  of  my  house  be  head. 
And,  thus  obeyed,  I  condescend  to  wed.^ 

Clubb  heard  the  speech—**  My  friend  is  nice,** 
said  he ; 
**  A  wife  with  less  respect  will  do  ^r  me : 
How  is  he  certain  such  a  priie  to  gaiir7 
What  he  approves,  a  lass  may  learn  to  feign. 
And  so  affect  t*  obey  till  she  begins  to  reign ; 
Awhile  complying,  she  may  vary  then. 
And  be  as  wives  of  more  unwary  men ; 
Beside,  to  him  who  plays  such  lordly  par^ 
How  shall  a  tender  creature  yield  her  heart  7 
Should  he  the  promised  confidence  refiise, 
She  may  another  more  confiding  choose ; 
May  show  her  aneer,  yet  her  purpose  hide, 
And  wake  his  jealousy,  and  wound  his  pride. 
In  one  so  humbled,  who  can  trace  the  fhend7 
I  on  an  equal,  not  a  slave,  depend ; 
If  true,  my  confidence  is  wisely  placed. 
And  being  felse,  she  only  is  disgraced.** 

Clabb,  with  these  notions,  cast  his  eye  around, 
And  one  so  easy  soon  a  partner  found. 
The  lady  chosen  was  of  good  repute ; 
Meekness  she  had  not,  and  was  seldom  mute ; 
Though  ouick  to  an^,  still  she  loved  to  smile  ; 
And  would  be  calm  if  men  would  wait  awhile : 
She  knew  her  duty,  and  she  loved  her  way, 
More  pleased  in  truth  to  govern  than  obey ; 
Sbn  heard  her  priest  with  reverence,  and  her  spouse 
As  one  who  felt  the  pressure  of  her  vows : 


Useful  and  civil,  all  her  fiiends  oonfess'd— 
Give  hier  her  way,  and  she  would  choose  the  beat; 
Though  some  indeed  a  sly  remark  would  iiiak»«- 
Give  It  her  not,  and  she  would  choose  to  take. 

All  this,  when  Clubb  some  cheerful  montiis  bad 
spent. 
He  saw,  confe8s*d,  and  said  he  was  content 

Counter  meantime  selected,  doubted,  weigliM, 
And  then  brought  home  a  young  complying  miaid  ^— 
A  tender  creature;  fiill  of  fears  as  charms, 
A  beauteous  nursling  firom  its  mother's  emw ; 
A  soft,  sweet  blossom,  sudi  as  men  must  love« 
But  to  preserve  must  keep  it  in  the  stove : 
She  had  a  mild,  subdued,  expiring  look — 
Raise  but  the  voice,  and  this  fiiir  oreatuie  ahook ; 
L^ve  her  alone,  ahe  feH  a  thousand  fears- 
Chide,  and  she  melted  into  floods  of  tears ; 
Fondly  she  pleaded  and  would  gently  sigh, 
For  very  pity,  or  she  knew  not  why ; 
One  whom  to  govern  none  could  be  afraid-— 
Hold  up  the  finger,  this  meek  thing  obey*d ; 
Her  happy  husband  had  the  (Easiest  task — 
Say  but  bis  will,  no  question  would  she  ask ; 
She  sought  no  reasons,  no  afiairs  she  knew. 
Of  business  spoke  not,  Und  had  nought  to  dou 

Oft  he  ezckam*d,  ••How  meek!  how  mild !  how 
kind! 
With  her  't  were  emel  but  to  seem  unkiad ; 
Though  ever  silent  when  I  take  my  leave, 
It  pi^ns  my  heart  io  think  how  hers  will  grieve  ; 
*T  is  heaven  on  earth  with  such  a  wife  to  dwells 
I  am  in  raptures  to  have  sped  so  well ; 
But  let  me  not,  my  friend,  your  envy  raises 
No !  on  my  life,  your  patience  has  my  praiae.* 

His  friend,  though  silent,  felt  the  scorn  impKed— 
*«  What  need  of  pirtienoe  7  to  himself  he  cried : 
**  Better  a  woman  e'er  her  house  to  r^. 
Than  a  poor  chiM  just  hurried  from  her  school; 
Who  has  no  care,  yet  never  lives  at  ease; 
Unfit  to  rule,  and  indisposed  to  please ; 
What  if  he  govern?  there  his  boast  should  end. 
No  husband*s  power  can  make  a  sbve  his  friend." 

It  was  the  custom  of  these  friends  to  meet 
With  a  few  neighbours  in  »  neighbouring 
Where  Counter  ofttimes  would  occasion  se 
To  move  his  silent  friend  by  words  like  theea  s 
*«  A  man,*'  said  he,  *«  if  govem'd  by  his  wife. 
Gives  up  his  rank  and  dignity  in  life ; 
Now  better  fete  befalls  my  friend  and  me**— 
He  spoke,  end  look'd  th'  approving  smile  to  eecu 

The  quiet  partner,  when  he  chose  to  speak. 
Desired  his  friend,  • "  another  theme  to  seek ; 
When  thus  they  met,  he  judged  that  state-sdShn 
And  such  important  subjects  should  be  thein  :** 
But  still  the  partuer,  in  his  lighter  vein. 
Would  cause  in  Clubb  affli<ition  or  disdain ; 
It  made  him  an;iious  to  detect  the  cause 
Of  all  that  boasting — **  Wants  my  friend  applause  t 
This  plainly  proves  him  not  at  perfect  ease. 
For,  felt  he  pleasore,  he  would  wish  to  please.^— 
These  triumphs  here  for  some  regrets  atone-— 
Men  who  are  blest  let  other  men  alone.** 
Thus  made  suspicious,  he  observed  and  saw 
His  friend  eadi  night  at  early  hour  withdraw  ; 
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He  flometimeft  iiMntionM  Juliet^s  tender  nerves, 
And  what  attention  such  a  wife  deserves: 
**In  this,**  thought  Clubb,  "  full  sura  some  mystery 
li 


He  laughs  at  nie,  yet  he  with  much  complies, 
And  all  his  vaunts  of  bliss  are  proud  apologies.** 

With  such  ideas  treasured  in  his  breast, 
He  grew  composed,  and  let  his  anger  rest; 
Till  Counter  once  (when  wine  so  long  went  round 
That  friendship  and  diseretion  both  were  drown*d) 
Began  in  teasing  and  triumphant  mood 
Hb  evening  bonier.—"  Of  all  earthly  gsod, 
The  best,**  he  said,  *'  was  an  obedient  spousei  . 
Such  as  Hiy  fTiend*s— that  every  one  allows : 
What  if  she  wishes  his  designs  io  know  7 
It  is  beeaase-she  would  her  praise  bestow  ; 
What  if  she  wills  that  he  remains  at  home  7 
She  knows  that  mischief  may  from  travel  come. 
I,  who  am  free  to  venture  where  I  please, 
mve  no  such  kind  preventing  checks  aa  these ; 
Bat  mine  is  double  duty,  first  to  guide 
Myself  aright,  then  rule  a  house  beside ; 
While  this  our  friend,  more  happy  than  the  free, 
Resigns  all  power,  and  laughs  at  liberty." 

**  By  Heaven,^  said  Clubb,  **  excuse  me  if  1  swear, 
I  '11  bet  a  hundred  guineas,  if  he  dare. 
That  uncontroird  f  will  such  freedom  take, 
That  he  will  fear  to  equal— there 's  my  stake.** 

**  A  match  !**  said  Counter,  much  by  wine  in* 
flamed; 

*  Bat  we  are  friends — ^let  smaller  stake  be  named : 
Wine  fpr  our  future  meeting,  thut  will  1 

Take  and  no  more — what  peril  shall  we  try  7** 

*  Let's  to  Newmarket,**  Clubh  replied ;  **  or  choose 
Tonrseif  the  place,  and  what  you  like  to  lose ; 
And  he  who  first  returns,  or  fears  to  go. 
Forfeits  his  cash.—**    Said  Counter, '« Be  it  so." 

The  friends  around  them  saw  with  much  delight 
The  social  war,  and  hail*d  the  pleasant  night ; 
Nor  woold  they  further  hear  the  causer  di8cuss*d, 
Afraid  tbe  recreant  heart  of  Clubb  to  trust 

Now  sober  thooghtB  retQni*d  as  each  withdrew, 
And  of  the  eubj^t  took  a  serious  view ; 
•Twaa    wrong,"    thought   Counter,  "and  will 

grieve  my  love ;" 
^*Twaa  wrong,**  thought  Clubb,  **my  wife  will 

noC  approve, 
Bu  fiiends  were  present ;  I  must  try  the  thing. 
Or  with  my  Iblly  half  the  town  will  ring.'* 

He  sought  his  lady — *^  Madam,  I  'm  to  blame. 
Bat  was  reproach*d,  and  could  not  bear  the  shame ; 
Herein  my  folly — fbr  *t  is  best  \o  say 
The  very  troth — I  *ve  sworn  to  have  my  Way : 
To  that  Newmarket — (though  I  hate  the  place. 
And  have  no  taste  er  talents  fbr  a  race, 
Tet  so  it  is — well,  now  prepare  to  chide—) 
I  laid  a  wager  that  I  dared  to  ride ; 
And  I  most  go:  by  Heaven,  if  yon  resist 
I  shall  be  soom*d,  and  ridiculed,  and  hiss*d ; 
Let  me  with  grace  befinre  my  friendr  appear, 
YoQ  know  the  truth,  and  must  not  be  severe ; 
He  too  must  go,  but  that  he  will  of  oo'Urse ; 
I>o  you  consent  ?— I  never  think  of  fbcce.** 
18*  SB 


**  You  never  heed,**  the  worthy  dame  rephed ; 
**  The  husband's  honour  is  the  woman's  pride ; 
If  I  in  trificB  be  the  wilful  wife. 
Still  for  your  credit  I  would  lose  my  life ; 
Go !  and  when  fix'd  the  day  of  your  return, 
Stay  longer  yet,  and  let  the  blockheads  learn. 
That  though  a  wife  may  sometimes  wish  to  rule, 
She  would  not  make  th'  indulgent  man  a  fool ; 
I  would  at  times^dvise — but  idle  they 
Who  think  th'  assenting  husband  must  obey." 

The  happy  man,  who  thought  his  lady  right 
In  other  eases,  was  assured  to-ni^ht ; 
Then  for  the  day  with  proud  dehght  prepared. 
To  show  his  doubting  friends  how  much  he  dared. 

Counter — who  grieving  sought  his  bed,  his  rest 
Broken  by  pictures  of  his  love  distress'd— 
With  soft  and  winning  speech  the  fair  prepared ; 
**  She  all  his  councils,  comforts,  pleasures  shared  t 
She  was  assured  he  loved  her  from  his  soul, 
She  never  knew  and  need  not  fear  control ; 
But  so  it  happen'd — he  was  grieved  at  heart. 
It  hatppen'd  so,  that  they  awhile  must  part-^ 
A  litUe  time— the  distance  was  but  short. 
And  business  calN  him— he  despised  the  spAit— 
But  to  Newmarket  he  engaged  to  ride. 
With  his  friend  Clubb,"  and  there  he  stoppM  and 
sigh'd. 

Awhile  the  tender  creature  look'd  dismay'd. 
Then  floods  of  tears  the  call  of  grief  obeyM : — 

•«  She  an  objection !  No !"  she  sobb'd,  **  not  one, 
Her  work  was  fmish'd,  and  her  race  was  run; 
For  die  she  must,  indeed  she  would  not  live 
A  week  alone,  for  all  the  world  could  give ; 
He  too  must  die  in  that  same  wieked  place ; 
It  always  happen'd — ^was  a  common  case ; 
Among  those  horrid  horses,  jockevs,  crowds, 
'Twas  certain  death — they  might  bespeak  theic- 

shrouds ; 
He  would  attempt  a  race,  be  sure  to  fall — 
And  she  expire  with  terror — that  was  all ; 
With  love  like  hers  she  was  indeed  unfit 
To  bear  such  horrors,  but  she  must  submit" 

**  But  for  three  days,  my  love !  three  days  all 

most—" 
**  Enough  for  me ;  I  then  shall  be  a  ghost — " 
"  My  honour  *s  pledged !"— **  Oh  I  yes,  my  dearerti 

life, 
I  know  your  honour  must  outweigh  your  wife ; 
But  ere  this  absence,  have  you  sought  a  firiendt 
I  shall  be  dead— on  whom  can  veu  depend  7 
Let  me  one  favour  of  your  kindness  crave. 
Grant  me  the  stone  I  mention'd  for  my  grave* — ^  * 

*  Nay,  love,  attend — why,  bless  my  soul— I  say 
I  will  return — there — weep  no  kmger — ^nay !— " 
*«  Well !  I  obev,  and  to  the  last  am  true. 
But  spirits  fail  me ;  I  must  die ;  adieu !" 

**  What,  madam !  must  7 — 't  is  wrongs— I  *m  u^ 

f'y — zounds ! 
remain  and  lose  a  thousand  pounds  7" 

**  Go  then,  my  love !  it  is  a  monstrous  sunn, 
Worth  twenty  wives — go,  love !  and  I  am 
Nor  be  di^leased — ha4 1  the  power  to  live. 
You  might  be  angry,  now  you  must  fbrgivai 
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Alas !  I  faint-*ab  \  cruel — there  *8  no  need 
Of  wounds  or  fbrer»— this  had  done  the  deed.** 

The  lady  fainted,  and  the  husband  sent 
For  every  aid,  for  every  cotnibrt  went ; 
Strong  terror  seized  him  ;  **0h!  si:e  loved  so  well. 
And  who  tli^  effect  of  tenderness  could  tell  ?" 

She  new  rccover'd,  and  again  began 
With  accent  querulous — ^"  Ah  !  cruel  man — ^* 
Till  the  sad  husband,  conscience-struck,  confese'd, 
*T  was  very  wicked  with  his  friend  to  jest ; 
For  now  he  saw  that  those  who  were  obey'd, 
Gould  like  the  roost  subservient  feel  afraid ; 
And  thougii  a  wi(e  might  not  dispute  tlie  will 
Of  her  Uege  lord,  she  could  prevent  it  stilL 

The  morning  came,  and  Clubb  prepared  to  ride 
With  a  smart  boy,  his  servant  and  his  guide ; 
'When,  ere  he  mounted  on  the  ready  steed, 
.Arrived  a  letter,  and  he  stopp*d  to  read.^ 

**  My  friend,"  he  read — ••  our  journey  I  dedine, 

A  heart  too  tender  for  such  strife  is  mine ; 
'  Yours  is  the  triumph,  be  you  so  inclined ; 
iBut  you  are  too  considerate  and  kind : 

In  tender  pity  to  my  Juliet's  fears 
.  I  thus  relent,  overcome  by  lovo  and  tears ; 
;She  knows  your  kindness ;  I  have  heard  her  say, 

A  man  like  you  !t  is  pleasure  to  obejr : 

Each  faithful  wife,  like  ours,  must  disapprove 
:Such  dangerous  trifling  with  connubial  love; 

What  has  the  idle  world,  my  friend,  to  do 
'With  our  affairs  7  they  envy  me  and  you  : 

lyhat  if  I  could  my  gentle  spouse  command^- 
'  Is  that  a  cause  I  should  her  tears  withstand  f 

And  what  if  you,  a  friend  of  peace,  submit 
*To  one  you  love — ^is  that  a  theme  for  wit? 
'^  was  wrong,  and  I  shall  henceforth  judge  it  weak 
.Both  of  submission  and  control  to  speak : 

Be  it  agreed  that  all  contention  cease, 
.And  no  such  follies  vex  our  future  peace ; 

Let  each  keep  guard  against  domestic  strife^ 
-And  find  nor  s&ve  nor  tyrant  in  his  wife.'* 

**  Agreed,"  said  Clubb,  *'  with  all  my  soul  agreed  ;*' 
lAnd  to  the  boy,  delighted,  gave  his  steed ; 
***  I  think  my  friend  nas  weu  his  mind  ezprees'd, 
.And  I  assent;  such  things  are  not  a  jest" 

**  True,"  said  the  wife,  **  no  longer  he  can  hide 

'  The  truth  that  pains  him  by  his  wounded  pride : 
Tour  friend  has  fbund  it  not  an  easy  thing. 
Beneath  his  yoke,  this  yielding  soul  to  bring ; 

'These  weeping  willows,  though  they  seem  inclined 
By  every  breeze,  yet  not  the  strongest  wind 

*  Can  fttyin  their  bent  divert  this  WMik  bat  stabbom 

kind; 
Drooping  they  seek  your  pity  to  excite, 

'Bat  *tis  at  once  their  nature  and  delight; 

'Sach  women  feel  not;  while  the^  sigh  and  weepi, 

'TT  is  bat  their  habit — ^their  affections  sleep ; 

'  They  are  like  ice  that  in  the  hand  we  hold, 

'  So  very  meltinp^,  yet  so  very  eold ; 
On  soeh  afifection  let  not  man  rdv, 
The  husbands  soffer,  and  the  Udfes  sirh  : 
But  your- friend's  offer  let  us  kindly  tiie. 
And  spue  his  pride  for  his  vexation's  sake ; 


For  he  has  found,  and  through  his  wife  will  find, 
*T  is  easiest  dealing  with  the  firmest  mind — 
More  just  when  it  resists,  and,  when  it  yields,  moTB 
kind." 


TALE  X^X. 


THfi  OOWVBRT. 

A  taptter  if  a  food  trade,  aSd  as  old  eloak 
aakei  a  mw  Jerkin ;  a  wiiber'd  Mrrinff-inan,  a  Treah  tapalar. 
Jterrit  Wiveg  «/*  Wmdtar,  act  i,  aeeae  X 

A  fallow,  fir.  that  I  have  kopwn  go  aboat  with  mj  Irolkair- 

mnUr*»  TaU,  act  iv,  aeenoS. 

I  myaelC  aometimea  teaiina  the  foar  sT 
Heaven  oo  the  left  hand,  and  holdinir  mine  honour  in  my  aeoM 
aity,  am  Ibieed  to  ahuffle.  to  hedfe.  and  to  hiith. 

Jir«rry  Wwa^f  IfiiutMr*  •ctU.aeaMt. 

Yea.  apd  at  that  verj  mojnent. 
Conaideralioo  like  an  angel  came, 
1    And  whipp'd  th*  offending  Adam  out  of  him. 

£reiifirF.aoti,8oeML 

I  have  fived  long  enough:  Mj  May  oT  life 
b  fallen  into  the  aere.  the  yellow  leaf; 
And  that  which  thonU  aoeompany  old  age. 
As  honoor,  Ioto,  obedience,  troopa  of  fiieoda. 
1  most  not  look  to  have. 

Ma€b§tk,  act  V.  aeann  1. 


Som  to  our  hero  have  a  hero's  name 

Denied,  because  no  fether's  he  could  daim ; 

Nor  could  his  mother  with  precision  stale 

A  full  feir  claim  to  her  certificate ; 

On  her  own  wprd  the  marriage  must  depend-«- 

A  point  she  was  not  eager  to  defend : 

But  who,  without  a  fether's  name,  can  raise* 

His  own  so  high,  deserves  the  greater  praise : 

The  less  advantage  to  the  strife  he  brought. 

The  mater  wonders  has  liis  prowess  wrought; 

He  wnp  depends  upon  bis  wind  and  limbsi 

Needs  neither  cork  nor  bladder  when  he  swimt ; 

Nor  will  by  empty  breath  be  puff'd  along. 

As  not  hiroself^but  in  his  helpers— strong. 

Suffice  it  then,  our  hero's  name  was  clear, 
For,  call  John  Dighton,  and  he  answer'd,  **■  Herer* 
But  who  that  name  in  earlj^  life  assifn'd 
He  never  feund^  he  never  tried  to  find ; 
Whether  his  kindred  were  to  John  digrace. 
Or  John  to  them,  is  a  disputed  case ; 
His  infant-state  owed  nothing  to  their  care— 
His  mind  neglected,  and  his  body  bare ; 
All  his  success  must  on  himself  depend. 
He  had  no  money,  coimsel,  guide  or  friend ; 
But  in  a  market-town  an  active  boy 
Appear'd,  and  sought  in  various  ways  employ  $ 
Who  soon,  thus  cast  upon  the  world,  began 
To  show  the  talents  of  a  thriving  man. 

With  spirit  high  John  learn'd  the  world  to  brmvti 
And  in  both  senses  was  a  ready  knave ; 
Knave  as  of  old,  obedient,  keen,  and  qaick. 
Knave  as  at  present,  skiH'd  to  shift  and  trick ; 
Some  humble  part  of  many  trades  he  caught. 
He  for  the  builder  and  the  painter  wrought; 
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For  Kitioif-niaidA  on  ieeret  errands  ran*    . 

The  waiter^s  helper,  and  the  boaller*8  man ; 

▲lid  when  he-chanced  (oft  chanced  he)  place  to  loee* 

Hia  Tairying  genioii  ahone  in  blacking  shoes : 

A  midnight  fiaher  by  the  pond  he  atood, ' 

Assistant  poacher,  he  o'erlook'd  the  wood ; 

At  an  election  John*8  impartial  mind 

Was  to  no  cause  or  candidate  confined ;  > 

To  all  in  turn  he  full  allegiance  swore, 

And  in  his  hat  the  yarious  badges  bore : 

His  liberal  soul  with  every  sect  agreed, 

Unheard  their  reasons,  he  received  their  creed ; 

At  church  he  deign'd  the  organ-pipes  to  fHI, 

And  at  the  meetbg  sang  boSi  load  and  shrill: 

But  the  (qU  purse  these  different  merits  gained, 

Bv  strong  demands  his  livehr  passions  drein'd ; 

Liquors  be  bved  of  each  inflaming  kind. 

To  midnight  revels  flew  with  ardent  mind ; 

Too  warm  at  cards,  a  losing  rame  he  play*d. 

To  fleecing  beauty  )a8  attentSMi  paid ; 

His  boiling  paasiooa  were  by  oaths  ezpresB*d« 

And  lies  to  made  his  profit  and  his  jest 

Soch  was  the  boy,  and  such  the  man  had  been, 
But  fiite  or  happier  fbrtune  changed  the  scene : 
A  fever  seised  him,  **  He  should  surely  die—** 
He  fear'd,  and  lo !  a  iriend  was  praying  by ; 
With  terror  moved,  this  teacher  he  address'd, 
And  all  the  erron  of  his  youth  confess'd : 
The  good  man  kindly  clear'd  (he  sinner's  way 
To  lively  hope,  and  counseU'd  him  to  pray  ;- 
Who  then  resolved,  should  he  firom  sickness  rise. 
To  quit  cards,  liquors^  poaching,  oaths,  and  lies : 
His  health  .restored,  he  yet  resmved,  and  grew 
True  to  his  mastera,  to  their  meeting,  true : 
His  old  companions  at  his  sober  face 
Langfa'd  lo«id,  while  he,  atlestmg  it  was  grace, 
With  tean  besought  them  all  his  calling  to  embrace : 
To  his  new  fiiends  such  convert  gave  applause. 
Life  to  their  nal,  and  glory  to  their  cause : 
Though  terror  wrou^t  the  mighty  change,  yet 

strong 
Was  the.lmpreesion,  and  it  lasted  long ; 
John  at  the  lectures  due  attendance  paid, 
A  convert  meek,  obedient,  and  afl^d. 
His  mannen  strict,  though  form*d  on  fear  alone. 
Pleased  the  grave  friends,  nor  less  his  solemn  tone, 
Tbo  lengthened  face  of  care,  the  low  and  inward 

groan: 
The  stem  good  men  ezulfed,  whep  they  saw 
IVjse  timid  looks  of  penitence  and  awe ; 
Nor  thought  that  one  so  passive,  humble,  meek, 
Had  yet  a  creed  and  principles  to  seek. 

The  fiuth  that  reason  finds,  confirms,  avows, 
Hie  hopes,  the  views,  the  comforts  she  allows — 
These  were  not  his,  who  by  his  feelings  found. 
And  by  them  only,  that  his  faith  was  sound ; 
Feelings  of  terror  these,  for  evil  past. 
Feelings  of  hope,  to  be  received  at  last ; 
Now  weak,  now  lively,  changing  with  the  day. 
These  were  Us  feelings,  and  he  felt  hii  way. 

Spnmg  from  such  sources,  wiil  this  fvth  remain 
While  these  supporters  can  their  strength  retain : 
As  beainest  weights  the  deepest  rivess  pass, 
While  icy  chains  fkst  bind  the  solid  mass ; 


So,  bom  of  feelings,  ftdth  remains  secure, 
Long  as  their  firmness  and  their  strength  endure : 
But  when  the  waten  in  their  channel  glide, 
A  bridge  must  bear  us  o*er  the  threat^ing  tide : 
Such  bridge  is  reason,  and  there  faith  relies, 
Whether  the  varying  spirits  fall  or  rise. 

His  patrons,  stitl  disposed  their  aid  to  lend. 
Behind  a  counter  placeid  their  humble  friend  ; 
Whera  pens  and  paper  were  on  shelves  dbplay*d, 
And  pious  pamphlets  on  the  windows  laid ; 
By  nature  active  and  from  vice  restrained,  - 
Increasing  trade  his  bolder  views  sustain'd ; 
His  friends  and  teachenv  finding  so  much  zeal 
In  that  young  convert  whom  they  taught  to  feel, 
His  trade  encouraged,  and  were  pleas^  to  find 
A  hand  so  ready,  with  such  humble  mind. 

And  now,  his  health  restored,  his  spirits  easedi 
He  wish'd  to  marry,  if  the.teachen  {Aeased. . 
They,  not  unwilling,  from  the  virgin-class 
Took  him  a  comely  and  a  courteous  lass ; 
Simple  and  civil,  loving  and  beloved. 
She  long  a  fond  and  faithful  partner  proved ;    • 
In  every  year  the  eldera  and  the  priest 
Were  duly  summon'd  to  a  christening  feast ; 
Nor  came  a  babe,  but  by  his  growing  trade,  . 
John  had  provision  for  the  coming  made ; 
For  friends  and  strangera  all  wero  pleased  tp  deal 
With  one  whose  caro  was  equal  to  his  zeaL 

In  human  friendship,  it  compels  a  si^h. 
To  think  what  trifles  will  dissolve  the  tie. 
John,  now  become  a  master  of  his  trade, 
Pecdeived  how  much  improvement  might  be  m«de 
And  as  this  prospect  opened  to  his  view, 
A  certain  portion  of  his  zeal  withdrew ; 
His  fear  abated— *«  What  had  he  to  fear— 
His  promts  certain,  and  his  conscience  clear  V 
Above  his  door  a  board  was  placed  by  John, 
And,  **  IMghton,  stationer,"  was  gilt  Uieieon ; 
His  window  next,  enlarged  to  twice  the  size, 
Shone  with  such  trinkets  as  the  simple  prize ; 
While  in  the  shop  with  pions  works  were  seen 
The  last  new  pUy,  review,  or  magazine; 
In  orden  punctual,  ho  observed — **  The  books 
He  never  read,  and  could  he  judge  their  looks  f 
Readen  and  critics  should  their  merits  try, 
He  had  no  office  but  to  sell  and  boy ; 
Like  other  traders,  profit  was  his  care ; 
Of  what  they  print,  the  authon  must  beware.** 
He  held  his  patrons  and  his  teachen  dear, 
But  with  his  trade — ^they  must  not  interfile. 

T  was  certain  now  that  John  had  lost  the  dread 
And  pious  thoughts  that  once  such  terrora  bred ; 
His  habits  vari^,  and  he  more  inclined 
To  the  vain  world,  which  heliad  half  rasign'd : 
He  had  moreover  in  hia  brethren  seen, 
Or  he  imagined,  crafi,  conceit,  and  spleen ; 
**  They  are  but  men,*'  said  John,  **  and  shall  I  thea 
Fear  man*s  control,  or  stand  in  awe  of  men  ? 
*T  is  their  advice  (their  convert's  rale  and  law,) 
And  goodit  is— I  will  not  stand  in  awe.** 

Moreover  Dighton,  though  he  thought  of  books 
As  one  who  chiefly  on  the  title  looks, 
Yet  sometimes  ponder*a  o'er  a  page  to  find. 
When  vez'd  with  cares,  amusement  for  his  mindt 
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And  by  degrees  that  mind  had  treaanred  much 
From  works  hui  teachers  were  afraid  to  touch  t 
Batiric  novels,  poets  bold  and  free, 
And  what  their  writers  term  philoeophjr ; 
All  these  were  read,  and  he  began  to  feel 
Some  self-approvai  on  his  bosom  steal 
Wisdom  creates  humUity,  but  he 
Who  thus  collects  it,  wiU  not  humble  be : 
No  longer  John  was  fiUM  with  pure  delight 
And  humble  reverence  in  a  pastor's  sight ; 
WhO|  like  a  grateful  zeulot,  listening  stood,     .  ' 
To  hear  a  man  so  friendly  and  so  good ; 
But  felt  the  dignity  of  one  who  made 
Himself  important  by  a  thriving  trade ; 
And  growing  pride  in  Dighton^  mmd  was  bred 
By  the  strange  food  on  wnich  it  coarsely  fed. 

Their  brother*s  fall  the  grieving  brethren  hefird. 
The  pride  indeed  ta  all  arorund  appeared ; 
The  world  his  friends  agreed  had  Won  the  soul 
Twom  its  best  hopes,  the  man  from  their  control 
To  mak9  him  hnmble,  and  confine  his  views 
Within  their  bounds,  arid  books  which  they  peruse ; 
A  deputation  from  these  friends  select, 
Might  reason  with  him  to  some  good  efibct ; 
ArmM  with  authority,  and  led  by  k>ve, 
The^  might  those  fellies  from  his  mmd  remove ; 
Deciding  thus,  and  with  this  kind  intent, 
A  tsbosen  body  with,  its  speaker  went 

**  John,**  said  the  teacher,  ^  John,**  with  g^reat 
concern, 
**  We  see  thy  frailty,  and  thy  fate  discefn--  , 
Satan  with  toils  thy  simple  soul  beset, 
And  thou  art  careless,  slumbering  in  the  net ; 
tJnmindfiil  art  thou  of  thy  early  vow ; 
Who  at  the  morning-meeting  sees  thee  now  7 
Who  at  the  evening  7  where  is  brother  John  7 
We  ask— are  answer'd.  To  the  tavern  gene  j 
Thee^  oa  the  sabbath  seldom  we  behold  ,* 
Thou  canst  not  sing,  thou  *rt  nursing  fbr  a  cold : 
This  from  the  churchmen  thou  hast  leara'd*  for  they 
Have  Golds  and  fevers  on  the  sabbath-day  ; 
When  in  some  snug  warm  room  they  stt  and  pen 
Bills  from  their  ledgers,  (world-entangled  men !) 

*«See  with  what  pride  thou  hast  enlarged  thy 

shop ; 
To  view  thy  tempting  stores  ihfi  heedless  Btq> ; 
By  what  strange  names  dost  ^hou  these  baublen 

know, 
Which  wantons  wear,  to  make  a  sinful  show  7 
Hast  thou  in  view  these  idle  volumes  placed 
To  be  the  pander  of  a  vicious  taste  ? 
What  *s  here  7  a  "book  of  dances ! — you  advance 
In  goodly  knowledge — John,  wilt  learn  to  danoe  f 
How  !  *  Go—'  it  says,  and  •  ta  the  devil  go ! 
And  shake  thyself!'  I  treqfible— but  'tis  so— 
Wretch  as  thou  art,  what  answer  canst  thou  make  7 
Oh !  without  question  thou  wilt  go  and  shake. 
What*B  here 7  the  'School  for  Scandal'— piMty 

schools  7 
Well,  and  art  thou  proficient  in  the  rules  7 
Art  thou  a  pupil,  is  it  thy  design 
To  make  our  namr»  contemptible  as  thine  7 

•  Old  Nick,  a  Novf  1 !'  oh !  *t  is  mighty  well—  ' 
A  fool  has  couragt.  when  he  laughs  at  hell ; 

•  Frolic  and  Fun,'  the  humours  of  *  Tim  Grin  ;' 
Why,  John,  thou  grow'M  fkcetious  in  thy  sin ; 


And   what?   *the  Archdeacon's  Chaige* — *t  is 

itaighty  well— 
if  Satan  publish'd,  thou  woukist  donbtlev  sell; 
Jests,  noveld,  dances,  anctthis  precious  vtufi^ 
To  ccDwn  thy  folly  we  have  seen  eiough ; 
We  find  thee  fitted  for  each  evil-work— 
Do  print  the  Koran,  and  become  a  Turk. 

**  Jqfan,  thou  art  lost ;  success  and  woiidlyprkis 
O'er  all  thy  thoughts  and  purposes  preside, 
Have  bound  thee  fast,  and  drawn  thee  far  aaida : 
Yet  turn ;  these  sin-traps  from  >thy  shop  expel. 
Repent  and  pray,  and  all  may  yet  be  well. 

«  And  her«  thy  wife,  thy  Dorothy,  behold. 
How  fiuhion's  wanton  robes  her  ferm  iniUd ! 
Can  grace,  can  goodness  with  such  trappings  dweBt 
John,  thou  hast  made  thy  wife  a  Jesebel : 
See  I  on  her  bosom  rests  the  sign  of  sia, 
The  glaring  proof  of  naughtv  thoughts  within; 
What  7  't  is  a  cross;  oome  hither— as  a  fKend, 
Thus  (torn  thy  neck  the  shamefhl  badg«  I  raid.** 

**Rend,  if  you  dare,"  said  Dighton;  •*yoa  shail 
find 
A  roan  of  spirit,  though  to  peace  inclined ; 
Call  faie  ungratefiil  I  have  I  not  my  pay 
At  all  times  ready  fer  the  expected  day  7— 
To  share  ray  plenteous  board  yom  deign  Co  Cvu 
Myself  your  pupils  and  my  house  your  home  | 
Aiid  shall  the  persons  w^  my  meat  enjoy 
Talk  of  my  faults,  and  treat  me  as  a  boy  7 
Hav6  you  not  told  how  Rome's  instilting  priestv 
Led  their  meek  la/men  like  a  herd  of- beasts ; 
And  by  their  fleecing  and  their  forgery  made 
Their  holy  calling  an  accursed  trade  7 
Can  you  such  acts  and  insolenoe  condenm. 
Who  to  your  utmost  power  resemble  them  t 

**  Concerns  it  you  what  books  I  s6t  for  sale  7 
The  tale  perchance  may  be  a  virtuous  tale ; 
And  for  the  rest,  'tis  neither  wise  nor  jusC* 
In  you,  who  read  not,  to  condemn  on  trust  { 
Why  should  th'  Archdeacon's  Cha|ge  your 

excite  7 
He,  or  perchiince  th*  archbishop,  may  be  right. 

**  Tliat  from  your  meetings  I  refiain,  ia  true  ; 
I  meet  with  nothing  pleasant — ^nothing  new ; 
But  the  same  proon,  that  not  one  text  exnlaiii. 
And  the  same  Ughts,  where  all  thhigs  dark,  remam 
I  thougfht  you  saints  on  earth— but  I  have  found 
Some  sins  amonr  yon,  and  the  best  unsound ; 
Yon  h&ve  your  failings,  like  the  crowds  below. 
And  at  your  pleasure  hot  and  cold  can  blow. 
When  fat  first  your  grave  deportment  saw, 
(I  own  my  folly),  I  was  fill'd  with  awe ; 
You  spoke  so  warmly,  and  it  seems  so  well, 
I  should  have  thought  it  treason  to  rebel ; 
Is  it  a  wonder  that  a  roan  Uke  me 
Should  such  perfection  in  such  teachers  see? 
Nay,  should  conceive  you  sent  from  heavli  to  btava 
The  host  of  sin,  and  sinfid  souls  to  save  7 
But  as  our  reason  wakes,  our  prospects  clear. 
And  failings,  flaws,  and  blemishes  appear. 

**  When  you  were  mounted  in  your  rcstrum  higU. 
We  shrank  beneath  your  tone,  yoar  fixiwn. 
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Tben  yoa  beheld  us  abject,  ikllex^.low, 
And  felt  your  glory  from  your  baseneas  prow ; 
ToaehM  by  your  words,  I  trembled  like  Sie  rest. 
And  my  own  vileness  and  your  power  confess'd; 
Theset  I  ezclaimM,  are  men  divine,  and  gazed 
On  him  who  taogbt,  delighted  and  amazed ; 
Glad  when  he  finisb'd,  if  by  chance  he  cast 
On  look  on  toch  u  sinner,  as  he  poss'd. 

"  Bat  when  I  viewM  you  in  a  clearer  light, 
And  saw  the  frail  and  oamal  appetite ; 
When,  at  his  humble  pray'r,  you  deign*d  to  eat. 
Saints  as  you  are,  a  civil  ginner's  Aaeat ; 
When  as  you  sat  contented  and  at  ease,  ' 

Nibbling  at  leisure  on  the  ducks  and  pease. 
And,  pleased  some  comforts  in  your  place  to  fiod. 
Ton  could  descend  to  be  a  little  kind; 
And  gave  na  hope,  in  heaven  there  migbft  fa*  zoDpn 
For  a  few  souls  beside  your  own  to  cone; 
While  tbia  world)>  good  engaged  your  o«iiial  new. 
And  like  a  aianer  you  enjoyM  k  teo ; 
All  this  perceiymg,  can  vou  think  it  stnompe 
That  diange  in  you  should  work  an  equal  cbajBipe  7** 

•"Wretch  that  thou  art,**  an  elder  cried,  *'and 
gone 

Fer  ^verhstiii^.** »  Go  (thyself'  said  John  | 

''Depart  this  tnsUu»t|  let  ne  hear  no  more; 
My  haom  mj  cattle  is,  and  tfiat  ny  door.** 

The  hint  they  took,  and  from  the  door  withdrew. 
And  JqImi  to Miwting  hade  tikpg  adSem; 
Attach*d  to  bosinaas,  he  in  time  hocame   - 
A  wealthy  ijmo  of  no  inferior  name. 
It  eeem'd,  alas !  in  John's  deluded  sight, 
Thai  all  waa  wrong  because  not  aU  was  right ; 
And  when  he  found  his  teachers  had  their  stains, 
Reaentment  and  not  reason  broke  bis  chains : 
ThoM  en  his  feelings  he  again  relied. 
And  never  Iook*d  to  reason  for  his  guide : 
Could  he  have  wiselv  view'd  the  frailty  shown. 
And  ngfatlv  weighM  their  wanderings  and  hi*  own, 
He  zniffhthave  kaown  that  men  may  be  sincere, 
Tboagh  ga^  and  feastiBg  on  tt^  savoury  cheer; 
That  doctnnee  sound  and  sober  they  may  teach,  - 
Who  love  to  eat  with  all  the  gke  they  preach; 
Nfty,  who  believe  the  duck,  the  grape,  the  pin% 
Were  not  intended  for  the  dog  and  swine  ■ 
But  Dighton's  hafty  mind  on  every  theme 
San  'ftooa  the  truth,'  and  rested  in  th*  extreme : 
Flavrs  Id  his  friends  he  founds  and  then  withdrew 
(Vain  of  his  knowledge)  from  their  virtues  too. 
Best  of  his.  books  he  loved  the  liberal  kind, 
That,  if  Ahey  improve  not,  still  enlarge  the  mind ; 
And  found  himself,  with  such  advisers,  free 
From  a  fiz*d  creed,  as  mind  enlarged  eonld  be. 
His  humble  wife  ai  these  opiniona  ugh*d. 
But  her  he  never  heeded  till  she  died ; 
He  then  aasented  to  a  last  request. 
And  hj  the  meeting-window  let  her  rest; 
And  on  her  atone  the  saered  tost  waa  seen,    .• 
Which  had  her  comfort  in  departing  been. 

Oighton  with  joy  beheld  his  t«de  advance, 
Tat  aeidcm  poUiah'd,  loth  to  trust  to  chance; 
iTicn  wed  a  doctor's  sister — ^poor  indeed, 
fibt  skill'd  in  works  her  husband  could  n«t  read ; 


Who,  if  he  wish'd  new  ways  of  wealth  to  eeek, 
Could  make  her  hal£U:rown  pamphlet  in  a  week: 
This  she  rejected,  though  without  disdain. 
And  chose  the  M  and  certain  way  to  gain. 

Thus  he  proceeded ;  trfcde  increased  the  while. 
And  fortune  woo'd  him  with  perpetual  smile  t 
On  early  scenes  he  sometimes  cM  &  thought. 
When  on  his  heart  the  mighty  change  was  wroogfaft 
And  all  the  ease  and  comfort  converts  find 
Was  magnified  in  his  reflecting  mind : 
Then  on  the  teacher's  priestly  pride  he  dwelt. 
That 'Caused  his  freedom,  but  with  this  he  felt 
The  danger  of  the  free— for  since  that  day^ 
No  guide  had  shown,  no  brethren  joitt'd  his  way; 
Forsaking;  one,  he  found  no  second  creed^ 
But  reading  doubted,  doubting  what  he  read. 


Still,  thou^  neproof  had  brought  some 
{»ain. 

The  gain  he  made  waa  fair  and  honest  gain ; 
He  l^d  his  wares  indeed  in  public  view, 
But  that  aU  traders  daim  a  right  to  do : 
By  means  like  these,  he  saw  his  wealth  increan, 
Ajid  felt  his  conseqnance,  and  dwelt  in  peace. 

Our  herc^  age  waa  threescore  years  and  five,    ' 
When  he  exdaun'd,  *«  Why  longer  shooldl  strive  t 
Why  UMire  amass,  who  nefier  must  behold 
Ayoong  John  Dightonto  make  glad  the  old  ?** 
(The  sons  he  bad  to  early  graves  were  gone, 
And  ffirla  were  burdens  to  the  mind  of  John.) 
**  Had  I  a  boy,  he  would  our  name  sustain. 
That  now  to  nothing  must  return  again ; 
But  what  are  all  my  profits,  credit,  trade, 
And  parish-honours  T — §oUj  and  parade." 

Thus  Bighton  thought,  and  in  his  lookv  appear'd 
Sadness  increased  by  muiBh  he  saw  and  heard : 
The  brethren  oflen  at  the  shop  would  slay. 
And  make  their  comments  ere  they  walkM  away  t 
They  marked  the  window,  filTd  in  every  pane 
With  lawless  prints  of  reputation  slain ; 
Distorted  forms  of  men  withJioqours  graced,    ' 
And  our  chief  rulers  in  derision  placed  : 
Amazed  they  stood,  remembering  well  the  days. 
When  to  be  bnnihle  was  their  brother's  praise ; 
When  at  the  dweffing  of  their  fHend  they  stc^d 
To  drop  a  word,  or  to  receive  it  dropp'd ; 
Where  they  beheld  the  prints  of  men  renown'd. 
And  far-famed  preachers  pasted  all  around ; 
(Such  mouths !  ayes !  hair!  ao  primi  so  fianotl  m 
'     >sleekl 

They  look'd  as  speaking  what  is  wo  to  speak :) 
On  these  the  passing  hrothren  loved  to  dwell-* 
How  long  they  ^ake!  ho^ strongly!  wannlyS 

wcllT 
What  power  had  ench  to  dive  in  mysteri^  dee^ 
To  warm  the  cold,  to  make  the  harden'd  weep ; 
To  lure,  to  fright,  to  sootjbe,  to  awe  the  soul. 
And  list'ning  flocks  to  lead  and  to  control  I 

But  now  discoursing,  as  they  linger'd  near 
The^'  tempted  John  (whom  they  accused)  to  hear 
Their  weighty  charge — **  And  can  the  lostone  AA, 
As  in  the  time  of  duty,  love^  and  seat; 
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When  all  were  sammonM  at  the  rising  sun. 

And  he'  was  read^  with  his  friends  to  ran ; 

M^^hen  he,  partaking  with  a  choeeii  few, 

Felt  tiie  great  change,  sensation  rich  and  new  7 

No !  all  is  lost,  het  favours  fortune  showered 

Upon  the  man;  and  he  is  overpowerM  ; 

The  world  has  woo  him  with  its  tempting  stor^ 

Of  needless  wealth,  and  that  has  oiade  him  poor : 

Success  undoes  him ;  he  has  risen  to  fall, 

Haj9  gain*d  a  fortune,  and  has  lost  his  all ; 

Gone  back  from  Sion,  he  will  find  hie  age 

liOth  to  commenee  a  second  pilgrimage ; 

He  has  retreated  from  the  chosen  track ; 

And  BOW  must  ever  bear  the  burden  on  his  back/* 

Hurt  by  such  censure,  John  began  to  find 
Vteth  revolutions  working  in  his  mind ; 
He  sought  for  comfort  in  nis  books,  but  read 
Without  a  i^an  or  method  in  his  head ; 
What  once  amused,  now  rather  made  him  sad, 
What  should  inform,  increased  the  doubts  he  had ; 
Bhame  would  not  let  him  seek  at  church  a  guide, 
And  from  hb  meeting  he  was  held  bj  pride ; 
His  wife  derided  fears  she  never  felt. 
And  passing  brethren  daily*  censures  dealt ; 
Hope  for  a  son  was  now  for  ever  past. 
He  was  the  first  John  Dighton,  and  the  last ; 
His  stomach  foiled,  his  case  the  doctor  knew. 
But  said,  »  he  still  might  hold  a  vear  or  two  :'* 
**  No  more  !**  he  said,  "  but  why  should  I  complain  7 
A  life  of  doubt  must  be  a  life  of  painx 
Could  I  be  Bure-^but  why  should  I  deqpair  7 
I  *m  sure  my  conduct  has  been  just  and  fiur ; 
In  youth  indeed  I  had  a  wicked  will. 
But  I  repented,  and  haye  sorrow  still  :-^ 
I  had  my  comforts,  and  a  growing  trade 
Gave  greater  pleasure  than  a  fortune  made ; 
And  as  I  more  possessM  and  reasouM  more, 
I  lost  those  comforts  I  enjoyM  beforoi 
When  reverend  guides  I  saw  my  table  round ; 
And  in  my  gjuaraian  gues(  my  safety  found : 
Now  sick  and  sad,  no  appetite,  no  ease^ 
Nor  pleasure  have  I,  nor  a  wish  to  please  ; 
Nor  views,  nor  hopes,  nor  plans,  nor  taste  have  I, 
Yet  sick  of  life,  have  no  desire  to  die.** 

He  said,  and  died;  his  trade,  his  name  is  gone. 
And  all  that  once  gave  consequence  to  John. 

Unhappy  Dighton !  had  he  found  a  fiiend. 
When  eonscience  told  him  it  was  time  to  mend ! 
A  friend  discreet,  considerate,  kind,  sincere. 
Who  would  have  shown  the  grounds  of  hope  and 

fear; 
And  proved  that  spirits,  whether  high  or  low,  ^ 
No  certain  tokens  of  man's  safety  mow  ; 
Had  reason  ruled  him  in  her  proper  place, 
And  virtue  led  him  while  he  iean*d  on.  grace ; 
Had  he  while  lealons  been  discreet  and  ptirci 
His  knowledge  humble,  and  his  hope  secure  ;•— 
These  guides  had  placed  him  on  the  solid  R>6k, 
Where  faith  had  rested,  nor  received  a  shock; 
But  his,  alas !  was  placed  upon  the  sand. 
Where  long  it  stood  not,  and  where  i^one  can  stand. 
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THE  BllOTHEBfl^ 

A  brother,  aobk^ 
WhMeiiatnre  it  M  fci  fttnn  doiof  bvoM, 
That  he  Mipeeia  none;  on  wheee  fbolah  heoely 
Mj  praetioe  mar  tide  eur. 

Eimf  Lmt,  acli,  •eene  S. 
HeJeli  ibe  fted  with  hiade, 
BaniM  the  plaoo  of  broUier. 

JU  You  Like  R,  set  i,  vcene  I. 
*T  wai  I,  but  *t  it  not  I :  I  do  not  ahame 
To  tell  yoa  what  I  wap.  beini  what  I  an. 

Jta  Tom  £Jk$  It,  acthr.eoeoc  a. 


l^N  oM  George  Fletcher,  on  the  British  coaM, 
Dwelt  not  a  seaman  who  had  more  to  boast; 
Kind,  «mple,  and  sincere-— he  seldom  spoke, 
But  sometimes  sang  and  ofaonis*d — *^HBartfqf 

Oder 

In  dangers  steady,  with  his  lot  content. 
His  days  in  labour  and  in  love  were  spent. 

He  left  a  son  so  like  him,  that  the  old 
With  joy  exclaim*d,  **  *T  is  Fletcher  we  bdiold  ;** 
But  to  his  brother  when  the  kinsmen  camei, 
And  riew*d  his  form,  they  grudged  the  -ftllMi^ 
name. 

George  was  a  boM,  intfepid,  eareless  lad. 
With  just  the  feilinga  that  his  feiher  had; 
Isaac  was  weak,  attentive,  slow,  exact, 
With  just  the  virtues  that  his  fether  lack'd. 

George  lived  at  sea :  uixxi  the  land  a  j 
He  sought  for  recreation,  not  for  rest — 
While,  for  unlike,  his  brother*8  feebler  form 
Shrank  from  the  cold,  and  shudder*d  at  the  i 
Still  with  the  seaman's  to  connect  his  trade, 
Tlie  boy  was  bound  where  blocks  and  ropes  wen 
made. 


George,  strong  and  sturdy,  had  a 
And  was  to  Isaac  pitifrd  and  kind ; 
A  very  fether,  till  his  art  was  gain*d. 
And  then  a  friend  unwearied  be  remain*d : 
He  saw  his  brother  was  of  spirit  low. 
His  temper  peevish,  and  his  motions  slow; 
Not  fit  to  boBtle  in  a  world,  or  make 
Friends  to  his  fortune  for  his  merifs  sake : 
But  the  kind  sailor  could  not  boast  the  art 
Of  looking  deeply  in  the  human  heart ;  - 
Kbe  had  he  seen  that  this  weak  brother  knew 
What  men  to  court — what  objeets  to  pursue ; 
That  he  to  distant  gain  the  way  discera*d. 
And  none  so  crooked  but  his  genius  leam*d. 

Isaac  was  poor,  and  this  the  brother  felt ; 
He  faired  a  house,  and  there  the  landman  dwelt ; 
WroHght  at  his  trade,  and  had  all  easy  home. 
For  there  would  George  with  cash  and  oomftrli 

come; 
And  when  the^  i^Hrted,  Isaac  look*d  around. 
Where  other  fri^ds  and  helpen  might  be  found. 
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He  wishM  for  some  port-place,  and  ooe  might  fall, 
He  wisely  thought,  if  he  should  try  for  all ; 
lie  had  a  TOte— and,  were  it  well  applied, 
Mi^ht  have  ita  worth — and  he  had  views 
Old  Bur^ss  Steel  was  ahle  to  promote 
An  hamble  man  who  served  him  with  a  tote ; 
For  Isaac  felt  not  what  some  tempers  ^1, 
Bot  bow'd  and  bent  the  neck  to  Burgess  Steel ; 
And  great  Attention  to  a  lady  gave. 
His  ancient  friend,  a  maiden  spare  and  gravo : 
One  whom  the  visage  long  and  look  demure 
Of  Isaac  pleased— he  seemM  sedate  and  pure  ; 
And  bis  soft  heart  conceived  a  gentle  fiaioae 
For  her  who  waited  on  this  virtuous  dame : 
Not  u  outrageous  love,  a  scorching  fire,  , 
Bkit  friendly  Uking  and  chastised  desire ; 
And  thus  he  waited,  patient  in  delay. 
In  present  fiivour  and  in  fortune's  way. 

George  then  was  coasting— war  was  yet  delayed. 
And  what  he  gained  was  to  his  brother  paid ; 
Not  ask'd  the  seaman  what  he  saved  or  spent 
Bat  took  his  grog,  wrought  hard,  and  was  content ; 
Till  war  awaked  the  land,  and  George  began 
To  think  what  part  became  a  useful  man : 
'*FraH*d,  I  must  go ;  why,  then,  'tis  better  far 
At  onee  to  enter  like  a  British  tar. 
Than  a  brave  captain  and  the  foe  to  shun 
is  if  I  fear'd  the  music  of  a  gun.*' 
"Go not !"  said  Isaao— **  You  shall  weai*  ditfuise.** 
"What  r  said  the-  seaman,  **  clothe  mysetf  with 

•Oh !  but  thcr«  's  danger."—"  Danger  in  the  fleet  ? 
Too  cannot  mean,  good  brother,  of  deftat ; 
And  other  dangers  I  at  land  must  share- 
So  dbw  adieu !  and  trust  a  brother's  care." 

Isaac  awhile  demurr'd— but,  in  his  heart, 
80  might  he  sbaire,  he  was  disposed  to  part : 
Hk  iKtter  mind  will  sometimes  feel  the  pain  ' 
Of  bene&ctions— favour  is  a  chain ; 
Bnt  they  tl^e  feeling  soorUf  and  what  they  wish 

disaain^l— 
While  beings  form'd  in  coarser  mould  will  hate 
Tile  helping  hand  they  oug^ht  to  venerate ; 
No  wonder  George  should  in  this  cause  prevail, 
With  one  contending  who  was  glad  to  fiiil : 
"Isaac,  farewell !  do  wipe  that  doleful  eye ; 
Oying  we  came,  and  groaning  we  may  die. 
Let  OS  do  something  twizt  the  groan  and  cry : 
And  hear  me,  brother,  whether  pay  or  prize, 
One  half  to  thee  I  give  and  I  devise ; 
For  thou  hast  oft  occasion  for  the  aid 
Of  leam'd  physicians,  and  they  will  be  paid  r 
Their  wives  and  children  men  support,  at  sea, 
And  thou,  my  lad,  art  wife  and  child  to  me  : 
Farewell ! — I  go  where  hope  and  honour  call. 
Nor  does  it  follow  that  who  fights  must  frll." 

Isaac  here  made  a  poor  attempt  to  speak. 
And  a  huge  tear  moved  slowly  down  his  cheek ; 
Uke  Fluto*s  iron  drop,  hard  sign  of  grace, 
It  slowly  roll'd  upon  the  tueful  face,    • 
Forced  by  the  striving  will  alone  its  way  to  trace. 

Tears  fled — war  histed — George  at  sea  remain'd, 
While  the  slow  landman  still  his  profits  gain'd : 
A  humble  place  was  vacant — ^he  besought 
fiii  patl30D^i  interest,  and  the  ofllce  caught ; 


For  still  the  virgin  was  his  faithful  friend, 
And  one  so  sober  could  with  truth  commend. 
Who  of  his  6wn  defects  most  humbly  thought, 
And  their  advice  with  zeal  and  reverence  sought : 
Whom  thus  the  mistress  praised, the  maid  approved, 
And  her  he  wedded  whom  he  wisely  loved. 

]^o  more  he  needs  assistance-^but,  alas ! 
He  fears  the  money  will  for  liquer  pass ; 
Or  th^t  the  seaman  might  to  flatterers  lend. 
Or  give  support  to  some  pretended  friend : 
Still  he  must  write — he  wrote,  and  he  confess'd 
Thati  till  absolved,  he  should  be  sore  distrese'df 
But  one  so  friendly  would,  he  thought,  forgive 
The  hasty  deed— Heav'n  knew  how  he  should  live ; 
**  But  you,"  he  added,  "  as  a  man  of  sense. 
Have  well  consider'd  danger  and  expense : 
I  ran,  alas !  into  the  fatal  snare. 
And  now  for  trouble  must  my  mind  prepare ; 
And  hoW|  with  children,  I  shall  pick  my  way. 
Through  a  hard  world,  is  more  than  I  can  say : 
Then  change  not,  brother,  your  more  happy  stat0| 
Or  on  the  hazard  king  deliberate." 

Geoige  answerM  gravely,  *^  It  is  right  and  St, 
In  all  our  ci'osses,  humbly  to  submit : 
Your  apprehensions  are  unwise,  unjust ; 
Forbear  repining,  and  expel  distrust" — 
He  added,  **  Marriage  was  the  joy  of  life," 
And  gave  his  service  to  his  brother's  wifo; 
Then  vow'd  to  bear  in  all  expense  a  part. 
And  thus  concluded,  **  Have  a  cheerfol  heart" 

Had  the  glad  Isaac  been  his  brother's  ^de. 
In  these  same  terms  the  seaman  had  replied ; 
At  such  reproofs  the  crafly  landman  smiled^ 
And  softly  said — **  This  creature  is  a  Qhild." 

Twic^  had  the  gallant  ship  a  capture  made— 
And  when  in  port  the  happy  crew  were  paid. 
Home  went  the  sailor,  with  his  pocket  stored, 
Ease  to  enjoy,  and  pleasure  to  aflbrd ; 
His  time  was  short,  joy  shone  in  every  face, 
Isaac  half  fainted  in  the  fond  embrace : 
The  wifo  resolved  -her  honour'd  guest  to  please, 
The  children  clung  upon  their  uncle's  knees ; 
The  grog  went  roand,  the  neighbours  drank  his 

health, 
And  George  exclaim'd  —  *'AhI  what  to  this  k 

wealth? 
Better,"  said  he,  **  to  bear  a  loving  heart. 
Than  roll  in  riches— but  we  now  must  part !"    . 

All  yet  is  still — bnt  hark !  the  winds  o\ 
The  rising  waves,  and  howl  upon  the  deep ; 
Ships  late  bccalm'd  on  mountain-billows 
So  life  is  threaten'd  and  so  man  is  tried. 


Ill  were  the  tidings  that  arrived  from  sea. 
The  worthy  George  must  now  a  cripple  be ; 
His  leg  was  lopp'd ;  and  though  his  heart  wai 

soand^ 
Though  his  bra^e  captain  was  with  glory  crown'd— > 
Yet  much  it  vexM  him  to  repose  on  shore, 
All  idle  log,  and  he,  of  use  no  more ;     ■ 
True,  he  was  sure  Xhut  Isaac  would  receive 
Alt  of  his  brother  that  the  foe  might  leave : 
T6  whom  the  seaman  his  design  had  sent. 
Ere  from  the  port  the  Ti'ounded  hero  went : 
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His  wealth  apd  expectations  told,  he  **  knew 
Wherein  they  fkil'd,  what  Isaac's  lovcx  would  do  ; 
That  he  the  grog  and  cabin  would  supply, 
Where  George  dt  anchor  dariqg  life  would  lie." 

The  landman  read  —  and,  reading,  grew  dis-' 
tre«s*d : — 
**  Could  he  resoWe  V  admit  so  poor  a  guest  ? 
Better  at  Greenwich  might  the  sailor  stay. 
Unless  his  parse  could  ibt  his  cemfbrts  pay  ;** 
So  Isaae  judged,  und  to  his  wife  appeal*d» 
But  yet  acknowledged  it  was  best  to  yield  : 
**  Perhaps  his  pension,  with  what  sums  remain 
Doe  «Mr  wuquander*d,  may  the  man  maintain ; 
Refuse  we  must  not" — With  a  heavy  sigh 
The  lady  heard,  and  made  lier  kind  reply  : 
**  Nor  would  I  wish  it,  Isaac,  were  we  sure 
How  long  his  crazy  fauiiding  will  endure  y 
lAke  an  old  house,  that  erery  day  appears       / 
About  to  fall — ^he  may  be  proppM  for  years ; 
For  Ik  few  months,  indeed,  we  might  comply, 
Bat  these  dd  batter'd  fellowe  never  die." 

The  hand  of  Isaac,  Geor^  on  entering  took. 
With  love  and  resignation  ui  his  look ; 
Declared  his  comfort  in  the  fortui^  past. 
And  joy  to  find  his  ^chor  safely  cast  ; 
Call  then  my  nephews,  let  the  grog  be  hrqugfat. 
And  I  will  tell  them  bow  the  ship  was  fought.'* 

Alas !  our  simple  flea^^m  should- have  known, 
That  all  the  care,  the  kindness,  he  had  shown, 
Were  from  his  brother's  heart,  if  not  bis^  memory, 

flown: 
All  swept  away  to  be  perceived  no  more, 
Like  idle  structures  on  the  sandy  shore ; 
The  chance  amusement  of  the  playful  boy, 
That  the  rnde  billows  in  their  rage  destroy. 

Poor  Geqrge  eoufessM,  though  loth  the  truth  to 

find, 
Slight  was  his  knowledge  of  a  brother's  mind : 
Tl^  vulgar  pipe  was  to  the  wife  offence. 
The  firequent  grog  to  Isaac  an  expense ; 
.Would  friends  like  hers,  she  question'd,  "choose 

to  comet 
Where  ck>uds  of  poison'd  fume  defiled  a  room  ? 
This  could  their  lady-friend,  and  Burgess  Steel, 
(Teased  with  his  worship's  asthma)  Ixsar  to  feel  7 
Could  they  associate  or  converse  with  him — 
A  loud  rough  sailor  with  a  timber  limb  7". 

Cold  as  ho  grevr,  still  Isaae  strove  to  show. 
By  well-fei^'d  care,  that  cold  he  could  not,  grow ; 
And  when  he  saw  his  brother  look  distress'd. 
He  strove  some  petty  comforts  to  suggest ; 
On  Ins  wife  solely  their  neglect  to  lay. 
And  then  t*  excuse  it,  is  a  woman's  way ; 
He  too  was  chidden  when  her  rules  he  broke, 
.Ai^d  then  she  sicken'd  at  the  scent  of  smoke. 

-George,  though  in  doubt,  was  still  consoled  to  find 
llis  brother  wishing  to  be  reckoned  kind  : . 

'That  Isaac  seeWd  conoern'd  by  his  distress 

'Gave  to  his  injured  feelings  some  redress : 
But  none  he  found  disposed  to  lend  an  ear 

'To  btories,  all  were  once  iatent  to  hear ; 
Except  his  nephew,  seated  on  bis  knee,    * 

IHe  found  no  creature  cared  about  the  sea ; 


But  George  indeed— for  Gtorge  they  cali'd  the  boy. 
When  his  good  uncle  was  thor  boast  and  joy — 
Would  listen  long, 'and  would  contend  with  tAoep^ 
To  hear  the  woes  and  wonders  of  the  deep; 
Till  the  fond  mother  cried^"  That  man  will  taafih 
The  footiah  boy  his  loud  and  boisterous  speech.'* 
So  judged  the  fiOher — and  the  boy  was  taught 
To  shun  the  uncle^  whom  his  love  had  soogbt* 

The  mask  of  kindness  now  but  seldom  worn, 
George  felt«ach  evil  harder  to  be  borne ; 
And  cried  (vexation  growing  day^  by  day,) 
r  Ah !  brother  Isaac !— What !  I  'm  in  the  way  V* 
**  No !  on  my  credit,  look  ye,  No  I  but  I 
Am  fond  ofpeace,  and  my  repose  would  buy  '^ 
On  any  terms^-in  short,  we  must  comply : 
My  spouse  had  money — she  must' have  her  will-— 
Ah !  brother — ^marriage  is  a  bitter  pill."— 

George  tried  the  lady—**  Sister,  I  ofiTend." 
** Me  ?"  shb  replied—**  Oh  no!— yon  may  dqiend 
On  my  regard—- but  watch  your  brother's  way. 
Whom  I,  like  you,  must  study  and  obey." 

**  Ah!"  thought  the  seaman,  *«  what  a  hoad  was 
mine,  . 
That  easy  berth  at  Greenwich  to  resign ! 

I  '11  to  the  parish" but  a  little  nri£. 

And  some  afiectien,  put  the  thought  aside. 

Now  gross  neglect  and  open  scorn  he  bore 
I19  silent  sorrow — but  he  felt  the  more :         ^ 
The  odious  pipe  he  to  the  kitchen  took. 
Or  strove  to  profit  by  some  pious  book. 

When  the  mind  stoops  4o  this  degraded  states 
New  griefs  wiU  darken  the  dependanjt's  fate ; 
**  Brotti^r !"  said  Isaac,  *'you  will  sure  excuse 
The  little  freedom  I  'm  compell'd  to  ese : 
My  wife's  relations-^curse  the  haughtv  erew)— 
Affect  such  nicebess,  and  such  dread  or  yon : 
You  speak  so  loud**-^nd  they  have  natures  sofW- 
•Brother*— I  wish— do  go  upon  the  lofl !" 

Poor  George  obey'd,  and  to  the  garret  fled. 
Where  not  a  oeing  saw  the  tears  he  shed :  ^ 
But  more  was  yet  required,  for  goestswere  oome. 
Who  could  not  dine  if  he  disgraced  the  room. 
It  sho<ik'd  his  spirit  to  be  esteem'd  onfit 
With  an  own  brother  and  his  wife  to  sit ; 
He  grew  rebellioas— at  the  vestry  ipoke 

For  Weekly  aid they  heard  it  as  a  joke  : 

**  So  kind  a  lather,  and  so  wealthy—yon 

Apply  to  us  7 ^No !  thb  will  Aever  do: 

Good  neighbour  Fletcher,"  said  the  overaeer« 
^  We  are  engaged — you  can  have  nothing  here  !*" 

George  mutter'd  something  in  despairing  tone. 
Then  sought  his  loft*  to  think  and  grieve  atone  ; 
Nfegleeted,  slighted,  restless  on  his  bed. 
With  heart  hdf  broken,  and  with  scraps  ill  fed ; 
Yet  was  he  pleased,  that  hours  for  play  design'd 
Were  given  to  ease  his  ever-troubled  mind ; 
'She  child  still  Hsten'd  with  increasing  joy, 
And  he  was-  soothed  by  the  attentive  boy. 

At  length  he  sicken'd,  and  this  duteous  child- 
Watoh'd  o'er  his  sickness,  and  his  pains  beguiled ; 
The  mother  bade  him  from  the  lofl  refrain. 
But,  though  with  caution,  yet  he  went  again ; 
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And  now  his  tales  the  sailor  feebly  told, . 

His  hesit  was  heavy,  and  his  limbs  were  cold : 

The  tender  boy  -capie  often  to  entreat 

His  food  kind  fl-iend  wodd  of  hi«  presents  eat;,^ 

ParloittM  or  porcbaaed,  for  he  saw,  with  shame,^ 

The  &od  untodch'd  that  to  his  uncle  came ;  * 

Who,  sick  in  body  and  in  mind,  received 

The  boyV  indulgence,  gratified  and  ^ieved. 

"  Upcle  Will  die  !"^said  George— the  piteous  wife 
Exdaun'd,  **  she  saw  no  valae  in  bis  life ; 
Bot  sick  or  well,  to  my  commands  attend, 
Aod  go  no  more  to  your  complaining  friend.** 
The  boy  was  vez*d ;  he  felt  his  heart  reprove 
The  stem  depree^ — What !  punishM  for  his  love  I 
No  I  he  would  go,  but  sofUy  to  the  room, 
Stealing  in  silence — for  he  knew  his  doom. 

Qnee  in  a  week  the  jbther  came  to  say, 

*  George,  are  you  ill  t"— -uul  hunied  him  away ; 
Tet  to  his  wife  would  on  their  duties  dweD, ' 
And  often  cry^  **  Do  use  my  brother  well  :** 
And  something  kind,  no  question,  Isaac  meant, 
Who  took  vast  credit  for  the  vague  intent 
But  truly  kind,  the  gentle  boy  essayM 
To  cheer  his  uncle,  firm,  although  aiVaid ; 
Bot  now  the  father  caught  him  at  the  door. 
And,  swearing — ^yes,  the  man  in  office  swore, 
And  cried*  **  Away !  How !  brother,  Fm  surpxised. 
Thai  one  so  did  can  be  so  ill  advised : 
l4St  hina  not  dave  to  visit  you  again. 
Your  cursed  stories  will  disturb  bis  brain ; 
Is  it  hot  vile  to  oourt  a  foolish  boy. 
Tour  own  absurd  oarratioDs  to  enjoy  7 
What !  sullen !— ha !  GeorgeFktcher !  youahaU  see. 
Proud  as  you  affe«  your  bfiad  dependf  on  roe  V* 

He  spoke,  and,  frowning,  to  his  dinner  went. 
Then  oool*d  uid  ielt  some  qualms  of  discontent ; 
And  tboaght  co  times  when  he  oompellM  his  son 
To  hear  these  stories,  nay,  to  beg  for  one : 
But  the  wife's  wrath  o*eroame  the  brotberV  pain, 
And  shame  was  ibk,  and  conscience  rose  in  vain. 

George  yet  stole  up,  he  saw  his  uncle  lie  ^ 
Sck  on  the  bed,  and  heard  his  heavy  aigh : 
80  he  sesohred,  before  he  went  to  rest. 
To  oomfort  one  so  dear  and  so  distress'd ; 
Then  watch*d  his  time,  but  with  a  child-like  art, 
Betray'd  a  somethh^g  treasured  at  his  hetirt: 
Th*  oiioervant  wife  ramarkM,  **  the  boy  is  grown 
80  like  your  brother,  that  he  seems  his  own ; 
80  close  and  soUen !  and  I  still  suspect 
They  often  meet— do  watch  them  and  detect** 

George  now  remarked  that  all  was  still  as  night. 
And  hosten*d  up  with  terror  and  delight ; 
*Uncle  !**  he  cried,  and  softly  tapp*d  the  door ; 

*  Do  let  me  in** — but  he  could  add  no  more ; 
The  careful  friher  caught  him  in  the  fret,. 
And  cried, — **  YoUvserpent !  is  it  thus  you  act  ? 
Back  to  your  mother  !**— and  with  harty  bk>w, 
He  seat  th'  indignant  boy  to  grieve  below ; 
Tien  at  the  door  an  angry  speech  began— 
"  Is  this  your  conduct  7— is  it  thus  you  plan  7 
Seduce  my  child,  and  make  my  house  a  •scene 

Of  vile  dispute What  is  it  that  you  mean  7 — 

George,  are  you  dumb  7  do  learn  to  kno#  your 

friends. 
And  think  awhile  00  whom  your  hraad  dependte 
19  2C  *^ 


What  7  not  a  word  7  be  thaiAful  I  am  cool^ 
But,  sir,  beware,  nor  Jonger  play  the  fool ; 
Come !  Brother,  come  I  what  is  it  that  you  leek 
By  this  rebellion  7 — Speak,  you  villain,  speak  ! — 
Weeping !  I  warrant — sorrow  makes  you  dumb; 
rU  ope  your  mouth,  impostor !  if  I  come : 
Let  me  approach — Fll  shake  you  from  the  bed. 

You  stubborn    dog Oh  Grod!    my  brother's 

dead !— »' 

Timid  was  Isaac,  and  in  all  the  pMt  - 
He  felt  a  purpose  to  be  -kind  at  last ; 
Nor  did  he  mean  his  brother  to  depart,  , 

Till  he  had  shown  this  kindness  of  his  heart: 
But  day  by  day  he  put  the  cause  aside, 
Induced  by  av*rice,  peevishness,  or  pride. 
But  noir  awaken*d  from'this  fatal  time 
His  conscience  Isaac  felt,  and  found  his  crime : 
He  raised  to  George  a  monumental  stone. 
And  there  retired  to  sigh  and  think  alone ; 
An  afue  seized  Kim,  he  grew  pale,  and  shook-— 
**  So,'*  said  his  son,  **  would  my  poor  uncle  look.** 
**  And  so,  my  child,  shall  I  like  him  expire." 
**  Na!  you  have  physic  and  a  cheerful  fire." 
•*  Unhappy  sinner !  yes,  I'm  well  supplied 
With  every  comfort  my  cold  heart  denied.** 
He  view'd  his  brother  now,  but  not  as  one 
Whp  vez*d  his  wife  bv  fondness  for  her  son  ; 
Not  as  with  wooden  hmb,  and  seaman's  tale» 
The  odious  pipe,  vile  grogr,  or  humbler  ale : 
He  now  the  worth  and  griof  alone  can  view 
Of  one  so  mild,  so  generous,  and  so  true ;     ^ 
***  The  frank,  kind  brother,  with  such  open  heart, 
And  I  to  break  it^— 't  was  a  demon's  part  !** 

So  Isaac  novv,  as  led  by  conscience,  feels, 
Nor  his  unkindness  palliates  or  conceals. 
**  This  is  your  folly,*'  said  his  heartless  wifo : 
,**  Ahis !  my  folly  cost  my  brother's  life ; 
It  sufier'd  him  to  languish  and  decay, 
My  gentle  brother,  ^om  I  could  not  pay, 
And  therefore  left  to  jnne,  and  firet  his  life  away.'* 

He  takes  his  son,  and  bids  the  hoy  unfold 
All  the  good  uncle  of  his  feelings  told, 
All  he  lamented — and  the  readv  tear 
Fails  as  he  listens,  soothed,  and  gneved  to  bear. 
**l>id  he  not  evnne  me,  child  7** — ^He  never 

cursed. 
But  eould  not  breathe,  and  said  his  heart  would 

burst  .-•• 
**  And  so  will  mine  :"•—**  Tbe«,  fiither,  you  most 

pray;     ' 
My  uncle  said  it  took  his  pains  away." 

Repeating  time  his  sorrows,  Isaac  ahows 
That  he,  repenting,  fisels  the  debt  he  owes. 
And  from  this  source  alone  his  every  comfort  flews. 
He  takes  no  joy  in  office,  honours,  gain ; 
They  make  hJm  humble,  nay,  they  give  him  pain ; 
**  These  fi*om  my  heart,"  he  cries,  **  airfoeling  drove  -, 
They  made  me  cold  to  nature,  dead  to  love ;" 
He  takes  no  joy  in  home,  but  sighing,  sees 
A  son  in  sorrow,  and  a  wife  at  ease : 
He  takes  no  jov  in  office — see  him  now, 
And  Bgrgess  Steel  <has  but  a  possing  bo# ; 
Of  one  sad  train  of  gloomy  thoughts  possess'd, 
He  takes  no  joy  in  friends,  in  food,  in  rest-* 
Dark  are  the  evil  days,  and  void'of  peace  the  best 
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As  thnilie  IWeai  if  living  be  toBiffh,    - 
And  from  all  comforts  of  the  world  to  fly, 
Without  a  hope  in  l^fe — ^without  a  wish  to  die. 


TALE  XXI. 


«THE  LEARNED  BOT. 

Like  one  well  itudied  in  a  nd  ostent, 
To  pleaie  hie  rraodam. 

JHerckaiU  of  Feniet,  act  U,  aoeoeS. 

And  then  the  whinint  lehool'boy.  with  Me  latclMl 
And  ehinint  morninc  ^oe,  eieepinc  lik«  nail. 
Unwillingly  to  eehool. 

Ji»  Ttu  lAk§  lU  act  ii,  loene  7. 

m  b  a  better  echolw  then  I  thoncht  be  wni 

He  fate  e  rood  aprair  memorr. 

JUarry  Wiv—  9f  Wmtavr*  act  !▼,  eoene  1. 

One  that  feeds 
On  oUeela.  arte,  and  imitationii 
Wbieh  out  of  um,  and  italM  by  otiier  meat 
Beffiahiffealiioa.      ^ ,.     ^ 

M&nM  Cmtar,  net  it,  aaene  1. 

Oh !  torture  me  no  mora— I  will  eoaftai. 

JVearyr/.  Part  8.  aetiii,  aaene  aL  . 


An  hooeat  man  w^s  Farmer  Jones,  and  trae, 
He  did  by  all  as  all  by  him  should  do; 
Grave,  cautious,  careful,  fond  of  gain  was  he, 
Yet  famed  for  rustic  hospitality : 
Left  with  his  children  in  a  widow'd  state, 
The  quiet  man  submitted  to  his  fate ; 
Though  prudent  matrons  waited  for  his  call, 
With  oool  forbearance  he  avoided  all ; 
Though  each  professM  a  pure  maternal  joy, 
By  kind  attention  to  his  feeble  boy : 
And  though  a  friendly  widow  knew  no  rest,     • 
Whilst  neighbour  Jones  was  lonely  and  distressM; 
Nay,  though  the  maidens  spoke  in  tender  tone 
Their  hearts*  concern  to  see  him  left  alone — 
Jones  still  persisted  in  that  cheerless  life. 
As  if  *t  were  sin  to  take  a  second  wife. 

Oh !  His  a  precious  thing,  when  Wives  are  dead, 
To  find  such  numbers  who  will  serve  insteaiU 
And  in  whatever  state  a  man  be  thrown, 
*T  is  that  precisely  they  ^ould  wish  their  own ;    * 
Left  the  departed  infimt8---then  their  joy 
Is  to  sustain  each  lovely  girl  and  boy : 
Whatever  calling  his,  whatever  trade, 
T^  that  their  chief  attention  has  been  paid ; 
His  happy  taste  in  all  things  they  approve. 
His  firiends  they  honour,  and  his  food  they  love ; 
His  wish  for  onfer,  prudence  in  afiairs, 
And  equal  temper,  (thank  their  stars !)  are  theirs; 
In  fact,  it  seem*d  to  be  a  thing  decreed. 
And  fiz*d  as  fate,  that  marriage  must  succeed ; 
Y/et  som6  like  Jones,  with  stubborn  hearts  and  hard. 
Can  hear  such  claims,  and  show  them  no  regard. 

Soon  as  our  farmer,  like  a  general,  found 
By  what  strong  foes  he  i;^as  encompasa*d  round-* 
Ehigage  he  dared  not,  and  he  could  not  fly. 
Rut  Saw  his  hope  in  gentle  parley  lie ; 
With  looks  of  kindness  then,  and  trembling  inut, 
H»  met  the  foe,  and  art  oppoaed  to  art  . 


Now  spoke  that  fi>e  insidious — gentle  tones, 
And  gentle  looks,  assumed  for  Farmer  Jones : 
/'Three  girls,"  the  widow  cried,  ** a  lively  three 
To  govern  well — ^indeed  it  cannot  be.'* 
**  Yes,"  he  replied,  **  it  calls  for  pains  and  care ; 
But  I  roust  bear  it :" — **  Sir,  you  cannot  bear ; 
Your  son  is  weak,  and  asks  a  mother's  eye  :** 
**  That,  my  kind  friend,  a  father's' may  supply  :** 
**  Such  growing  grieh  your  very  soul  will  tease  :** 
"  To  grieve  another  would  not  give  me  ease*- 
I  have  a  mother" — ^  She,  poor  ancient  sonl  I 
Can  she  tiie  spirits  of  the  young  control  7 
Can  she  thy  peace  promote,  partake  thy  care. 
Procure  thy  comforts,  and  thy  sorrows  share  ? 
Affe  is  itself  impatient,  uncontroUM :" 
**  But  wives  like  mothers  must  at  length  be  old.** 
**  Thou  hast  shrewd  servants— they  are  evils  acre  ^ 
**  Yet  a  shrewd  mistress  might  afflict  me  more.** 
**  Wilt  thou  not  be  a  wear^  wailing  man  7** 
f  Alas !  and  I  must  bear  it  as  I  can." 

Resisted  thus,  the  widow  soon  withdrew. 
That  in  his  pride  the  hero  might  pursue ; 
And  off  hu  wonted  guard,  in  some  vetreat, 
Find  from  a  foe  prepared  entire  defeat : 
But  he  was  prudent,  for  he  knew  in  flight 
These  Parthian  wairiors  turn  again  and  fight : 
He  but  at  freedom,  not  at  glory  aim*d. 
And  only  safety  by  hi^  caution  claimM. 

Thus,  when  a  great  and  powerful  state  decreei^ 
Upon  a  small  one,  in  ita  love,  to  aeife^— 
It  vows  in  kindness  to  protect,  defend, 
And  be  the  fond  ally,  the  ^tthful  firiend ; 
It  therefore  wills  that  humbler  state  to  place 
Its  hopes  of  safety  in  a  fond  embrace ; 
Then  must  that  humbler  state  its  wisdom  pvovn. 
By  kind  rejection  of  such  pressing  love; 
Must  dread  such  dan^rous  friendsliip  to  oommenoe^ 
And  stand  collected  m  its  own  defence : — ' 
Our  fknner  thus  the  profferM  kindness  fled. 
And  shunn'd  the  love  that  into  bondage  led. 

The  widbw  failing,  fresh  besiegers  came. 
To  share  the  fate  of  this  retiring  dame : 
And  each  foresaw  a  thousand  ills  attend 
The  man,  that  fled  from  so  discreet  a  friend ; 
And  pray'd,  kind  soul !  that  no  event  might  make 
The  hardened  hea;!  of  Farmer  Jones  to  ache. 


But  still  he  govem*d  with  resistless  hand. 
And  where  he  could  not  guide  he  would  oommand: 
With  steady  view  in  course  direct  he  steer'd. 
And  his  fair  daughters  loved  him,  though  they 

learM; 
Each  had  her  schod,  and  as  his  wealth  was  knowi^ 
EUich  had  in  time  a  household  of  her  own. 

The  boy  indeed  was,  at  the  gnndam*s  aide, 
Humour*d  and  train'd,  her  trouble  and  her  pride : 
Companions  dear,  with  speech  and  spirits  mild. 
The  childish  widow  and  the  vapourish  child ; 
This  nature  prompts ;  minds  oninfbrm'd  and  weak 
In  such  alliance  ease  and  comfort  seek ; 
Push*d  by  the  levity  of  youth  aside. 
The  cares  of  man,  his  hnmdur,  or  his  pride. 
They  feci,  in  tlieir  defenceless  state,  aflied : 
The  child  is  pleased  to  nfeet  regard  from  age. 
The  old  itfe  pleased  ev'n  children  to  engage; 
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And  aO  their  wifldom,  scbrnM  by  proud  mankind,  • 
Tbey  love  to  pour  into  the  dnctile  mind ; 
Bf  its  own  weakness  into  error  led, 
JkaA  by  fond  age  with  prejudices  fed. 

,     the  &ther,  thankful  lor  the  ^rood  he  faftd« 
Tet  saw  with  pain  a  whining  timid  kd ; 
Whom  be  instruoting  led  through  cultured  fields, 
Ta  show  what  man  performs,  what  nature  yields : 
But  Stephen,  listless,  Wander*d  from. the  view, 
From  beasts  he  fled,  for  butterflies  he  flew, 
And  idly  gazed  about,  in  search  of  something  new. 
Tbe  lambs  indeed  he  loved,  and  wishM  to  pky 
With  things  so  mild,  so  harmless,  and  so  gay ; 
BoM  pleand  the  weakest  of  the  flock  to  aee,  ' 
With  whom  he  felt  a  sickly  sympathy. 

Meantime,  the  daine  was  anxious,  day  and  night, 
To  guide  this  notions  of  her  babe  arisht. 
And  on  the  &Yourito  mind  to  throw  her  gtimmer- 


Her  Bible-«tories  she-impress'd  betimes, 

And  fill*d  his  head  with  hymns  and  holy  rhymes ; 

Od  powers  unseen,  the  good  and  ill,  she  dwelt. 

And  the  poor  boy  mysterious  terrors  felt ; 

From  frigbtiul  dreams,  he  waking  sobb*d  in  dread. 

Tin  the  good  lady  came  to  guard  his  bed. 

Tbe  father  wishM  such  errors  to  correct, 
But  let  them  pass  in  doty  and  respect : 
But  more  it  grieved  his  worthy  mind  to  see 
Hat  Stephen  never  would  a  rarmer  be ; 
In  Tain  he  tried  the  shiftless  lad  to  guide. 
And  yet 't  was  time  that  something  should  be  tried ; 
Be  at  the  villag^e-school  perchance  might  gain 
All  that  such  mind  could  gather  and  retain ; 
Tet  the  good  dame  affirm*d  her  favourite  child, 
Was  apt  and  studious,  though  sedate  and  mild ; 
"^That  be  on  many  a  learnt  point  could  speak, 
And  that  his  body,  not  his  mind»  was  weak." 

The  father  dcrabted — ^but  to  school  was  sent 
The  timid  Stephen,  w^epinir  as  he.went : 
IWe  the  rude  iads  compelTd  the  chiM  to  fight, 
And  sent  him  bleeding  to  bis  home  at  night; 
At  this  the  grandam  more  indulgent  grew. 
And  bade  her  darling  *^shun  the  beastly  crew ; 
Whom  Satan  ruled,  and  who  were  sure  to  lie. 
Howling  in  torments,  when  they  came  to  die  :** 
Hiis  was  such  comfort,  that  in  high  disdain 
He  told  their  &te,  and  felt  their  blows  again : 
Tet  if  the  boy  had  not  a  hero*s  heart. 
Within  the  school  he  played  a  better  part ; 
He  wrote  a  clean  fine  hand,  and  at  his  slate,. 
With  more  success  than  many  a  hero,  sate ; 
Be  thought  not  much  indeed — ^but  what  depends 
On  pains  and  care,  was  at  his  fingers*  ends. 

This  had  his  Other's  praise,  who  now  espied 
A  ipark  of  merit,  with  a  blaze  of  pride : 
And  though  a  farmer  be  would  never  make. 
He  might  a  pen  with  some  advantage  take ; 
And  as  a  clerk  that  instrument  emfuoy, 
80  wdl  adapted  to  a  timid  boy. 

A  London  cousin  soon  a  place  obtained, 
Bsiy  but  humble— little  could  b6  gain*d : 
The  time  arriTed  when  youth  and  age  must  part, 
Tean  in  each  eye,  and  Borii9#  in  each  heart; 


The  careful  father  bade  his  son  attend 

To  an  his  duties,  and  obey  his  firiend  ; 

To  keep  his  church  and  there  biehave  aright, 

As  one  existing  in  his  Mft.ker's  sight, 

Till  acto  to  habite  led,  and  duty  to  delight ; 

**  Then  try,  my  boy,  as  quickly  as  you  can, 

T*  assume  the  looks  and  spirit  of  a  man ;  ' 

I  say,  be  honest,  fiiithful,  cfril,  true. 

And  this  you  may,  and  yet  have  courage  too : 

Hefoib  men,  their  country's  boast  and  pride. 

Have  fear*d  their  God,  and  nothing  fearM  beside; 

While  otbtTs  daring,  yet  inibecile,  fly 

.The. power  of  man,  and  that  of  God  defy : ' 

Be  manly  then,  though  mild,  for  sure  as  fiito. 

Thou  art,  my  Stephen,  too  effeminate ; 

Here,  take  my  purse,  and  make  a  worthy  ute 

CT  is  fkirly  stock'd)  of  what  it  will  produce : 

And  now  m^  blessing,  not  as  any  charm. 

Or  conjuration;  but  H will  do  no  harm." 

Stephen,  whose  thougfate  were  wandering  up  and 


Now  charmM  with  promisM  sighte  in  Londoo4owii» 
Now  loth  to  leave  his  grandam-*lost  the  force, 
The  drift,  and  tenor  of  this  grave  discoukw; 
But,  in  a  general  w«iy,  he  understood 
'T  was  good  advice,  and  meant,  ^  My  son,  be  good ;" 
And  Stephen  knew  that  all  such  precepts  mean 
That  lads  should  read  their  Bible,  and  be  «lean. 

The  good  old  lady,  tliough  \n  some  distress, 
Begg'd  her  dear  Stephen  would  his  grief  suppress;  ' 
**  Nay,  dry  those  eyes,  my  child,  and  first  of  all, 
Hold  ftist  thy  faith,  whatever  may  befall : 
Hear  the  best  preacher,  and  preserve  the  text 
For  nieditation,  till  you  hear  the  next ; 
Within  your  Bible  night  and  morning  look-* 
There  is  your  doty,  read  no  other  book ; 
Be  not  in  crowds,  in  broils,  in  riote  seen. 
And  keep  your  conscience  and  your  linen  clean : 
Be  you  a  Joseph,  and  the  time  may  be. 
When  kings  and  rulers  will  be  ruled  by  thee." 

••  Nay,"  said  the  fether— "  Hush,  my  son,"  replied 
The  dame—**  The  Scriptures  must  not  be  denied.*^ 

The  kd,  still  weeping,  heard  the  wheels  approach, 
And  took  his  phice  within  the  evening  coach. 
With  heart  quite  rent  .asunder :  On  one  side 
Was  love,  and  grief^  and  fear,  for  scenes  untried ; 
Wild-beaste  and  wax-work  fillM  the  happier  part 
Of  Stephen's  varying  and  divided  heart : 
Thb  he  betray'd  by  sighs  and  questions  strange, 
Of  famous  shows,  thp  Tower,  and  the  Exchange. 

Soon  at  his  desk  Was  plac^  the.  curioun  boy»    - 
Demure  and  silent  at  his  hew  employ : 
Yet  as  he  could,  he  much  attention  paid 
To  all  around  him,  cautious  and  afraid ; 
On  older  clerks  his  eager  eyes  were  fixM, 
But  Stephen  never  in  their  council  mix*d : 
Mbch  their  contempt  be  fear'd,  for  if  like  them. 
He  felt  assured  he  should  himself  contemu ; 
Oh !  they  were  all  so  eloquent,  so  fVee, 
No !  he  was  nothing — nothing  could  he  be,: 
They  dr^  so  smartly,  and  so  boldly  look. 
And  talk  as  if  they  read  it  from  a  book ; 
*"  But  I,"  said  Stephen,  *'  will  forbear  to  speak. 
And  they  wiU^think  me  prudent  and  not  weak 
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The^  talk,  tlie  iastant  they  have  droppM  the  pen, 
Of  singing. women  and  of  acting-men ; 
Of  plays  and  places  where  at  night  they  walk 
Beneath  tiie  lamps,  and  with  the  Indies  talk' ; 
While  other  ladies  ibr.tiieir  pleasure  sing. 
Oh  !  *t  is  a  glorious  and  ^  happy  thing :     . 
They  would  despise  nie,  did  they  understand 
I  dare  not  look  upon  a«cene  so  grand » 
Or  see  the  plays  v^hen  critics  rise  and  roar,.     . 
And  hiss  and  groan,  and  cry — Encore !  encore  !*-: 
There  *s  one  among  them  looks  a  little  kind ; 
If  more  encourag^  I  would  ope  my  mind.** 


poor  Stephen,  happier  had  he  kept 
His  purpose  secret,  while  his  envy  slept ; 
Virtue,  perhaps,  had  conqner'd,  or  his  shame 
At  least  preserved  him  simple  oa  he  cama 
A  year  elapsed  before  this  clerk  began 
To  treat  the  rustic  something  like  a  jnan ; 
He  then  in  trifling  points  the  youth  advised, 
T^M  of  his  coat,  and  had  it  modemizfid ; 
Or  with  the  lad  a  Sunday-walk  would  take, 
And  kindly  strive  fait  passions  to  avake ; 
Meanwhile  expliuniog  all  they  heard  and  gaw. 
Till  Stephen  stood  in  wonderment  and  aw«  » ^ 
To  a  neat  garden -near  the  towfi  they  stray *dy 
Where  the  lad  fell  delighted  and  afraid ; 
There  all  he  saw  was  smart,  and  fine,  and  fair—* 
He  oould  but  marvel  how  he  ventured  there : 
Soon  he  observed,  with  terror  and  alarm. 
His  firiend  enlock'd  within  a  lady^s  arm. 
And  freely  talking—**  But  it  is,**  said  he, 
**  A  near  relation,  and  that  makes  him  free  ;*' 
And  much  amazed  was  Stephen,  when  he  knew 
This  was  the  first  and  only  interview : 
Nay,  had  that  lovely  arm  by  him  been  seited,- 
The  lovely  owner  had  been  highly  pleased : 
**  Alas  !*'  he  sigh'd,  **  I  never  can  contrive, - 
At  sqch  bold,  blessed  freedoms  to  arrive ; 
Never  shall  I  such  happy  courage  boast, 
I  dare  as  soon  encounter  with  a  ghoet**       ■* 

Now  to  a  play  the  friendly  couple  went. 
But  the  boy  mormur'd  at  the  money  spent ; 
••  He  loved,**  he  said,  *•  to  buy,  but  not  to  ap^nd — 
They  only  talk  awhile,  and  there 's  an  end.'*  • 

**  Come,  you  shall  purchase  books,**  the  frieod 
E^Ued; 
**  You  are  bewxlder*d,  and  you  ^ant  a  guide ; 
To  me  refer  the  choice,  and  you  shall  find 
The  light  break  In  upon  your  stagnant  mind  !** 

The  cooler  clerks  exclaim*d,  **  In' vain  yonr  art 
T*  improve  a  cub  without  a  head  or  heart ; 
Rustics  though  coarse,  and  savages  thoug)i  wild, 
Our  cares  may  render  liberal  and  mild ; 
But  what,  my  friend,  can  flow  from  all  these  pained 
There  is  no  dealing  with  a  lack  of  brains.*'—  ' 


**  True,  I  a^  hopeless  to  behold  him  man. 
But  let  me  make  the  booby  what  I  can : 
Though  the  rude  stone  fio  polish  will  display, 
Tet  yon  may  atrip  the  ragged  coat  away.** 

Stephen  beheld  his  books—**  I  love  to  know  • 
How  money  goes— now  here  is  that  to  show : 
And  now,'*  he  cried,  **  I  shall  be  pleased  to  get 
Beyond  tb0  Bible— then  I  poizle  yet** 


He  spoke  abash*d— **Nay,  nay  !**,the  Qr>«&d  re- 
plied,     .    . 
**  You  need  not  lay  the  good  old  book  aside ; 
Antique  and  curious,  I  myself  indeed 
Read  it  at  times,  but  as  a  man  shouki  read ; 
A  fine  old  work  it  is,  and  I  protest 
I  hate  to  hear  it  treated  as  a,  -jest ; 
T^e  book  has -wisdom  in  it,  if  vou  look 
(Wifely  upon  it,- as  another  hook : 
For  superstition  (as  oca:  priests  of  sin 
Are  pleased  to  tell  us)  makes  us  blind  within : 
Of  this  hereafter — we  will  now  select 
Some  works  to  please  ^oo,  others  to  direct  t 
Tales  &nd  Eottiano^  shall  your  fancy  fted. 
And  reasoners  ixam  -your  morals  and  your  ereed.** 

The  books  were  view*d,  the  price  was  frirly  pai^ 
And  Stephen  read  undaunted^  aBdi8ma7*d : 
But  not  till  first  he  paper'd  all  the  row, 
An^  |)laced  in  order,  to  enjoy  the  show ; 
Next  lettered  all  the  backs  with  care  and  spend, 
Set  them  in  ranks,  and  then  began  to  read. 

The  love  of  order,7-I  the  thing  receive 
From  reverend  men,  and  I  in'part  believe, — 
Shows  a  clear  mind  and  clean,  and  whoa6  neede 
This  love,  but  seldom  in  the  world  succeeds ; 
And  yet  with  this  some  other  love  must  be. 
Ere  I  oan  fnlly  to  the  6ct  Agree : 
Valour  and  stud^  may  ^y  order  gain,  .... 

By  order  sovereigns  hold  more  ^ady  reign : 
liirough  all  the  tribes  of  nature  order  runs, 
And  rul^  around  in  systems  and  in  sum : 
Still  has  the  love  of  order  found  a  pl^ce. 
With  all  that's  lov,  degrading,  mean,  and  beee. 
With  all  that  merits  scorn,  and  ail  that  meets  die» 

grace: 
In  the  cold  miser,  of  all  change  afraid, 
In  ppmpous  men  in  public  seats  obey*d ; 
In  humble  nlacemen,  heralds,  solemn  drones. 
Fanciers  of^ flowers,  and  lads  like  Stephen  Jones; 
Order  to  these  is  armour  and  defence. 
And  love  of  method  serves  in  lack  of  senae. 

For  mstieyoQth  could  1  a  list  prodnee 
Of  Stephen's  books,  how  great  might  be  the  use  | 
But  evil  fate  was  theirs— sanrey*d,  eifjoy*d 
Somo  happy  months,  and  then  b^  force  dertroyM  t 
So  wiU*d  the  flitee— but  these,  with  patience  read. 
Had  vast  effect  on  Stephen*s  heart  and  heed. ' 

This  soon  appearM— within  a  single  week  ' 
He  oped  his  lips,  and  miule  attempt  to  speak : 
He  fkiPd  indeed — but  still  bis  fi-iend  confess*d 
The  beet  have  fail*d,  and  he  had  done  his  best : 
The  first  of  swimmers,  when  at  first  he  swinu!. 
Has  little  use  or  freedom  in  his  limbs ; 
Nay,  when  at  length  he  strikes  with  manly  fhroe. 
The  cramp  may  seize  him,  and  impede  his  ooone 
Eneouraged  thus,  our  de^  again  easav*d 
The  daring  act,  tiiough  daunted  and  afraid ; 
Sncceedhig  now,  though  partial  his  success. 
And  pertness  mark*d  his  manner  and^  addrese, 
Yet  such  improvement  issued  from  his  books,  - 
That  all  discern'd  it  in  his  speech  and  looks  ; 
He  ventured  then  on  ever^  dieme  to  speak. 
And  felt  no  feverish  tinglmg  in  his  cheek ; 
His  friend  approving,  halTd  the  happy  change, 
The  clerks  exolaim^*d— **  *T  is  femona,  and  *t  k 
atrange!" 
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Two  rears  had  pnssV;  the  youth  attended  still, 
(Tlioii|rh  thus  QCcomplishM)  with  a  ready  quill ; 
He  sat  th*  allotted  hours,  tliough  hard  the  case, 
While  timid  pr\idcnce  ruled  in  virtue*6  place ; 
By  promise  bound,  the'soA  his  letters  pennM 
To  bis  ^ood  parent,  at  the  Quarter^  end. 
At  first  be  sent  those  lines,  tlie  state  to  tell 
Of  hiB  own  health,  and  hoped  his  friends  were  well ; 
He  kept  their  virtuous,  precepts  in  his  mind, 
And  neeoed  nothing — then  his  name  was  signM : 
But  now  he  wrote  of  Sunday  walks  and  views. 
Of  actors*  names,  choice  novels,  atad  strange  news ; 
How  coats  were  cut,  and  of  his  urgent  n^ 
For  fiesh  supply,  which  be  desired  with. speed. 
The  father  .doubted,  wben  these  letters  came, 
•  To  what  they  tended,  yet  was  loth  to  blame : 

*  Stephen  was  once  my  duUau9  iony  and  now 
H^  wtett  obedient — this  can  I  allow  7 

Can  I  with  pleasope  or  with  patience  see 
A  bogr  at  once  so  heartless,  and  so  free  ?** 

But  Mon  the  kinsman  h^vy  tidings  told, 
Hmt  love  and  prudence  could  no  more  withhold : 
"Stephen,  though  steady  at  his  desk,  was  grown 
A  rake  and  coxcomb — this  be  grieved  to  own ; 
His  cousin  left  his  chorob,  and  spent  the  day 
Lounging  about  in  quite  a  heathen  way ; 
Sometimes  he  swore,  but  hod  indeed  the  graee 
To  show  the  shame  imprinted  on  his  fiice : 
I  search'd  his  room,  and  in  his  absence  read 
Books  that  I  knew  would  tarn  a  stronger  head; 
The  works  of  atheists  half  the  number  raa<le, 
Hie  noot  were  lives  of  harlots  leaving  trade ; 
Whioh  neither  man  or  boy  would,  deign  to  read, 
If  fimn  the  scandal  and  pollution  fi-eed : 
I  sometimes  tfareaten*d,  and  would  fairly  state 
My  sense  of  things  so  vile  and  profligate ; 
But  I  *m  a  cit,  such  works  are  lost  on  me — 
Tbey  Ve  knowledge,  and  (good  Lord!)  phiioMypby.** 

**  Oh,  send  him  down,"  the  father  soon  replied ; 
*Iet  nae  behold  him,  and  my  skill  be  tried ; 
If  care  and  kindness  Isse  their  wonted  use, 
Sooie  ipugber  medicine  wiM  the  end  produce.** 

SCophen  with  grief  and  ang^  heard  his  doom-— 

*  Go  to  the  fiu>mer  ?  to  the  rustic's  home  7 

Corse  the  base  threat*ning — "  **  Nay,  child,  never 


Gorrupled  long,  your  case  is  growing  worse.** — 
*  li**  quoth  the  youth,  *«  I  challenge  aU  mankmd 
To  find  a  fault ;  what  fiiult  have  you  to  find  7 
Improve  I  not  in  manner,  speech,  and  grace  7 
Inquire— n)y  friends  wiU  tell  it  to  voor  face ; 
Have  I  been  taught  to  guard  his  kine  and  sheep  ? 
A  man  like  me  hss  other  things  to  keep; 
This  let  him  know.** — "•  It  would  his  wrath  excite : 
But  come,  prepare,  you  must  away  to-night*** 
•What !  leavo  my  studi^  my  improvements  leave. 
My  faithful  iiriends  and  intimates  to  grieve  !** — 
"Go  to  your  &tber,  Stephen,  let-  him  see 
AB  these  improvements :  they  are  k)st  on  me.*^ 

The  youth,  though  loth,  obey'd,  and  soon  be  saw 
Hie  farmer-fiither,  with  some  signs  of  awe ; . 


Who  kind,  yet  silent,  waited  to  behold 
Bbw  one  would  act,  so  daring,  yet  so  c 
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cold: 


And  soon  he  found,  between  the  fi'Iendly  pair 
That  secrets  pas8*d  which  he  was  not  to  share  ; 
But  he  resolved  those  secrete  to  obtain. 
And  quadh  rebellion  in  bis  laWTul  reign. 

Steplnen,  though  vain,  was  with  his  father  mute , 
He  fear*d  a  crisis,  and  he  shunn*d  dispute ;  . 
And  yet  he  long'd  with  yqpthfiU  pride  to  show 
He  kn^w.such  things  as  farmers  could  not  know* 
These  to  the  grandanvhe  with  freedom  spoke, 
Saw  her  ftmazement,  and  enjoy  *d  the  joke. ; 
But  on  the  father  when  he  cast  his  eye. 
Something  be  found  that  made  his  valour  shy ; 
And  thus  tbe^  seera*d  to  be  a  hollow  truce^ 
Still  threatening  something  dismal  to  produce. 

Ere  this  the  father  at  his  leisure  read 
The  fcon*s  choice  volumes,  and  his  wonder  fled : 
He  saw  how  wrought  the  works  of  either  kind 
On  so  presuming,  yet  so  weak  a  mind  ; 
These  in  a  chosen  hour  he  made  his  prey, 
Condemn*d,  and  bore  with  vengeful  thoughts  away, 
Then  in  a  close  recess  tlie  couple  Qear 
He  sat  unseen  to  see,  unbeard  to  hear. 

There  soon  a  trial  fot  his  patience  came ; 
Beneath  were  placed  the  youth  and  ancient  dame, 
Elach  on  a  purpose  fix*d-^but  neither  thought 
How  near  a  foe,  with  power  and  vengeance  fraught 

And  pow  the  matron  told,  as  tidings  sad, 
What  she  had  heard  of  her  bekxved  lad } 
How  he  to  rraceless,  wicked  men  rave  heed. 
And  wicked  books  would  night  and  momuig  read  | 
Sonje  former  lectures  she  again  began. 
And  begg*d  attention  of  her  little  man ; 
She  brought,  with  many  a  pious  boast,  in  riew 
His  former  studies,  and  condemn'd  the  new  : 
Once  be  the  nomes  of  saints  and  patriarchs  old. 
Judges  and  kings,  and  chiefs  and  prophets,  told ; 
Then  he  in  winier-nights  the  Bible  took. 
To  count  how  oflen  |n  the  sacred  book 
The  sacred  name  appeared,  and  could  rehearse 
Which  were  the  middle  chapter,  word,  and  verse, 
The  very  letter  in  the  middle  placed. 
And  so  employ*d  the  hours  that  others  waste. 

^  Such  wert  thou  <ftice ;  and  now,  my  child,  they 
say 
Thy  faith  like  water  runneth  fast  aWay ; 
The  prince  of  derils  hath,  I  fbar,  beguiled 
The  ready  wit  of  my  backsliding  child.** 

On  this,  with  lofly  looks,  our  cl^rk  began 
His  grave  rebuke,  as  he  assumed  the  man — 

**  There  is  no  devil,**  said  the  hopeful  youtli, 
'  Nor  prince  of  devils ;  that  I  know  for  truth : 
Have  I  not  told  you  how  my  books  describe 
The  arts  of  priests  and  all  the  canting  tribe  7 
Your  Bible  mentions  Egypt,  where  it  seems 
Was  Joseph  found  when  Pharaoh  dream*d  his 

dreams : 
Now  in  that  place,  in  some  bewilder'd  head, 
(The  learned  write)  religious  dreams  were  bl^ ; 
Whence  through  the  earth,  with  various  forms  com- 
bined, 
They  came  to  frighten  and  afflict  mankind, 
Prone  (so  I  read)  to  let  a  priest  mvade 
Their  souls  with  awe,  and  by  h^  crafl  be  made 
Slave  to  his  will,  and  profit  to  his  trade : 
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So  say  my  books,-  and  how  the  rogues  agreed 
To  blind  the  victims,  to  defcaud  and  lead ; 
When  joys  aboye  to  ready  dupes  were  sold, 
And  hell  was  threttenM  to  the  shy  and  cold.    - 

**  Why  so- amazed,  and  so  prepared  to  pray  ? 
As  if  a  Beingr  heard  a  word  we  say : 
This  may  surprise  yo»;  1  myself  began 
To  fee}  disturbed,  and  to  ixiy  Bible  ran; 
.  I  now  am  wiser — ^yet  agree  in  this, 
The  book  has  things  that  are  not  much  amiss; 
It  Is  a  fine  old  work,  and  I  protest 
I  hate  to  hear  it  treated  as  a  jest : 
The  book  has  wisdom  in  it,  if  you  look 
Wisely  i?pon  it  as  another  book.** — 

"  Oh !  wicked !  wicked !  my  unhappy  child, 
How  hast  thou  been  by  evil  men  beguiled  !** 

"  How !  wicked,  say  you  7  yon  can  little  guess 
The  gain  of  that  which  you  call  wickedness*: 
Why,  sins  you  think  it  sinful  but  to  name 
Have  gain*d  both  wlires  and  widows  wealth  and 

fiime ; 
And  this  because  such  people  never  dread 
Those  threaten*d  pains;  hell  comes  not  ui  their 

head: 
Love  is  our  nature,  weaHb  we  all  desire, 
And  what  we  wish  't  is  law^l  to  acquire ; 
So  say  my  books — and  what  beside  they  show 
'TIS  time  to  let  this  honest  farmer  know. 
Kay,  look  not  grave;  am  t  commanded  down 
To  feed  his  cattle  and  become  his  clown  ? 
Is  such  his  purpose  ?  then  he  shall  be  told 
The  vulgar  insult — " 

—«  Hold,  in  mercy  hold^*' 
"Father, oh!  father!  thro^  the  whip  away; 
I  was  but  jesting,  on  my  knees  I  pray — 
There,  hold  his  arm — oh !  leave  us  not  alone : 
In  pity  cease,  and  I  will  yet  atone 
For  all  my  sin — "    In  vain ;  stroke  after  stroke. 
On  side  and  shoulder,  quick  as  mill-wheels  broke ; 
Quick  as  the  patient's  pulse,  who  trembling  cried, 
And  still  the  parent  with  a  stroke  replied  ; 
Till  all  the  roedicjne  he  pre^red  was  dealt, 
And  every  bone  the  precious  influence  felt; 
Till  all  the  panting  flesh  was  red  an^  raw. 
And  every  thought  was  tumM  to  fear  and  awe ; 


Till  every  doubt  to  doe  respect  gave  place— 
Such  cures  Are  done  when  doctors  know  the  otM. 

**  Oh !  I  shall  die— my  father !  do  receive 
My  dying  words ;  indejsd  I  do  believe ; 
The  bool^  are  lying  hooks,  I  know  it  well, 
There  is  a  devil,  oh !  there  is  a  heU ; 
And  I  *m  a  sinner :  spare  me,  I  am  young. 
My  sinful  words  were  onlv  on  my  tongue; 
My  heart  consented  not ;  *t  is  all  a  lie ; 
Oh !  spare  me  then,  I  *m  not  prepared  to  die." 

**Vain,  worthless,  stupid  wretch!"   the  tkiba 
cried, 
^  Dost  thou  presume  to  teach  ?  art  thou  a  guide  T 
Driveller  and  dog,  H  gave  the  mind  distress 
To  hear  thy  tbonghCs  in  their  religious  dreM ; 
Thy  -pious  folly  moved  nri^  strong  disdain, 
Yet  I  fbrgftve  thee  for  thy  Want  of  brain : 
But  Job  in  patience  must  the  man  exceed 
Who  could  endure  thee  in  thy  pretent  creed ; 
Is  it  for  tbeet  thou  idiot,  to  pretend 
The  wicked  cause  a  helping  hand  to  lend  ? 
Canst  thou  a  judge  in  any  question  be  7 
Atheists  themselves  would  scorn  a  friend  like  tliee^— 

"Lo!  yonder  blaze  thy  worthies;  in  one  heap. 
Thy  scoundrel-favourites  must  fer  ever  sleep : 
Each  yields  its  poison  to  the  flame  in  turn. 
Where  whores  and  infidels  are  doomM  to  bom ; 
Two  noble  faggots  made  the  flame  yon  see. 
Reserving  only  two  fair  twi^  for  thee ; 
That  in  thy  view  the  instruments  may  stand. 
And  be  in  future  ready  for  my  hand :   • 
The  jjast  mementos  that,  though  silent,  uow 
Whence  thy  correction  and  improvements  flow ; 
Beholding  these,  thou  wilt  confess  their  power. 
And  feel  the  shame  of  this  important  hour. ' 

**  Hadst  thoo  been  hiunble,  I  had  first  derig&M 
By  care  Geom  folly  to  have  fi^eed  thy  mind  ; 
And  when  a  clean  fbundation  had  been  laid. 
Our  priest,  more  able,  would  have  lent  his  aid  : 
Bat  tliou  art  v^eak,  and  force  must  felly  guidei. 
And  thou  art  vain,  and  pain  must  bumble  pride : 
Teachers  men  honour,  learners  they  alhire ; 
But  leamerA  teaching,  of  contempt  are  sure  ; 
Scorn  is  their  certain  me^,  and  smart  their  oclj 
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TO  HER  GRACE   THE   DUCHESS  OF  RUTLAND. 


Madam, 
Ir  is  the  privile|re  of  those  who  are  placed  in 
that  elevated  situation  to  which  your  Grace  is  an 
ornament,  that  they  give  honour  to  the  person  upon 
whem^hey  confer  a  fevour.  When  I  dedicate. to 
your  Grace  the  fruits  of  many  years,  and  speak 
of' my  debt  to  the  House  of  Rutland,  I  feel  that  I 


am  not  without  pride  in  the  Confession,  nor  i 
sible  to  the  honour  which  such  gratitude  impliei^ 
Forty  years  have  elapsed  since  this  debt  csom. 
menc6d.  On  my  entrance  into  the  cares  of  life, 
and  while  contending  with  its  diflxcultics,  a  Dok« 
and  Duchess  of  Rutland  observed  and  protected  nM 
— in  my  progress  a  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Rutland 
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frvoand  and  anisted  me— ^d|  when  I  am  re^trin^ 
iroin  the  world,  a  Duko  and  Duchess  of  Rutland 
leaeive  my  thanks,  and  accept  my  offering.  Ail, 
eren  in  this  world  of  mutability,  is  not  change :  I 
btTe  eiperienced  unvaried  favour — J.  Havo  felt  un* 
diminished  respect. 

With  the  most  grateful  remembrance  of  what  I 
owe,  and  the  most  sincere  conviction  of  the  little  I 
ein  return,  I  present  these  pages  to  your  Grace's 
•oceptanoe,  and  beg  leave  to  subscribe  myself^ 
May  it  please  your  Graee, 
With  respect  and  gratitude^ 
Tour  Grace's  most  obedient  and  devoted  Servant, 
GEORGE  CRABBE 

DrmMdgty  June,  161 9. 


PREFACE. 


Ip  I  did  not  fear  that  it  would  appear  to  my 
leaders  like  arrogancy,  or  if  it  did  not  seem  to  my. 
self  indecorous  to  send  two  volumes  of  considera- 
Ue  magnitude  fVom  the  press  without  preface  or 
tpobgy,  without  one  petition  for  the  reader's  atten- 
tiixi,  or  one  ple^  for  the  writer's  defects,  I  would 
most  willingly  spare  myself  an  address .  of  this 
kind,  and  more  especially  for  these  reasons;  first, 
because  a  preface  is  a  part  of  a  book  seldom 
JNxioared  by  &  reader's  perusal ;  secondly,  because 
it  is  both  difficult  and  distressing  to  write  that 
which  we  think  will  be  disregarded;  and  thirdly, 
because  I  do  not  conceive  that  I  am  called  upon 
ftr  such  introductory  matter  by  any  of  the  motives 
which  usually  influence  an  author  when  he  com- 
poses bis  prefatory  address. 

When  a  writer,  whether  of  -poetrv  or  prose,  first 
addresses  the  pabli?,  he  has  generally  something  to 
efier  which  relates  to  himself  or  to  his  work,  and 
which  he  considers  as  a  necessary  prelude  to  the 
vwk -itself,  to  prepare  his  readers  for  the  entertain, 
nent  or  the  instruction  they  may  expect  to  receive, 
fcr  one  of  these  ever^  man  who  publishes  must 
•oppose  he  affords — this  the  act  itself  implies ;  and 
hk  proportion  to  his  conviction  of  this  fbct  must  be 
bis  feeling  of  the  dif&cuky  in  which  he  has  placed 
bimseif :  the  difficulty  consists  in  reconciling  the 
implied  presumption  of  the  undertaking,- whether 
1o  piease  or  to  instruct  mankind,  with  the  diffidence 
ud  modesty  of  an  untried  candidate  for  fame  or 
&voar.  Hence^  originate  the  many  reasons  an  au- 
thor assigns  for  his  appearance  in  that  character, 
whether  they  actually  exist,  or  are  merely  offered 
to  hide  the  motives  which  cannot  be  openly  avowed ; 
Mely,  the  want  or  the  vanity  of  the  man,  as  his 
*i>bes^  for  profit  or  reputation  may  most  prevail 
vidi  him. 

Kow,  reasons  of  this  kind,  whatever  they  may 
be,  cannot  be  availiy  beyond  their  first  appear- 
*BQe.  An  author,  u  is  true,  may  again  feel  his 
^nner  apprehensions,  may  again  be  elevated  or 
vpRssed  by  the  suggestions  of  vanity  and  diffi- 
«iee,  and  may  be  again  subject  to  the  oold  and 
^  fit  of  aguish  expectation ;  bpt  he  is  no  more  a 
■  ■tnofer  to  the  press,  nor  .has  the  motives  pr  privi-J 


'leges  of -one  who  is.  With  respect  to  myself,  it  is 
•certain  tliey  belong  not  to  me.  Many  years  have 
elapsed  since  I  became  a  candidate  for  indulgence 
as  an  inexperienced  writer ;  and  to  assuine  the  lan- 
guage of  such  writer  now,  and  to  plead  for  his  in- 
dulgences, woul(l  be  proof  of  my  ignorance  of  the 
place  assigned  to  me,  and  the  degree  of  fkvoui 
which  I  have  experienced ;  bat  of  thfft  place  I  am 
not  uninformed,  and  with  that  degree  of  favour  I 
have  no  reason  to  be  dissatisfied. 

It  was  the  remark  of  tlie  pious,  but  on  some  oc- 
casions the  querulous  author,  of  the  Night  ThoughU^ 
that  he  bad  "  been  so  long  remembered,  he  was  for- 
gotten ;"  an  expression  in  which  there  is  more  ap- 
pearance of  discontent  than  of  submissiop :  if  he 
had  patience,  it  was  not  the  patience  (hat  tmiiew  at 
grief.  It  i$  not  therefore  entirely  in  the  sense  of 
the  good  Doctor  that  I  apply  these  words  to  myself 
or  to  my  more  early  publications.  So  many  years 
indeed  have  passed  since  their  first  appearance,' that 
I  have  no  reason  to  complain,  on  that  account,  .if 
they  be  now  slumbering  with  other  poems  of  decent 
reputation  in  their  day — ^not  dead  indeed,  nor  en- 
tirely forgotten,  but  certainly  not  the  subjects  of  ' 
discussion  or  conversation  as  when  first  introduced 
to  the  notice  of  the  public,  by  those  whom  the  pub- 
lic will  not  forget,  whose  protection  was  credit  to 
their  author,  and  whose  approbation  was  fame  to 
them.  StiU  these  early  publications  had  so  long 
preceded  any  other,  that,  if  not  altogether  unknown, 
I  was,  when  I  came  again  before  the  public,  in  a 
situation  which  excused,  and  perhaps  rendered  ne- 
cessary some  explanation ;  but  this  olio  has  passed 
away,  and  none  of  my  readers  will  now  take  the 
trouble  of  making  any  inquiries  respecting  my 
motives  for  writing  or  for  publishing  these  Tales  or 
verses. of  any  description  :  known  to  each  other  as 
readers  and  authors  are  known,  they  will  require 
no  preface  to  bespeak  their  ^ood  will,  nor  shall  I 
be  ^nder  the  necessity  of  soliciting  the  kindness 
which  experience  has  taught  me,  endeavouring  to 
merit,  t  shall  not  fail  to  receive. 

There  is  one  motive — and  it  is  a  powerful  one— 
which  sometimes  induces  an  author,  and  more  par- 
ticukrly  a  poet,  to  ask  the  attention  of  his  rcadert 
to  his  prefatory  addresses.  This  is  when  he  has 
some  favourite  and  peculiar  style  or  manner  which 
he  would  explain  and  defend,  and  chiefly  if  he 
should  have  adopted  a  mode  of  versification  of 
which  an  uninitiated  reader  was  nol^  likely  to  per- 
ceive  either  the  merit  or  the  beauty.  In  such  case 
it  is  natural,  and  surely  pardonable,  to  assert  and 
to  prove,  as  far  as  reason  will  bear  us  on,  that  such 
method  of  writing  has  bqth ;  to  show  in  what  the 
beauty  consists,  and  what  peculiar  difficulty  there 
is,  which,  when  conquered,  creates -^he  merit  How 
ftr  any  particular  poet  has  qr  has  not  succeeded  in 
such  attempt  is  not  my  business  nor  my  purpose  tu 
inquh^ :  I  have  no  peculiar  notion  to  defend,  nu 
poetical  heterodoxy  to  support,  nor  theory  of  any 
kind  to  vindicate  or  oppose — that  which  I  -  have 
used  is  probably  the  most  common  measure  in  our 
language ;  and  therefore,  whatever  be  its  advan- 
tages or  defects,  they  are  too  well  known  to  require 
from  me  a  description  of  the  one,  or  an  apology 
for  the  other. ' 
^  Perhaps  still  more  frequent  than  any  explanation 
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of  the  work  ia  an  account  of  the  author  himself, 
the  situation  in  which  he  is  placed,  or  some  cir- 
cumstunces  of  peculiar  kind  in  his  life,  education, 
or  employment  How  often  has  youth  been  pletfded 
for  deficiencies  or  redundancies,  for  the  existence 
of  which  youth  may  be  an  excuse,  and  yet  be  none 
for  their  exposure !  Age  too  has  been  pleaded  for 
the  errors  and  failing  in  a  work  which  tlie  octoge- 
narian hjid  the  disocmment  to  perceiye,  and  yet 
had  not  thfe  ibrtitude  to  suppress.  Many  other  cir. 
<5umstanfces  are  made  apologies  for  a  writer*s  in- 
firmities ;  his  much  employment,  and  many  avoca- 
tions, adversity,  necessity,  and  the .  good  of  man- 
kind. These,  or  any  of  them,  however  availing  in 
themselves,  avail  not  me.  I  am  neither  so  young 
nor  so  old,  so  much  engaged  by  one  pursuit,  or  by 
manvf — I  am  not  so  urged  by  want,  or  so  stimu- 
lated by  a  desire  of  public  benefit, — that  I- can  bor- 
h>w  one  apology  f^om  the  many  which  I  have 
named.  How  rar  they  prevail  with  our  readers,  or 
with  our  judges,  I  cannot  tell ;  and  it  is  unneces- 
sary for  me  to  inquire  into  the  validity  of  argu- 
nients  which  J  have  not  to  produce. 

If  there  be  any  combination  of  circttmstanoes 
which  may  he  supposed  to  afiect  the  mind  of  a 
reader,  and  in  some  degree  to  influence  his  jud|r. 
ment,  tJie  junction  of  youth,  beauty,  and  merit  m 
a  female  writer  may  be  allowed  to  do  this ;  and 
yet  one  of  the  most  forbidding  of  titles  is  "  Poems 
by  a  very  young  Lady,*'  and  this  although  beautj 
and  merit  were  largely  insinuated.  Ladies,  it  10 
true,  have  of  late  little  ncied  of  any  indulgence  as 
authors,  and  names  may  readily  be  feund  which 
rather  excite  the  envy  of  man  than  plead  for  bis 
lenity.  Our  estimation  of  title  also  in  a  writer  has 
materially  varied  from  that  of  our  predecessors ; 
**  Poems  by  a  Nobleman**  would  create  aTery  difl 
ierent  sensation  in  our  minds  from  that  which  was 
formerly  excited  when  they  were  so  announced.  A 
noble  airthor  had  then  no  pretensions  to  a  seat  so 
secure  on  the  **  sacred  hill,**  that  authors  not  noble, 
and  critics  not  gentle,  dared  not  attack ;  and  they 
delighted  to  take  revenge  by  their  contempt  and 
derision  of  the  poet,  for  the  pain  which  their  sub- 
mission  and  respect  to  the  man  had  cost  them.  But 
in  our  times  we  find  that  a  nobleman  writes,  not 
merely  as  well,  but  better  than  other  men ;  inso- 
much that  readers  in  general  begin-  to  fancy  that 
the  Muses  have  relinquished  their  old  partiality  for 
rags  and  a  garret,  and  are  become  altogether  aris- 
tocratical  in  their  choice.  A  conceit  so  well  sup- 
ported  by  fact  would  be  readily  admitted,  did  it  not 
appear  at  the  same  time,  that  there  were  in  the 
higher  ranks  of  society  men,  who  could  write  as 
tamely,  or  as  absurdly,  as  they  had  ever  been  ac- 
cused t>f  doing.  We  may,  therefore,  regard  the 
works  of  any  noble  author  as  extraordinary  pro- 
ductions; but  must  not  found  an^  theory  upon 
them;  and,  notwithstanding  their  appearance, 
must  look  on  genius  and  talent  as  we  are  wont  to 
do  on  time  and  chance,  th&t  happen  indifierently  to 
all  mankind. 

But  whatever  influence  any  peculiar  situation 
of  a  writer  might  have,  it  cannot  be  a  benefit  to 
me,  who  have  no  such  peculiarity.  I  must  rely 
upon  the  willingness  of  my  readers  to  be  pleased 
with  that  which  was  designed  to  give  them  plea- 


sure, and  upon  the  cordiality  which  -naturmOy 
springs  fh>m  a  retnerabrance  of  our  having  befi»e 
parted  without  any  feelings  of  diigust  on  tlie  -«iie 
side,  or  of  mortification  00  the  other. 

With  this  hope  I  would  eoochide  the  prqaeat 
subject ;  but  I  am  called  upon  by  duty  to  acknow- 
ledge my  obligations,  and  more  especially  lor  two 
of  tlie  following  Tales  :•— the  Story  of  Lady  Bar- 
bara,  in  Book  XVI,  and  that  of  Ellen,  in  Book 
XVIH.  The  first  of  these  I  owe  to  the  kindness 
of  a  fair  friend,  who  will,  I  hope,  accept  the  thanks 
which .  I  very  gratefully  pay,  and  pardon  me  if  I 
have  not  given  lo  her  rehition  the  advantages  which 
she  had  so  much  reason  to  expect  The  other  story, 
that  of  ESlen,  could  I  give  it  in  the  languai^  of 
him  who  related  it  to  me,  would  please  and  affect 
my  readers.  It  is  by  no  moans  my  only  dehtt 
though  the  one  I  now  more  particularly  acknow- 
ledge ;  for  who  shall  describe  all  that  he  gains  in 
the  social,  the  unrestrained,  and  the  frequent  con- 
versations with  a  friend,  who  is  at  once  oommoni- 
cative  and  judicious  ?-^whose  opinions,  on  all  sub- 
jects of  literary  kind,  are  founded  on  good  taste, 
and  exquisite  feeling?  It  is  one  of  the  grealevt 
**  pleasures  of  my  memory**  to  recall  in  absence 
those  conversations ;  and  if  I  do  not  in  direct 
terms  mention  with  whom  I  conversed,  it  ia  both 
because  I  have  no  permission,  and  my  readers  will 
have  no  doubt 

The  first  intention  of  the  poet  must  be  to  please ; 
for,  if  he  meftns  to  instruct,  h6  mdst  render  the 
histruction  which  he  hopes  to  convey  palatable  and 
pleasant  I  will  not  assume  the  tone  of  a  moralist, 
nor  promise  that  my  relations  shall  be  beneficial  to 
mankind ;  but  I  have  endeavoured,  not  ansucoeev* 
fully  I  trust,  that,  in  whatsoever  I  have  related  op 
described^  there  should  be  nothing  introduced  which 
has  a  tendency  to  excuse  the  vices  of  Inan,  by  as- 
sociating with  them  sentiments  that  demand  oar 
respect,  and  talents  that  compel  our  admirations- 
There  is  nothing  in  these  pages  which  has  the 
mischievous  effect  of  confounding  troth  and  errors 
or  confusing  our  ideas  of  right  end  wrong.  I  know 
■ot  which  ia  most  injurious  to  the  yielding  minds 
of  the  young,  to  render  virtue  less  respectable  by 
makin|^  its  possessors  ridiculous,  or  by  describii^ 
vice  with  so  many  fascinating  qualities,  that  k  is 
either  lost  in  the  assemblage,  or  pardoned  by  tlie 
association.  Man*s  heart  is  sufficiently  prone  lo 
make  excuse  for  man's  infirmity;  and  needs  not 
the  aid  of  poetry,  or  eloquence,  to  take  from  vice 
its  native  deformity.  A  character  may  be  respect- 
able with  all  its  faults,  but  it  must  not  be  made 
r^pectable  by  them.  It  is  grievous  when  gemws 
will  condescend  to  place  strong  and  evil  spirits  fin 
a  commanding  view,  or  excite  our  pity  and  admU 
ration  for  men  of  talents,  degraded  by  crime,  when 
^tliiggling  with  misfortune.  It  is  but  too  true  that 
great  and  wicked  men  may  be  so  presented  to  os, 
as  to  demdnd  our  applause,  when  they  should  excite 
our  abhorrence ;  but  it  is  solely  for  the  interest  of 
mankind,  and  our  own  self-direction,  that  we  shonld 
ever  keep  at  unapproachable  distance  our  respect 
and  our  reproach. 

I  have  one  observation  more  to  offer.  It  may 
appear  to  some  that  a  minister  of  religion,  in  the 
decline  -of  life,  should  have  no  leisure  ftr 
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amiueinents  as  these;  and  for  them  I  have  no 
nply  ;—hui  to  those  who  are  more  indulgent  to  the 
propensities,  tlie  studies,  and  the  habits  of  map. 
liind,  1  offer  some  apology  when  I  produce  thiese 
TDluravs,  not  as  the  occupations  of  my  life,  but  the 
fruits  of  my  leisure,  tho  employment  of  that  time 
which,  if  not  given  to  them,  had  ])assed  in  the 
yicoity df  unrecorded  idleness;  or  had  heen  lobt 
in  the  indulgence  of  anregistered  thoughts 'and 
ftncies,  that  melt  away  in  the  instant  they  afe 
eoooeifed,  and  ^  leave  nof  a  toreck  hehindJ'^ 
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tlw  Meeting  of  the  Brothers,  Creorge  and  Richard 
~>Tbe  Retirement  of  the  elder  to  his  native  Vil- 
lage— Objects  and  Persons  whom  he  found  there 
•—The  Brother  described  in  various  Particujairs 
—The  Invitation  and  Journey  of  the  younger— 
His  Solibqay  and  ArriraL 


Tr  Brothers  met  who  many  a  year  had  paat 

Sooe  their  last  meeting,  and  that  eeemM  their  last ; 

Tboy  had  no  parent  then  or  common  friend 

Who  night  their  hearts  to  mutoal  kindness  bend » 

Who^  touching  both  in  their  divided  state. 

Might  generous  thoughts  and  warm  desires  creftte ; 

For  there  are  raiiidff  whom  we  must  first  excite 

And  urge  to  feeling,  ere  they  can  unite ; 

Ab  we  may  hard  and  stubborn  metals  beat 

And  blend  together,,  if  we  duly  heat 

Tile  elder,  George,  had  past  his  threescore  yeara, 
A  busy  actor,  swayM  by  hopes  and  fears 
Of  {wwerful  kind ;  and  he  had  6ird  the  part* 
That  try  our  strength  and  agitate  our  hearts.  ^ 

Hs  married  not,  and  yet  be  well  approved 
The  social  state ;  hut  then  he  rashly  loved; 
Gave  to  a  itrong  delusion  all  his  youth, 
I^  by  a  vision  till  alarm*d  by  tinth : 
Tkii  vision  past,  and  of  that  truth  ikMsest, 
His  passions  wearied  a|id  disposed  to  rest, 
George  yet  had  will  And  power  a  place  to  chooee. 
Where  jnope  might  sleep,  and  terminate  her  views. 

He  efaese  hia  iiative  Tillage,  and  the  hill 
He  dimb^d  a  boy  had  its  attraction  still ; 
Whh  that  smaH  brook  beneath,  where  lie  would 

stand, 
And  stoopiilg^  fni  the  hollow  of  his  liand 
Tp  quench  th'  impatient  thirst — ^then  stop  awhile 
To  Re  the  sun  upon  the  waters  smile, ' 
In  that  sweet  weariness,  when,  long  denied, 
We  drink  and  view  the  fountain  that  supplied 
The  sparkling  bliss — and  feel,  if  not  express, 
Oar  perfect  case  in  that  sweet  weariness. 

^  oaks  yet  floorish^d  in  that  fertile  ground, 
Where  stiU  the  church  with  lofty  tower  was  fbund ; 
9D 


And' still  that  Hall,  a  first,  a  favourite  view, 
But  not  the  elms  that  fbrm*d  its  avenue ; 
They  fell  ere  George  arrived,  or  yet  had.stooci,  - 
For  he  in  reverence  held  tlie  living  wood. 
That  widely  spreads  in  earth^e  deepening  root, , 
And  lifts  to  heaven  the  still  aspiring  shoot ; 
From  age  to  age  they  filPd  a  growing  space. 
But,  hid  the  mansion  they  were  meant  to  grace. 

It  was  an  ancient,  veneraUe  hall. 

And  once  surrounded  by  a  moat  and  wall ;  - 

A  part  was  added  by  a  squire  of  taste, 

Who,  while  unvalued  aor^s  ran  to  waiste, 

Made  spacious  rooms,  whence  he  could  look  about, 

And  mark  improvements  aa  they  rose. without: 

He  fiird  the  moat,  he  took  the  wall  away. 

He  thinn*d  the  park,  and  bade  the  view  be  gav : 

The  scene  was  rioh,  but  he  who  should  behold 

Its  worth  was  poor,  And  so  the  whole  was  sold. 

Just  then  our  merchant  finom  his  desk  retired. 
And  made  the  purchase  that  his  heart  desired ; 
The  Hall  of  Binning,  his  deli|rht  a  hoy. 
That  gave  his  fancy  in  her  flight  employ ; 
Here,  from  his  father's  modest  home,  he  gazed. 
Its  grandeur  charmM  him,  and  its  height  amaied : 
Work  of  part  ages;  and  the  brick-bnilt  place 
Where  hr  resided  was  in  mnch  disgrace; 
But  never  in  bis  fancy's  proudest  (£eam 
Did  he  the  master  of  that  mansion  seem : 
Young  was  he  then,  and  litUe  did  he  know 
What  years  on  care  and  diligence  bestow ; 
Now  young  no  more,  retired  to  views  well  known, 
He  finds  that. object  of  his  awe  his  own ;    . 
The  Hall  at  Binning  I — how  he  lovea  the  gloom 
That  sun-excluding  window  gives  the  room ; 
Those  broad  brown  stairs  on  which  he  loves  to- 

tread; 
Tfaoee  beams  within ;  without,  that  length  of  lead^ 
On  which  the  names  of  wanton  boys  appear, 
Whp  died  old  men,  and  left  memorials  here. 
Carvings  of  ^t  and  hands,  and  knots  and  flowers^ 
The  fruits  of  busy  minds  in  idle  hours. 

Here,  while  our  squire  the  modem  part  possessed, . 
His  partial  eye  upon  the  ola  would  rest ; 
That  best  his  comforts  gavo— this  soothM  his  fteii. 
ings  best 

Here  day  by  day,  withdrawn  ttcm  busy  tifb. 
No  child  t'  awake  him,  te  engage  no  wife. 
When  friends  were  absent,  not  to  books  uidSned^ . 
He  found  a  sadness  steal  upon  his  mind ; 
Sighing,  the  works  of  former  lords  to  see, 
"I  follow  them,"  he  cried,  "but  who  will  foUowr 
me?" 

Some  ancient  men  w^m  he  a  boy  had  known 
He  knew  again,  their  changes  were  his  ovm; 
Comparing  now  he  viewed  them,  and  he  felt 
That  time  with  him  in  lenient  mood  had  dealt; 
While  some  the  half-distinguish'd  features  bore 
That  be  was  doubtfuf  if  he  saw  before. 
And  some  in  memory  lived,  whom  he  must  see  no* 
more. 

Here  George  had  found,  yet  scarcely  hoped  to  find^ 
Companions  meet,  minds  fitted  to  his  mmd ; 
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Here,  late  and  loth,  the  worthy  rector  came> 
From  coliege  diDoers  and  a  fellow's  fame ; 
Yet,  here  when  fixM,  ww  happy  to  behold 
So  near  a  neiehbour  in  a  firiend  so  old : 
Boys  on  one  form  ikej  parted,  now  to  meet 
In  equal  state,  their  worships  on  one  ee'at 

Here  were  a  sister-pair,  who  seemM  to  liv^ 
With  more  respect  than  affluence  can  give ; 
AltboQgh  not  affluent,  they,  by  nature  graced, 
Had  sense  and  virtue,  dignity  and  feaste ; 
'  Their  minda  by  sorrows,  by  misfortunes  tried. 
Were  vez'd  and  bealM,  were  pain'd  and  purified. 

Hither  a  sage  physician  came,  and  planned, 
With  Books  bis  guides,  improvements  on  his  land  ^ 
iNor  less  to  mind  than  matter  would  he  give 
His  noble  thoughts,  to  know  how  spirits  live 
And  what  is  spirit;  him  his  friends  advised 
'To  think  with  fear,  but  caution  he  despised, 
Abd  hints  of  fear  provoked  him  till  he  dared 
Beyond  himself,  nor  bold  assertion  spared. 
But  fiercely  ppoke,  like  those  who  strongly  ftel,  ' 
***  Priests  and  their  craA,  enthusiasts  and  their  leaL** 

^More  yet  appear'd,  of  whom  as  we  proceed— 
.Ah ;  yield  not  yet  to  languor — ^700  shall  read. 

,  jiSut  ere  the  events  that  from  this  meeting  rose, 
.Be  they  of  pain  or  pleasure,  we  disclose. 
It  is  of  Custom,  doubtless  is  of  use, 
'That  we  our  heroes  first  should  introduce. 
*Come,  then,  fair  Truth !  and  let  me  clearly  see 
'The  minds  I  paint,  as  they  aro  seen  in  thee ; 
'To  me  their  merits  and  their  faults  impart; 
'Give  me  to  say,  "  fhiil  being  i  such  thou  art,*' 
.And  closely  let  me  view  the  naked  human  heart 

'GEORGE  lo^od  to  think  :  but  as  he  late  began 
To  muse  on  all  the  grander  thoughts  of  man, 
He  took  a  solemn  and  a  serioOs  view 

'Of  his  religion,  and  be  found  it  true ; 

/Firmly,  yet  meekly,  he  his  mind  applied 

^o  this  great  subject,  and  was  satisfied. 

'He  then  proceeded,  not  so  much  intcQt, 
But  still  in  earnest,  and  k>  church  he  went . 

Although  they  found  some  dUTerence  in  their  creed, 

"He  and  his  pastor  cordially  agreed ; 

'Convinced  that  they  who  would  the  truth  obtain 
Br  disputation,  find  their  efforts  vaiis* 

'  The  church  he  view*d  as  liberal  minds  will  view. 
And  there  he  fix'd  his  principles  and  pew. 

He  saw,  he  thought  he  saw,  how  weakness,  pride, 
^And  habit,  draw  seceding  crowds  aside : 
Weakness  that  loves  on  trifling  poinU  to  dwell. 
Pride  that  at  first  firom  Heaven's  own  worship  fell. 
And  habit,  going  where  it  went  before, 
*Or  to  the  meeting  or  the  tavem^door. 

<  George  loved  the  cause  of  freedom,  but  reproved 
All  who  with  wild  and  boyish  ardour  loved ; 
.  'Those  who  believed  llie^  never  could  be  free. 
Except  when  fighting  for  their  Uberty ; 
'Who  by  their  very  clamour  and  complaint 
Invite  coercion  or  enforce  restraint : 
He  thought  a  trust  so  great,  so  good  a.< 
Was  only  to  be  kept  by  gwding  laws; 


For  public  blessings  firmly  to  secure. 

We  must  a  lessening  of  the  good  endure. 

The  public  waters  are  to  none  denied. 

An  drink  the  stream,  but  only  few  must  guide  ; 

There  must  be  reservoirs  to  hold  supply, 

And  channels  fbrm*d  to  send  the  blessing  by  ; 

The  public  good  must  be  a  private  care. 

None  all  they  would  may  have,  buf  all  a  share ; 

So  we  must  freedom  with  restraint  enjoy. 

What  crowds  possess  they  will,  unchecked,  destroy ; 

And  hence,  that  freedom  may  to  all  be  dealt. 

Guards  must  be  fix*d,  and  safety  must  be  felt.. 

So  thought  our  squire,  nor  wishM  the  groards  t'  ap-  : 

pear 
So  strong,  that  safety  might  be  bought  too  dear. 
The  constitution  was  the  ark  that  he 
Join'd  to  support  with  leal  and  sanctity, 
Nor  would  expose  it,  as  th'  accursed  son    > 
His  lather's  weakness,  to  be  gazed  upon. 

I  for  that  freedom  niake^  said  he,  my  prayer. 
That  suits  with  all,  tike  atmospheric  air ; 
That  is  to  mortal  man  by  heaven  assign'd. 
Who  cannot  bear  a  pure  and  perfect  kind : 
The  lighter  gas,  that,  taken  in  the  frame, 
The  spirit  heats,  and  sets  the  blood  in  flame. 
Such  is  the  fi'eedom  which  when  men  approve. 
They  know  not  what  a  dangerous  thing  they  lore 

George  chose  the  company  a£  men  of  sense. 
But  oould  with  wit  in  moderate  share  dispense ; 
He  wish'd  in  social  ease  his  friends  to  meet, 
Wl^en  still  he^ thought  the  female  accent  sweet; 
Well  from  the  ancient,  better  fi>om  the  young, 
He  loved  the  lispings  of  ^e  mother  tongue. 

He  ate  and  drank,  as  much  as  men  who  think 
Of  life^  best  pleasures,  ought  to  eat  or  drhik  ; 
Men  purely  temperate  might  have  taken  less, 
But  still  he  Igved  indulgence,  not  excess ; 
Nor  would  alone  the  grants  of  fortune  taste. 
But  shared  the  wealth  he  judged  it  crime  to  WAste^ 
And  thus  obtained  the  sure  reward  of  care; 
For  none  can  spend  like  him  who  learns  to  sparo. 

Time,  thought,  and  trouble  made  the  man  appear^ 
B^  nature  shrewd — sarcastic  and  severe ; 
Stm  he  was  onfe  whom  those  who  fully  knew 
Esteem*d  and  trusted,  one  correct  and  true ; 
All  on  his  word  with  surety  might  depend. 
Kind  as  a  man,  and  faithful  as  a  friend : 
But  him  the  manj  know  not,  knew  not  cause 
In  their  new  squire  for  censure  or  applause ; 
Ask  them,  "  Wlio  dwelt  within  that  lofty  wall  r» 
And  they  would  say,  "  the  gentleman  was  tall ; 
Look*d  old  when  follow'd,  ftit  alert  when  met, 
And  had  some  vigour  in  his  movements  yet ; 
He  stoops,  but  not  as  one  infirm ;'  and  wears 
Dress  that  becomes  his  station  and  his  years." 

Such  was  the  man  who  fixim  the  world  returned. 
Nor  friend  nor  foe ;  he  prised  it  not,  nor  spum*d  ^ 
But  came  and  sat  him  in  his  village  down, 
Safo  from  its  smile,  and  careless  of  its  frown : 
He,  fairly  looking  into  li&*s  account,  ' 
Saw  fi-owns  and  favours  wen  of  like  amount; 
And  viewing  all — his  perils,  prospects,  P<>rse, 
He  said,  "* Content!  *tu  waU  it  is  no  worse.** 
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TttMll^h  way*  moTD  reu^h  had  fortune  Richard  led. 
The  world  lie  traversed  was  the  book  he  read ; 
Henoe  dashing  nolioos  and  opinions  strange 
Lodged  in  his  mind ;  aU  liable  td  change. 

By  nature  generous,  open,  daring,  free, 
The  Tioe  he  hated  was  hypocrisy  : 
RetigioQs  notions,  in  her  latter  years, 
His  mother  gave,  adnionish*d  by  her  ^ars  ;* 
T«  these  he  added,  as  he  chanced  to  read 
A  pioas  work  or  learn  a  chrirtian  creed : 
He  heard  the  preacher  by  the  highway  side,^ 
The  churches  teachet,  and  the  meeting's  guide ; 
And  mixing  all  their  matters  in  .his  brain, 
DistiAM  a  something  he  could  iU  explain ; 
But  still  it  served  him  ibr  his  daily  nse, 
And  kept  bis  lively  passions  from  abase;    - 
For  he  believed,  and  held  in  reverenee  high, 
•  The  truth  so  dear  to  man--**  not  all  shall  die.** 
The  minor  portions  of  his  creed  hung  loose. 
For  time  to  shapen  and  a  whole  proouce  f 
Tills  love  effected,  and  a  ftvonrite  maid, 
With  ofearer  views,  his  honest  flame  repaid ; 
Hers  was  the  thought  correct,  the  hope  subUme, 
She  shaped  his  creed,  and  did  the  werk  of  time. 

He  spake  of  freedom  as  a  nation's  cause. 
And  lovedf  Kke  George,  our  libertr  and  laWi ; 
But  had  more  youth£l  ardour  to  ne  free. 
And  stronger  fears  for  injured  liberty : 
With  him,  oix  rarious  questions  that  arose, 
The  monarch's  servants  were  the  peopte^s  fbes ; 
And  though  he  fought  with  all  a  Briton's  zeal. 
He  felt  for  France  as  Freedom's  children  feel ; 
Went  far  with  her  in  what  she  thought  reform. 
And  faail'd  the  reydutionary  storm  ; 
Yet  would  not  here,  where  there  was  least  to  win. 
And  most  to  love,  the  doubtful  work  begin ; 
But  kok'd  on  change  with  iome  religious  fbar, 
And  cried,  with  filial  dread,  **  Ah !  come  not  here.^ 

His  friends  he  did  not  ai  the  thoughtful  choose ; 
Long  to  deliberate  was,  he  judged,  to  lose ; 
Frankly  he  join'd  the  free,  nor  suffer'd  pride 
Or  doubt  to  part  them,  whom  their  fiite  allied ;, 
Men  with  such  minds  at  once  each  other  aid, 
**  Frankness,"  they  ciy,  **  with  frankness  is  reptaid ; 
If  honest;  why  suspect  7  if  poor,  of  what  afraid  7 
Wealth's  timid  votaries  may  with  caution  move. 
Be  it  our  wiidom  to  confide  and  love." 

So  pleasures  came  (not  purchased  first  or  plann'd). 
But  the  chance  pleasures  that  the  poor  command  r 
They  came  but  seldom,  thej  remain'd  not  long. 
Nor  gave  him  time  to  question  **  are  they  wrong  T' 
Tbeee  he  enjoy'd,  and  left  to  afler  time 
To  judge  the  folly  or  decide  the  crime ; 
Sure  b^  he  been,  he  had  perhaps  been  pure 
From  this  reproach — but  Kiohard  was  not  su 
Tet  from  the  sordid  viocvthe  mean,  the  base. 
He  stopd  aloo^— death  frown'd  not  like  disgraoe» 

With  handsome  figuroi  and  with  manly  air. 
He  pleased  the  sex,  who, all  to  him  were  fair ; 
With  filial  love  he  look'd  on  forms  decay'd^ 
And  admiration's  debt  to  beauty  paid ; 
On  sea  or  land,  wherever  Richard  went, 
ib  felt  aifiBction, and  he  found  content; . 


There  was  in  him  a  strong  preading  hope 
In  fbrimie*s  tempests,  and  it  bore  him  up : 
But  when  that  mystic  vine  his  mansion  graced,    • 
When  numerous  branches  round  his  board  wem 

placed. 
When  sighs  of  apprehensive  love  were  heard. 
Then  first  the  spirit  of  Uie  hero  fear'd ; 
Then  he  reflected  on  the  father's  part. 
And  all  an  husband's  sorrow  touch'd  his  hearl ;   . 
Then  thought  he,  «•  Who  will  their  assistance  lend  f 
And  be  the  children's  guide,  tiie  parent's  friend  7 
Who  shall  their  guardian,  their  protector  be  7 
I  have  a  brothers-Well  !^^nd  so  ha^  he." 

And  now  they  met :  a  message— -kind,  H  is  traoi 
But  verbal  only — ask'd  an  interview  ; 
And  many  a  mile,  perplexed  by  doubt  and  fear. 
Had  Richard  past,  unwilling  to  appear--^ 
**  How  shall  I  now  my  unknown  way  explore, 
He  proud  and  rich-r-I  very  proud  and  poor  7 
Perhaps  my  friend  a  dubious  speech  mistook. 
And  Greo^ge  may  meet  me  with  a  stranger's  look ; 
Then  to  my  home  wheii  I  return  again. 
How  shall  I  bear  this  business  to  explain. 
And  tell  of  hopes  raised  high,  and  feelings  hurt,  in  ! 
vain7 

How  stands  the  ease  7  Mr  brother's  friend  and  mine 
Met  at  an  inn,  and  set  them  down  to  dine : 
When  having  sOttled  all  their  own  affairs. 
And  kindly  canvass'd  such  as  were  not  theirs. 
Just  as  my  friend  was  going  to  retire, 
*Stay !— yoii  will  see  the  brother  of  our  squire,' 
Said  his  companion ;  *  be  his  friend,  and  teU 
The  captain  that  his  brother  loves  him  well, 
And  when  he  h&s  no  better  things  in  view. 
Will  be  rejoiced  to  see  him — Now,  adieu  ? 

Well !  here  I  am ;  and,  brother,  take  yod  heed, 
I  am  not  come  to  flatter  you  and  feed  r 
You  shall  no  soother,  fawner,  hearer  find, 
I  will  not  brush  your  coat,  nor  smooth  your  mind; 
I  will  not  hear  vour  tales  the  wholfe  day  long, 
Nor  swear  you  're  right  if  I  believe  you  wrong; 
Nor  be  a  witness  of  the  fiicts  you  state. 
Nor  as  mj  own  adopt  your  love  or  hate : 
I  will  net  earn  my  dinner  when  I  dine, 
^  taking  all  your  sentiments  for  mine ; 
Nor  watch  the  guiding  motions  of  your  eye, 
Before  I  venture  question  or  reply : 
Nor  when  you  speak,  affect  an  awe  profound. 
Sinking:  my  vqioe,  as  if  I  fbar'd  the  sound ; 
Nor  to  your  looks  obediently  attend, 
The  poor,  the  humble,  the  dependent  friend  : 
Yet  son  of  that  dear  mother  could  I  meet- 
But  lo !  the  mansion — 't  is  a  fine  old  seat !" 

The  Brothers  met,  with  both  too  much  at  heart 

To  be  observant  of  each  other*iB  part ; 

**  Brother,  I  'm  glad,"  was  all  that  Greorge  could  say^ 

Then  stretch'd  his  hand,  and  tum'd  his  head  away ; 

For  he  in  tender  tears  had  no  delight. 

But  soorn'd the  thought,  and  ridiculed  the  sight; 

Yet  now  with  pleasure,  though  with  some  surpriaa^ 

He  felt  his  heart  o'erflowing  at  his*  eyes. 

Richard,' meantime,  made  some  attempts  to  q>Mlu 
Stixmg  in  his  purpose,  in  his  t^  weak ; 
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We  ^nnot  nature  bj  oat  wishes  rule, 
Nor  &t  OUT  will  her  warm  cmotionii  cool; — 
At  length  affection,  like  a  risen  tide,    . 
Stood  still,  and  then  seemM  slowly  to  subsidy ; 
Each  on  the  other^s  looks  had  power  to  dwellt 
And  Brother  Brother  greeted  passing  weU. 
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At  length  the  Brothers  met,  no  longer  tried 
Bf  those  strong  feelings  that  in  time  sbbside : 
Not  fluent  j^et  their  language,  but  the  eye 
And  action  spoke  both  question  and  rejAy ; 
Till  the  heart  rested,  and  could  calmly  liel, 
Till  the  shook  compass  felt  the  settling  steel ; 
Till  playful  arailee  on  graver  converse  broke. 
And  either  speaker  less  abmptiy  spoke .: 
Still  was  there  ofttimes  silence,  silence  blest, 
Expretoive,  thoughtful— their  emotions'  rest ; 
Pauses  that  came  not  from  a  want  of  thought. 
But  want  of  ease,  by  wearied  passitxi  sought ; 
For  souls,  when  hurried  by  such  powerful  force, 
Rest,  and  retrace  the  pleasure  of  the  conrse. 

They  differM  much ;  yet  might  obsDrvers  trace 
Likeness  of  features  both  in  mind  and  face ; 
Pride  they  possessM,  that  neither  strove  to  hide, 
But  not  cifensive,  not  obtrusive  pride : 
Unlike  had  been  their  life,  unlike  the  fruits, 
Of  different  tempers,  studies,  and  pursilite ; 
Nay,  in  such  varying  scenes  the  men  had  moved, 
*T  was  passing  Mrange  that  aught  alike  they  loved ; 
But  ali  distinction  now  was  thrown  apart, 
While  these  strong  feelings  ruled  in  either  heart 
As  various  colours  in  a  painted  ball, 
While  it  has  rest,  are  seen  distinctly  all ; 
Till,  whirPd  around  by  some  exterior  fbree. 
They  all  are  Mended  in  the  rapid  course  : 
So  in  repose,  and  not  by  passion  sway*d, 
We  saw  the  difiercnce  by  their  habits  made ; 
But,  tried  by  strong  emotions,  they  became 
HUM  with  one  love,  and  were  in  heart  the  same ; 
Joy  to  the  face  its  owxt  expression  sent, 
And  gave  a  likeness  in  the  looks  it  lent 

All  now  was  sober  certainty  ;  the  joy 
That  no  strong  passions  sweU  till  they  destroy  : 
For  they,  like  wine,  our  pleasures  raise -so  high^ 
That  they  subdue  our  strength,  and  then  they  die. 
George  in  his  brother  felt  a  growing  pride. 
He  wondered  who  that  fertile  mind  supplied-* 
**  Whore  could  the  wanderer  gather  on  his  road 
Knowledge  so  various  7  how  the  mind  this  i«od  7 
No  colle^  trainM  him,  guideless  through  his  life, 
Without  a  friend — ^hot  so !  he  has  a  wife. 
Ah !  had  I  married,  I  might  now  have  seen 
My ^No  I  it  never,  never  cuoU  have  been : 


That  long  endiantraent,  that  pemidoHB  state!-* 
True,  I  recover*d,  but  alas  I  too  late-^ 
And  here  is  Richard,  poor  ind'eed — ^but— nay ! 
This  is  self-torment — foolish  thoughts,  away  V^ 

Ease  leads  to  habit,  as  success  to  ease, 
He  lives  by  rule  who  lives  himself  to  please ; 
For  change  in  trouble,  and  a  man  of  wealth 
Consults  his  quiet  as  he  guards  his  health : 
And  habit  now  on  George  bad  sovereign  power. 
Hi*  actions  all  had  their  accustomed  hour : 
At  the  iix*d  time  he  slept,  he  walk'd,  he  read. 
Or  sought  his  grounds,  his  gruel,  and  his  bed } 
For  every  seaaop  he  with  caution  dress*d. 
And  morn  and  eve  bad  the  appropriate  vest ; 
He  talk*d  of  early  mists,  and  nigfat^s  cold  air. 
And  in  one  spot  was  fix*d  his  w^rsbip^s  chair. 

But  not  a  custom  yet  on  Rfchard*s  mind 
Had  ibree,  or  him  to  certain  modes  confined ; 
To  him  no  joy  such  frequent  visits  paid. 
That  habit  by  its  beaten  track  was  madb: 
He  was  not  one  who  at  his  ease  could  say, 
•*  We  »11  liv^  to-morrow  as  we  lived  to^lay  ;" 
But  he  and  his  were  as  the  ravens  fed. 
As  the  day  came  it  brought  the  daily  bread. 

George,  bom  to  fortune,  though  of  moderate  kind. 
Was  not  in  haste  bis  road  through  life  to  find : 
His  father  early  lost,  his  mother  tried 
To  Kve  without  him,  liked  it  not,  and — sigfa*d. 
When,  for  her  widowM  band,  an  amorous  youth 

applied : 
She  Btin  was  young,  and  feh  that  she  coaU  abaiB 
A  lover's  passion,  and  an  husband's  care ; 
Yet  pest  twelve  years  before  her  son  was  told« 
To  his  surprise,  **•  your  fiither  you  behold.** 
But  he  beheld  not  with  his  mother'a  eye 
The  new  relation,  and  would  not  comply ;. 
Bilt  all  obedience,  all  connexion  spnm'd. 
And  fled  their  home,  where  he  no  more  retum'd. 

His  father's  brother  was  a  roan  whose  mind 
Was  to  his  business  and  his  bank  confined ; 
His  guardian  care  the  captious  nephew  sought. 
And  was  received,  caress'd,  adviseid,  and  taoght. 

"  That  Irish  beggar,  whem  your  mother  took» 
Does  you  this  good,  he  sends  you  to  your  book ; 
Yet  love  not  b^ks  beyond  their  proper  worth. 
But  when  they  fit  you  for  the  world,  go  forth  ; 
They  are  like  beauties,  and  may  blessings  pnif% 
When  we  with  caution  study  them,  or  love ; 
But  when  to  either  we  our  souls  devote. 
We  grow  unfitted  for  that  world,  and  dote." 

Goorge  to  a  school  of  higher  dass  was  sent. 
But  he  was  ever  grieving  that  he  went : 
A  still,  retiring,  musihg,  dreaming  boy. 
He  relish'd  not  their  sudden  bursts  of  joy ; 
Nor  the  tumultuous  pleasures  of  a  rude, 
A  noisy,  Areless,  fearless  multitude : 
He  had  his  own  delights,  as  one  who  flies 
From  ev^ry  pleasure  that  a  crowd  supplies : 
Thrice  he  retnm'd,  but  then  was  weary  growi^ 
And  was  .indulged  with  studies  of  his  own. 
Still  could  the  rector  and  his  friend  relate 
The  small  adveAtures  of  thai  dietanft  date; 
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And  llichard  HstenM  as  they  spake  of  time 
Past  in  that  world  of  misery  and  crime. 

Freed  from  his  sohool,  a  priest  of  frcntle  kind 
The  uncle  found  to  guide  the  nephcw*s  mind ; 
Pleased  with  his  teacher,  George  so  long  remain*d, 
Tlie  mind  was  weakened  by  the  store  it  gainM. 

His  guardian  uncle,  then  on  ibreignr  ground, 
No  time  to  tliink  of  his  improvements  found ; 
Nor  bad  the  nephew,  now  to  manhood  grown. 
Talents  or  tastes  {or  trade  or  commerce  shown. 
But  shunned  a  world  of  which  he  little  knew, 
Nor  of  that  liUle  did  he  like  the  view. 

His  mother  chose,  nor  I  the  choice  upbraid. 

An  Irish  soldier  of  a  house  deca^*d. 

And  possi^  poor,  but  precious  in  her  eyes 

As  she  in  his;  they  both  obtain*d  a  prize. 

To  do  the  captain  justice,  she  might  share 

What  of  her  jointure  his  affairs  could  spare: 

I^ish  he  was  in  his  profusion— *true, 

But  he  was  Irish  in  affection  too ; 

And  though  he  spent  her  wealth  and  made  her 

*  grieve, 
He  always  said  <*  my  deazi"  and  **  with  your  leave.' 
Him  she  sonrived :  she  saw  his  Ixiy  poasesB'd  > 
Of  meoly  spirit,  and  then  sank  to  rest 

Her  flcsv  ^tms  left,  some  4ega].  eause  required . 
That  they  abonkl  meet,  but  neither  this  defiied  t 
George,  a  recToee,  with  mind  engaged,  was  one 
Who  did  no  bminesa,  with  whom  nooe  was  done ; 
Whose  heart,  engrossed  by  its  peculiar  care, 
Shared  no  one*s  counsel — no  one  his  might  shaire. 

Richard,  a  boy,  a  litely  boy,  was  told 

Of  his  hal^brother,  haughty,  stern,  and  cold ; 

And  hts  boy  folly,  or  hi^  manly  pride 

Made  him  on  measures  cool  and  harsh  decide : 

80,  when  they  met,  a  distant  oold  salute 

Was  of  a  Ipng^xpected  day  the  fruit; 

llie  rest  by  proxies  managed,  each  withdtevf ,     . 

Vex'd  by  the  business  and  the  brother  too ; 

But  now  they  met  when  time  had  calmM  the  mind. 

Both  wishM  for  kindness,  and  it  made  them  kind 

George  had.  no  wife  .or  child,  and  was  disposed 

To  love  the  man  on  whom  his  hope  reposed : 

Richard  had  both ;  and  those  so  well  beloved. 

Husband  and.  father  were  to  kindness  moved ; 

And  thus  th*  a&ctions  checked,  subdued,  restrain'^ 

Rose  in  their  force,  and  in  their  fulness  reign*d. 

The  beU  now  bids  to  dine ;  the  friendly  priest, 
Sodal  and  shrewd,  the  day^s  delight  increased : 
Brief  and  abrupt  their  speeches  while  they  dined. 
Nor  were  their  themes  of  intellectual  kind ; 
Nor,  dinner  past,  did  they  to  these  advance. 
But  left  the  subjects  they  discussM  to  chance. 

Biehaid,  whose  boyhood  in  the  place  was  spent. 
Profound  attention  to  the  speakers  lent 
Who  spake  of  men ;  and,  as  he  heard  a  name, 
Acton  and  actiaDa  io  his  meiaory  came : 
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Then,  too,  the  scenes  he  could  distinctly  trace. 
Here  he  had  fought,  and  there  had  gained  a  race » 
In  that  church-walk  he  had  affrighted  been. 
In  that  old  tower  be  bad  a  someUiing  seen ; 
What  time,  dismissed  from  school,  he  upward  cast 
A  fearful  look,  and  trembled  as  he  past 

No  private  tutor  Richard^s  parents  sought, 
Made  keen  by  haixlship,  and  by  trouble  taught; 
They  might  have  sent  him  (some  the  counsel  gave) 
Seven  gloomy  winters  of  the  Nprth  to  brave, 
Where  a  few  pounds  would  pay  for  board  and  bed. 
While  the  poor  frozen  bpy  was  tauffht  and  fed ; 
When,  say  he  lives,  fair,  freckled,  lank  and  lean. 
The  lad  returns  shrewd,  subtle,  cloee  and  keen; 
With  all  the  northern  virtues  and  the  rules 
Taught  to  the  thrifly  in  tb^se  thriving  schools : 
There  had  he  gone,  and  borne  this  trying  part, 
But  Richard*s  mother  had  a  mother's  heart 

Now  sqbire  and  rector  were  retum'd  to  school. 
And  spoke  of  him  who  there  had  sovereign,  role :   ' 
He  was,  it  seem*d,  a  tyrant  of  the  sort  ' 
Who  make  the  cries  of  tortured  boys  his  sport ; 
One  of  a  race,  if  not  eztinguish*d,  tamed. 
The  flogger  now  is  of  the  act  ashamed ; 
But  this  great  mind  all  mercy's  Calls  withstood. 
This  Hdofemes  was  a  man  of  Uood. 

**  Students,**  he  said,  **  like  horses  on  the  raad, 

^SfiuA  weU  be  huih*d  befbre  they  take  the  kiad; 

They  may  be  willing  for  a  time  to  run. 

But  you  must  whip  them  ere  the  work  be  done : 

To  teU  a  boy,  that,  if  he  will  improve, 

His  friends  will  praise  him,  and  his  parents  love^ 

Is  doing  nothing — he  has  not  a  doubt 

But  they  will  love  him,  nay,  applaud,  witfacot: 

Let  DO  KMid  sire  a  boy*s  ambition  trust. 

To  make  him  study,  let  him  see  he  must** 

Such  his  opinion ;  and  to  prove  it  Cnie, 

At  least  sinoere,  it  was  his  practice  too ; 

Pluto  they  eall*d  him,  and  they  named  him  well, 

*T  was  not  a|i  heaven  where  he  was  pleased  to 

dwell;  ^ 

From  him  a  ^mile  was  like  the  Greenland  mm, 
Surprising,  nay  portentous,  when  it  shone ; 
Or  like  the  lightning,  for  the  sudden  flash 
Prepared  the  children  for  the  thunder*a  crash. 

O !  had  Narcissa,  when  she  fondly  kiss*d 

The  weeping  boy  whom  she  to  school  dismifls*d. 

Had  she  beheld  him  shrinking  from  the  arm 

Uplifled  high  to  do  the  greater  harm. 

Then  seen  her  darling  strlpt,  and  that  pure  white, 

And— O !  her  soul  had  fainted  at  the  sight ; 

And  with  those  looks  that  love  could  not  withstand. 

She  would  have  cried,  **  Barbarian,  hold  thy  band  !** 

In  vain !  no  grief  to  this  stem  soul  could  s^feak, 

No  iron-tear  roll  down  this  Pluto's  cheek. 

Thus  far  they  went,  half  earnest,  half  in  jest, 
Then  tum*d  to  themes  of  deeper  interest; 
While  Richard's  mind  that  for  awhile  had  stray'd^ 
Call*d  heme  its  ^ohen^  and  doe  attention  pftid. 
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BOOK  III. 


BOYS  AT  SCHOOL. 


The  SobooI-^SchooIboyfl— The  Boy-Tyrant-^ir 
Rector  Blane  — Schoolboy!  in  after  life  how 
changed — how  the  same — ^The  patronized  Boy«. 
hie  Life  and  Death— Reflections— Story  of  Harry 
Bland. 


Wvname  the  world  a  achool,  fer  day  by  day 
We  aomething  learn,  till  we  are  caird  away ; 
The  school  we  name  a  world* — for  vice  and  pain, — 
Fraad  and  contention,  there  begin  to  reign ; 
And  much,  in  feet,  this  leaser  world  can  ahow 
Ofgrief  a|id  crime  that  in  the  greater  ffrow. 
**  You  saw,"  said  George,  •*  in  that  still-hated  school 
How  the  meek  suffer,  now  the  haughty  rule; 
There  soft*  ingenuous,  gentle  minds  endure 
Ills  that  ease,  time,  and  friendship  feil  to  cure ; 
There  the  best  hearts,  and  tho^e,  who  shrink  firom 

sin. 
Find  some  seducing  imp  to  draw  them  m ; 
Who  takes  infernal  pleasure'  to  impart 
The  strongest  poison  to  the  purest  heart 
Call  to  your  mind  this  scene — ^Yon  boy  behold: 
How  hot  the  yengeance  of  a.  heartvso'  cold ! 
dee  how  he  beats,  whom  he  had  just  rcTiled 
And  made  rebdlious— that  imploring  child : 
How  fierce  his  eye,  how  merciless  his  Mows, 
And  liow  his  anger  on  his  insult  grows ; 
You  saw  this  Hector  and  his  patient  slave, 
Th*  insulting  speech,  the  cruel  blows  he  gave. 

Mix*d  with  mankind,  his  interest  in  his  tight, 
We  found  this  Nimrod  civil  and  polHe ;. 
There  was  no  triumph  in  his  manner  seen. 
He  was  so  humble  you  might  think  him  mean ; 
Those  angry  passions  slept  till  he  atjtain'd 
His  purposed  wealth,  and  waked  when  that  was 

gain'd; 
He  then  resumed  the  native  wrath  and  pride, 
The  more  indulged,  as  longer  laid  aside; 
Wife,  children,  servants,  afl  obedience  pay, 
The  slaves  at  school  no  greater  slaves  than  they. 
No  more  dependent,  he  resumes  the  rein. 
And  shows  the  schoolboy  turbulence  digain. 

Were  I  a  poet,  I  would  say  he  brinp 
To  reeoUeotion  some  impetuous  spnngs ; 
Bee !  one  that  issues  from  its  humble  source. 
To  gain  new  powers,  and  run  ita  noisy  course ; 
FroUiy  and  fierce  among  the  rocks  it  goes. 
And  threatens  all  that  U>und  it  or  oppose : 
Till  wider  grown,  and  finding  large  increase,. 
Though  bounded  still,  it  moves  along  in  peace ; 
And  as  its  waters  to  the  ocean  glide, 
They  bear  a  busy  people  on  its  tide ; 
But  there  arrived,  and  from  its  channel  fVee, 
.  Those  swelling  waters  meet  the  mighty  sea; 
With  threatening  force  the  new-form*d  billows  swell« 
And  now  affright  the  crowd  they  bore  so  well.** 


Yet,*'  said  the  rector,  **  all  these  early  aigiyi 
Of  vice  are  lost,  and  vice  itsdf  declines ; 
Religion  counsels;  troubles,  sorroirs  rise, 
And  the  vile  spirit  in  the  conflict  dies. 

Sir  Hector  Blane,  the  champion  of  the  school. 
Was  very  blockhead,  btat  was  form*d  for  rule : 
Learn  he  eoold  not;  her  said  he  oould  not  leam^ 
But  he  profes8*d  it  gave  him  no  concern. 
Books  were  his  horror,  dinndr  his  delight, 
An((  his  amusement  to  shake  hands  and  fight ; 
Argue  he  oould  not,  but  in  case  of  doubt, 
Or.disputatioi),  feirly  boxed  it  out : 
This  was  his  logic,  and  his  arm  so  strong. 
His  caua^  prevaU*d,  and  he  was  never  wrong ; 
But  so  obtuse — ^you  most  have  seen  bis  lool^ 
Desponding,  angry,  puzzled  o*er  his  book. 

Can  you  not  see  him  on  the  mora  that  proved 
His  skill  in  figures  7  Pluto*s  self  was  moved — 
'  Come,  six  times  five  ?*  th*  impatient  teacher  cried ; 
In  vairi,  the  pui^il  shut  his  eyes,  and  sigh'd. 

*  Try,  six  times  count  your  fingers ;  how  he  stands  !^ 
Your  fingers,  idiot  !*— *  What,  of  both  my  hands  ?* 

With  parts  like  these  his  fether  felt  assmed. 
In  bu^  times,  a  ship  might  be  procured ; 
He  loo  waa  pleased  to  be  so  early  freed, 
He  now  could  fight,  and  he  in  tune  might  rand. 
So  he  has  fought,  and  in  his  coontry*s  cause 
Has  gain*d  him  glor^,  and  our  hearts'  ajpplanae. 
No  more  the  hhistenng  boy  a  achool  defies, 
We  see  the  hero  fix>m  the  tyrant  rise. 
And  in  the  captain*s  worth  the  'stude»t*B  dulneas 
dies." 

•*  Be  an  alIow*d  ;**  replied  the  squire,  •■  I  give 
Praise  to  his  actions ;  ma^  their  glory  live ! 
Nay,  I  will  hear  him  in  his  riper  ajro 
Fight  his  good  ship,  and  with  the  toe  engage  ; 
Nor  will  I  quit  him  when  the  cowards  fly, 
Although,  like  them,  I  dread  his  eneigy. 

But  still,  my  friend,  that  ancient  spirit  reigna : 
His  powers  support  the  credit  of  his  brains. 
Insisting  ever  that  he  must  her  right. 
And  for  his  reasons  still  prepared  to  fight 
Let  him  a  judge  of  England's  prowess  be. 
And  all  her  floating  terrors  on  the  sea ; 
But  this  contents  not,  this  is  not  dented. 
He- claims  a  right  on  all  things  to  decide— 
A  kind  of  patent-wisdom,  and  he  criea, 

*  *T  is  so  !*  and  bold  the  hero  that  denies. 
Thua  the  boy-spirit  still  the  bosom  rules, 

And  the  wor]d*s  maxims  were  at  first  the  school's.** 

**No  doubt,**  said  Jacques,  **  there  are  in  mindi 

the  seeds 
Of  good  and  ill,  the  virtuea  and  the  weeda ; 
But  is  it  not  of  study  the  intent 
This  growth  of  evil  nature  to  prevent? 
To  check  the  promas  of  each  idle  shoot 
That  might  retard  the  ripening  of  the  fruit  7** 

**  Our  purpose  certain  !  and  we  muclhefiect. 
We  something  cure,  and  something  we  correct ; 
But  do  your  utmost,  wjien  the  man  you  aee. 
You  find  him  what  you  saw  the  boy  would  be« 
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IHsgoiseda  little ;  'bot  wb  ttill  behold 
What  pleaflcd  and  what  offended  us  of  old. 
Yean  froln  the  mind  no  native  it^in  remove, 
But  lay  the  varnisb  of  the  world  above. 
Btiil,  when  he  can,  he  lovee  to  step  aaide 
.And  be  the  boy,  withoqt  a  check  or  ^de ; 
]n  Che  old  Wandering^  he  with  pleasure  straya, 
And  reaasomee  the  blin  of  Earlier  days. 

I  left  nt  fiobool  the  boy  with  pensive  look, 

Whom  some  great  patron  orderM  to  hia  book. 

Who  from  his  mother's  cot  reluctant  came. 

And  gave  «iy  hrd^  for  this  compasaion,  fame ; 

Wh(^  ioU  of  aU  his  patron's  mekit,  sigh*d, 

]  know  not  why,  in  sorrow  or  in  nride ; 

And  would,  with  vexM  and  troubled  spirit,  cry, 

•  I  am  not  happy ;  let  your  ^nvy  die.* 

llim  left  I  with  you;  who,  perhaps,  can  tell 

If  fbrUme  blessed  hinit  or  what  fate  befell : 

1  yet  remember  how  the  idlers  ran 

To  aee  the  carriage  of  the  godlike  man. 

When  pride  restndnM  me ;  ^et  I  thought  the  deed 

Waa  noble,  too,— and  how  did  it  succeed  V* 

Jacques  answerM  not  till  he  had  backward  cast 
His  view,  and  dwelt  upon  the  evil  past ; 
Xben,  as  he  sighed,  he  smiled ;— ffrom  folly  rise 
Such  smiles,  and  misery  will  create  such  sighs. 
And  Richard  now  from  his  abstraction  broke, 
listening  attentive  as  the  rector  spoke. 


^  This  noUe  krdwas  one  disposed  to  try 
And  weigh  the  worth  of  each  new  luxury ; 
Now,  at  a  certain  time,  in  pleasant  mood. 
He  tried  the  luxury  of  doing  good ; 
For  this  he  chose  a  widow's  handsome  boy, 
Whom  he  would  first  improve,  and  then  employ. 
The  boy  was  gentle,  modest,  civil,  kind. 
But  not  for  biutling  through  the  world  design*d ; 
Reserved  in  manner,  with  a  little  gloom. 
Apt  to  retire,  but  never  to  assume ; 
Posseas'd  of  pride  that  he  could  not  subdue. 
Although  he  kept  his  origin  in  view.' 
Him  sent  my  lord  to  school,  and  this  became 
A  theme  fiir  praise;  and  gave  his  lordship  fame ; 
But  when  the  boy  was  imd  how  ^reat  his  debt, 
Ue  proudly  ask'd,  *  is  it  contractMl  yet  V 

With  care  he  studied,  and  with  some  success ; 
His  patience  great,  but  his  acquirements  less : 
Vet  when  be  heard  that  CSiarles  would  not  excel. 
His  lordship  answered,  with  a  smile,  *  *t  is  well ; 
l«t  him  proceed,  and  do  the  best  he  can, 
I  want  no  pedant,  bat  a  useful  man.* 

llie  speech  was  heard,  and  praise  was  amply  dealt. 
His  lordship  felt  it,  and  he  said  he  felt —  . 
-  It  is  delightful,'  he  observed,  *  to  raise 
And  foster  merit, — ^it  is  more  than  praise.* 

yire  years  at  school  th*  industrious  boy  had  past, 
*  And  what,'  was  whisper'd,  *  will  be  done  at  last?* 
My  lord  was  troubled,  for  he  did  not  mean 
To  have  his  bounty  watch'd  and  overseen ; 
Bounty  that  sleeps  when  men  applaud  no  more. 
The  ffenerous  act  that  waked  their  praise  before ; 
The  deed  was  pleasant  while  the  praise  was  new, 
Boi  none  the  progress  would  with  wonder  view : 


It  was  a  debt  contracted ;  he  who  pays 
A  debt  is  just,  but  must  not  look  for  praise : 
Tba  deed  that  once  had  fame  must  still  ^ooeed. 
Though  faide  no  more  proclaims  *  how  great  the 

deed!* 
TheiKvy  is  taken  from  his  mother's  side. 
And  he  whQ  took  him  must  be  now  his  guide. 
But  this,  alas !  instead  ot  bringing  ftme, 
A  tax,  a  trouble,  to  my  lord  became. 

*  The  boy  is  dull,  you  say,— why  then  by  trade, 
Bv  law,  by. physic,  nothing  can  Be  made ; 

If  a  small  Uving — mine  are  both  too  large. 
And' then  the  college  is  a  cursed  charge : . 
The  sea  is  open ;  should  he  there  display 
Signs  of  dislike,  he  cannot  run  away.* 

^ow  Charles,  who  acted  no  herc^c  pirt, 
And  felt  no  seaman's  glory  warm  his  heait, 
Refbsed  the  offer. — Anger  touch'd  my  lord  »— 
*■  He  does  not  like  it — Good,  upon  my  word—   ' 
If  I  at  college  place  him,  he  will  need  • 

Sdpplies  for  ever,  and  will  not  succeed  ;— 
Doubtless  in  me  H  is  duty  to  provide 
Not  for  his  comfort  only,  but  his  pride — 
Let  him  to  sea  !'-<-He  heard  the  words  again. 
With  promise  join'd — ^with  threat'ninff ;  iQl  in  vain  t 
Charles  h^d  his  own  pursuits ;  for  aid  to  these 
He  had  been  thankful,  and  had  tried  to  please ; 
But  urged  again,  as  meekly  as  a  saint. 
He  humbly  begg'd  to  stay  at  home,  and  paint. 
'  Yes,  pay  some  dauber,  that  this  stubborn  fool 
May  grind  his  colours,  and  may  boast  his  sohooL' 

As  both  persisted.  *  Choose,  good  air,  your  way,' 
The  peer  exclaimM,  *  I  have  no  more  to  say. 
I  seek  your  {[ood,  but  I  have  no  command 
Upon  your  will,  nor  your  desire  withstand.' 

Resolved  and  firm,  yet  dreading  to  offend, 
Charles  pleaded  gemus  with  by  noble  friend : 

*  Genius  !*  he  cried,  *■  the  name  that  triflers  give 
To  their  strong  wishes  without  pains  to  live ; 
Genius !  the  plea  of  all  who  feel  desire 
Of  fiime,  yet  grudge  the  labours  that  acquire : 
But  say  't  is  true ;  how  poor,  how  late  the  gaiik. 
And  certain  ruin  if  the  hope  be  vain !' 
Then  to  the  world  appeal'd  my  lord,  and  cried, 

*  Whatever  happens,  I  am  justified.' 
Nay,  it  was  trouble  to  his  soul  to  find 
There  was  such  hardness  in  the  human  mind : 
He  wash'd  his*  hands  befbre  the  world,  and  swore 
That  he  *  such  minds  would  patronize  no  more.' 

Now  Charles  his  bread  by  dajly  labours  sought. 
And  this  his  solace,  *  so  Corregio  wrought' 
Alas,  poor  youth !  however  great  his  name. 
And  humble  thine,  thy  fortune  was  the  same : 
Charles  drew  and  painted,  and  some  praise  obtain'd* 
For  care  and  pains ;  but  little  more  was  gain'd : 
Fame  wato  bis  hope,  and  he  contempt  dispby'd 
For  approbation,  when  't  was  coolly  paid : 
His  daily  tasks  he  call'd  a  waste  of  mind, 
Vex'd  at  his  fate,  and  angry  with  mankind :. 

*  Thus  have  the  blind  to  merit  ever  .done, 
And  Genius  moum'd  for  each  neglected  son.' 


Charles  murnlur'd  thus,  and  angry  and  alone 
Half  breathed  the  curse, 'and  half  supprese'd 
groan; 
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Then  still  more  snllen  grew,  and  still  more'proud, 
Fame  so  refused  be  to  himself  allow'd, 
Crowds  in  contempt  be  held,  and  all  to  him  waa 
crowd*  ' 

If  aoght  on  earth,  th^  ^ooth  hie  motiier  love^ 
Andy  at  her  death,  to  distant  aoenes  removed. 

Years  past  away,  and  where  he  lived,  and  how, 
Was  then  unknown — indeed  we  know  not  now ; 
Bot  once  at  twilight  walking  up  and  down, 
In  a  poor  alley  of  the  mighty  town. 
Where,  in  her  narrow  courts  and  garrets,  hide^ 
The  grieving  sons  of  genius,  want,  and  pride, 
I  met  him  musing  :  sadness  I  could  trace. 
And  conquerM  hope^s  meek  anguish,  in  his  i^oe. 
See  him  I  must :  but  I  with  ease  addressed, 

fnd  neither  pity  nor  surprise  ezpress*d ; 
strove  twth  grief  and  pleasure  to  restrain, 
Bst  yet  I  saw  that  I  was  giving  pain. 
He  said,  with  quickening  pace,  as  loth  to  hold 
A  longer  converse,  that  *  the  day  was  cdd. 
That  he  was  well,  that  I  had  scarcely  light 
To  aid  my  stops,*  and  bade  me  then  go(S  night ! 

I  saw  him  next  where  he  had  lately  come, 
A  silent  pauper  in  a  erowded  room ; 
I  heard  his  name,  but  he  oonceaPd  his  face. 
To  his  sad  mind  his  misery  was  disgrace :' 
In  vain  I  strove  to  combat  his  disdain 

Of  my  compassion *  Sir,  I  pray  refram  ;• 

For  I  had  left  my  friends  and  steppM  aside,  - 
Because  I  iear'd  his  unrelenting  pride. 

He  then  was  sitting  on  a  workhouse-bed. 
And  on  the  naked  boards  reclined  his  head, 
Around  were  children  with  incessant  cry, 
And  near  was  one,  like  him,  about 'to  die ; 
A  broken  chair's  deal  bottom  held  the  store 
That  he  required— (le  soon  would  need  no  more ; 
A  yellow  tea-pot,  standing  at  his  side. 
From  its  half  spout  the  cold  black  tea  supplied. 

Hither,  it  seem*d,  the  &inting  man  was  brought. 
Found  without  food, — it  was  no  kmger  sought : 
For  his  employers  knew  not  whom  they  paid. 
Nor  where  to  seek  him  whom  they  wiBh*d  to  aid : 
Here  brought,  some  kind  attendant  he  addressed. 
And  sought  some  trifles  which  he  yet  posaessM ; 
Then  named  a  lightless  cloec^  in  a  room 
Hired  at  small  rate,  a  garret's  deepest  gloom. 
They  sought  the  region,  and  they  brought  him  all 
That  he  his  own,  his  proper  wealth  could  call : 
A  bettor  coat,  less  pieced;  somite  linen  neat. 
Not  whole ;  and  papers  many  a  valued  sheet ; 
Hesigns  and  drawings ;  these,  at  his  desire. 
Were  placed  before  him  at  the  chamber  fire, 
And  while  th*  admiring  people  stood  to  gaze, 
He,  one  by  one,  committed  to  the  Uaie, 
.  Smiling  in  spleen  ;  but  one  he  held  a  while, 
.  And  gave  it  to  the  flames,  and  could  not  smile. 

'  The  sickening  man — for  such  appeared  the  fiict — 
.Just  in  his  need,  would  not  a  debt  contract; 
But  lefl  his  poor  apartment  for  the  bed 
;     '  That  earth  might  yield  him,  or  some  way-side  shed ; 
!      'Here  he  was  K>und,  and  to  this  place  convey*d, 
L    ^Wherc  be  might  rest,  and  his  last  debt  be  paid  : 


Fame  waa  his  wish,  bnt  be  so  far  from  faroe^ 
That  no  one  knew  his  kindred,  or  bis  Baine, 
Or  by  what  means  he  lived,  or  from  what  plaee  he 
came. 

Poor  Charles !  unnoticed  by  thy  titled  friend. 
Thy  days  had  calmly  past,  in  peace  thine  end  t 
Led  by  thy  patron's  vanity  astray, 
Thy  own  misled  thee  in  thy  trackless  way, 
Urging  thee  on  by  hopes  alMurd  and  vain. 
Where  never  peace  or  comfort  smiled  again ! 

Once  more  I  saw  him,  when  his  spirits  faiTd, 

.And  my  desire. to  aid  him  then  prevailM ; 

H^  ahowM  a  softer  feeling  in  his  eye. 

And  wateh*d  my  looks,  and  owoM  the  sympatiiyt 

'T  was  now  the  calm  of  wearied  pride ;  so  long' 

As  he  had  strength  was  his  reeentment  strong. 

But  in  such  place,  with  strangers  all  around. 

And  they  such  strangers,  to  have  somethimg  feand 

Allied  to  his  own  heart,  an  earlj  friend, 

Onev  only  one,  who  would  on  him  attend. 

To  give  and  take  a  look !  at  this  his  joomej'e  end; 

One  link,  however  slender,  of  the  chain 

That  held  him  where  he  could  not  long-  remain ; 

The  one  sole  interest ! — ^No,  he  could  not  now 

Retain  his  anger ;  Nature  knew  not  how ; 

And  so  there  came  a  ooflneas  to  his  mind. 

And  he  forgave  the  usage  of  mankind. 

His  cold  long  finders  now  were  pressM  to  mine. 

And  his  faint  smile  of  kinder  thoughta  gave  sign ; 

His  lips  moved  often  as  he  tried  to  lend 

His  words  their  sound,  and  softly  whisper'd,  *  friend !' 

Not  without  comfort  in  the  thought  expresaM 

By  that  caUn  look  with  which  he  sank  to  rest** 


**  The  man,*'  said  George,  **  you  see,  through  life 

retaio'd 
The  boy*s  defects :  his  virtues  too  remained* 

But  where  are  now  those  minds  so  light  and  gay. 

So  forced  on  study,  so  intent  on  play. 

Swept  by  the  world's  rude  blasts,  firom  hope's  dfear 

views  ewa^  ? 
Some  grieved  for  long  neglect  in  earlier  times. 
Some  sad  from  frailties,  some  lamenting  crimes ; 
Thinking,  with  sorrow,  on  the  season  lent 
For  noble  purpose,  and  in  trifling  spent ; 
And  now,  at  last,  when*  they  in  earnest  view 
The  nothing  4one — ^what  work  they  find  to  do  T 
Where  is  that  virtue  that  the  generous  boy 
Felt,  and  resolved  that  nothing  shoidd  destroy  ? 
He  who  with  noble  indifnatioo  glow'd 
When  vice  had  triumph  /  who  his  tear  be8tow*d 
On  injured  merit  ?  he  who  would  possess 
Power,  but  to  aid  the  children  of  distress ! 
Who  has  such  joy  in  generous  actions  shown. 
And  so  sincere,  they  might  be  cali'd  his  own ; 
Knight,  hero,  patriot,  martyr !  on  whose  tongne. 
And  potent  arm,  a  nation's  welfare  hung  ; 
He  who  to  public  misery  brought  relief; 
And  soothed  the  anguish  of  domestic  grief^ 
Where  now  his  virtue's  forvour,  spirit,' zeal  7    . 
Who  fblt  so  warmly,  has  he  ceased  to  feel  7 
The  boy's  emotions  of  that  noble  kind. 
Ah  I  sure  th'  ezperienixd  man  has  not  reaign*d  : 
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Or  are  these  (eelingfs  vaded  ?  .hafi  the  kiright, 
"f^ne^a  own  champion,  now'  refused  to  light  7 
la  the  dcliTcrer  turnM  th*  oppressor  now  7    ^ 
Haa  the  rcibrmer  dropt  the  dan^roas  Vow  7 
Or  has  the  patriot^s  bosom  lost  its  heat, . 
And  forced  him,  shivering,  to  a  snug  retreat  7 
la  such  the  grievous  lapse  of  human  pride  7 
Is  s&chr  the  victory  of  the  youth  untried  7 
Here  will  I  pausf ,  and  then  revicy^  the  shame 
Of  Harry  Bland,  to  hear  his  parentis  name ; 
That  mild,  that. modest  hoy,  whom  well  we  knew, 
In  him  long  time  the  secret  sorrow  grew ; 
He  wept  alone ;  then  to  his  friend  confessed  ■ 
The  grievous  i^ars  that  his  pure  mind  oppress'd ; 
And  thoK,  when  terror  o'er  bis  shame  obtained   . 
A  painful  conquest,  he  his  case  explain'd  : 
And  firat  his  ftvouriie  questioned — *  Willie,  tell, 
Do  all  the  wicked  people  gt>  to  hell  7* 

Willie  with  caution  answer*d,  *  Yes,  they  do, 
Or  else  repent;  but  what  is  this  to  yon  7* 
*0 1  yea,  dear  friend :*  he  then  his  tale  began^- 
*He  fear'd  his  father  was  a  wieked  man,. 
Nor  had  repented  of  his  naughty  h£e ; 
The  wife  he  had  indeed  was  not  a  wife, 
Not  as  my  mother  was ;  the  servants  all 
CSall  lier  a  name->I  *11  whisper  what  (hey  oalL 
8ke  mw  me  weep,  and  ask'd,  in  high  disdam. 
If  tears  eoold  bring  my  mother  badi  again  7 
lliis  I  could  bear,  but  not  when  abe  pretends 
Such  fond  regard,  and  what  1  apeak  commends ; 
Talks  of  my  learning,  fawning  wretch !  and  tries 
To  make  m&  love  her,-4ove  !  when  I  despise. 
Indeed  I  had  it  ifi  my  hear(  to  aay 
Words  of  reproach,  before  I  came  away ; 
And  then  my  father's  look  is  not  the  same, 
He  pats  his  anger  on  to  hide  his  shame.' 

With  all  these  feelings  delicate  and  nice, 
fRiis  dread  of  infamy,  this  scorn  of  vice,  • 
He  left  the  school,  accepting,  though  with  pridei 
His  &ther's  aid— but  there  would  not  reside ; 
He  married  then  a  lovely  maid,  approved 
Of  every  heart  as  worthy  to  be  loved ; ' 
Mild  as  the  mom  in  summer,  firm  as  truth. 
And  graced  with  wisdom  in  the  bloom  of  youth. 

"Haw  is  it,  qaen,  When  they  in  judgment  sit. 
On*  the  same  fault,  now  censure,  now  acquit  7 
Is  it  not  thus,  that  here  we  view  the  sin, 
And  there  the  powerful  cause  that  drew  us  in  7 
*T  is  not  that  men  are  to  the  evil  blind. 
But  that  a  different  ohject  fills  the  mind. 
In  judging  others  we  can  see  too  well 
Their  grievous  Mi,  but  not  how  grieved  they  fell  j 
Judging  ourselves,  we  to  our  minds  recall. 
Not  how  we  fell,  but  how  we  grieved  to  falL 
Or  could  this  man,  so  vez'd  in  early  time. 
By  this.strong  feeling  for  his  father's  crime. 
Who  to  the  parent's  siii  was  barely  just. 
And  raiz'd  with  filial  fear  the  man's  disgust; 
Could  he,  without  some  strong  delusion,  quit 
The  path  of  duty,  and  to  shame  submit  ? 
Cast  off  the  virtue  he  so  highly  prixed, 
'  And  be  the  very  creature  he  despised  7' 

A  tenant's  wife,  half  forward,  half  afraid«    . 
Features,  it  seem'd^  of  powerful  cast  display'd, 
20»  2E       . 


That  bore  down  faith  and  duty  ;  common  fame 
Speaks  of  a  contract  that  augments  the  shame. 

There  goes  he,  not  unseen,  so  strorfg  the  wiU, 
And  blind  the  wish,  that  bear  him  to  the  mill ; 
There  he  degraded  sits,  and  strives  to  please 
The  miller's  children,  laughing  at  his  knees ; 
And  llUle  Dorcas,  now  familiar  grown, 
Talks  of  her  rich  papa,  alid  of  her  own. 
He  woos  the  mother's  now  precarious  smile 
By  costly  gifts,  that  tempers  reconcile ;' 
White  the  rough  husband,  yielding  to  the  pay 
That  buys  his  absence,  growling  stalks  ewaj. 
'Tis  said  th^ofiending  man  will  sometimes  sigh,  . 
And  say,  *  My  God,  in  what  a  dream  am  1 7 
I  will  awake  s'  but,'  as  the  day  proceeds,    . 
The  Weaken VI  fnjnd  the  day's  indulgence  needs ; 
Hating  himself  at  every  step  he  takes. 
His  mind  approves  the  virtue  he  forsakes. 
And  yet  forsakes  her.    O !  how  sharp  the  pain, 
Our  vice,  ourselves,  our  habits  to  disdain ; 
To  go  where  never  yet  in  peace  we  went. 
To  feel  our  hearts  can  bleed,  yet  not  relent ; 
To  sigh,  yet  not  recede ;  to  grieve,  yet  not  repent !' 
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ADYENTUBES  OF  EICHABD. 

Meeting  of  the  Brothers  in  the  Moming-^Pictures, 
Music,  Books— The  Autumnal  Walk— The  Farm 
—The  Fkx:k— Effect  of  Retirement  upon  the 
Mind — Dinner— ^Richard's  Adventure  at  Sea-^ 
George  inquires'  into  the  Education  of  his  Bro> 
ther — Richard's  Account  of  his  Occupations  in 
his  early  Life ;  his  Pursuits,  Associations,  Par- 
tialities, Affections  and  Feelings — His  Love  of 
Freedom — The  Society  he  chose — The  Friend- 
ships he  engaged  in — and  the  Habits  he  con- 
tracted. 


Eight  days  had  past ;  the  Brothers  now  could  meet 

With  ease,  and  take  the  customary  seat 

**  These,"  said  the  host,  for  he  -  perceived  where 

Btray*d 
His  brother's  eye,  and  what  he  now  survey'd ; 
**  These  are  the  costly  trifles  that  we  buy. 
Urged  by  the  strong  demands  of  vanity, 
The  thirst  and  hunger  of  a  mind  diseased, 
That  must  with  purchased  flattery  be  appeaeed ; 
But  yet,  't  is  true^  the  things  that  you  behold 
Serve  to  amuse  us  as  we  're  getting  old : 
These  pictures,  as  I  heard  our  artists  say. 
Are  genuine  all,  and  I  believe  they  may ; 
They  cost  tlie  genuine  sums,  and  I  ahould  grieve 
I^  being  willing,  I  could  not  believe. 

And  there  is  music ;  when  the  ladies  come. 
With  their  keen  looks  they  scrutinize  the  room 
To  see  what  pleases,  and  I  must  expect 
To  yield  them  pleasure,  or  to  find  neglect : 
For,  as  attractions  from  our  person  fly,    ■ 
Our  purses,  Richard,  must  the  want  supply ; 
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Yet  would  it  vex  me  oouM  the  triflers  know 
That  they  can  shut  oat  comibrt  or  bestow. 

But  see  this  room  :  here^  Rieliard,  you  will  find 
Books  for  all  palates,  food  for  every  mind ; 
This  readers  term  the  ever-new  delight, 
And  BO  it  is,  if  minds  have  appetite : 
'Mine  once  was  craving;  greal  my  joy,  indeed. 
Had  I  poasess*d  such  Sx>d  when  I  cduld  feed ; 
When  at  the  call  of  every  new-born  wish 
I  could  hi|ve  keenly  relishM  every  dish — 
Now,  Richard,  now,  I  stalk  around  and  look 
Upon  the  dress  and  title  of  a  book,  * 

Try  half  a  page,  and  then  ean  taste  no  more, 
^ut  the  dull  volume  to  its  place  restore ; 
Begm  a  second  slowly  to  peruse, 
Then  cast  it  by,  and  look  about  for  news ; 
The  news  itself  grows  dull  in  long  debates^ 
I  skip,  and  see  what  the  conclusion  states  ^ 
And  many  a  speech,  with  zeal  and  study  made    • 
Cold  and  resisting  spirits  to  persuade. 
Is  lost  on  mine ;  alone,  we  cease  to  fbel 
What  crowds  admire,  and  wonder  at  their  ;Kal. 

Bmt  how  the  day  7  ^o  fairer  will  it  be  7 
Walk  you  ?  Alas  I  *t  is  requisite  for  me— 
Nay,  let  me  not  presoribe-Tmy  friends  and  gposts 
are  free." 


It  was  a  fiur  and  mild  autumnal  sky,     . 
And  earth's  ripe  treasures  met  th'  aidmiring  eye. 
As  a  rich  beauty,  when  her  bloom  is  lost. 
Appears  with  more  magnificence  and  cost : 
The  wet  and  heavy  grass,  where  feet  had  strayed. 
Not  yet  erect,  the  wanderer*s  way  betrayed : 
Showers  of  the  night  had  swellM  the  deepening  rill. 
The  morning  breeze  bad  urged  the  quickening  mill ; 
Assembled  rooks  had  wingM  their  sea^ward  flight, 
By  the  tome  passage  to  return  at  night 
Whil^  proudly  o*er  them  hunjr  the  steady  kite, 
.  Then  turned  him  back  and  Im  the  noisy  throng. 
Nor  deign*d  to  knov^  them  as  he  saiPd  diong. 
Long  yellow  leaves,  from  osiers,  strew'd  around, 
Choked  the  small  stream,  and  hush*d  the  feeble 

sound ; 
While  the  dead  foliage  dropt  from  loftier  trees 
Our  squire  beheld  not  with  his  wonted  ease, 
But  to  his  own  reflections  made  reply. 
And  said  aloud,  **  Yes  U  doubtless  we  must  die.'* 

^  We  most,**  said  Richard,  "  and  we  would  not  Uve 
To  feel  what  dotage  and  decay  will  give ; 
But  we  yet  taste  whatever  we  behol<^  ^ 
The  mom  is  lovely,  though  the  air  is  cold : 
There  is  delicious  quiet  in  this  scene. 
At  once  so  rich,  so  varied,  so  serene ; 
Sounds  to  delight  us,— each  discordant  tone 
Thus  mingled  please,  that  fail  to  please  alone ; 
This  hollow  wind,  this  rustling  of  the  bro6k, 
The  fkrm-yard  noise,  the  woodman  at  yon  oak*— 
See,  the  axe  falls  f— now  listen  to  the  stroke ! 
That  gun  itself,  that  murders  all  this  peace. 
Adds  to  the  charm,  because  it  soon  must  cease.** 

**  No  doubt,**  said  George,  **  the  country  has  its 

charms ! 
My  fami  behold!  the  model  for  all  farmsl 


Look  at  the  land— you  find  not  there  a  weed. 

We  grub  the  roots,  and  suflTer  none  to  seed. 

To  land  like  this  no  botanist  will  come. 

To  seek  the  precious  ware  he  bides  at  home ; 

Pressing  the  leaves  and  flowers  with  effort  nice. 

As  if  tlusy  came  from  herbs  in  Paradise; 

Let  them  their  favourites  with  my  neighbours  eei 

They  have  no^wbat  7  no  habiUt  with  me. 


Now  see  my  flock,  and  hear  its  glory ; 
Have  that  vast  body  and  that  slender  bone ; 
They  are  the  village  boast,,  the  dealer's  theme, 
Fleeee  of  such  staple !  flesh  in  such  esteem  !** 

**  Brother,**  said  Richard,  *'  do  I  hear  aright  7 
IX>es  the  land  truly  give  so  much  delight  7** 

*^  So  cays  my  bailiff*:  sometimes  I  ha^  tried 
To  catch  the  joy,  but  nature  has  denied ; 
It  will  not  be--the  mind  has  had  a  store 
Laid  up  for  life,  and  will  admit  no  naore ; 
Worn  out  in  trials,  and  about  to  die, 
In  vain  to  these  we  for  amusement  fly ; 
We  farm,  we  garden,  we  our  poor  employ, 
And  mnch  command,  though  little  we  enjoy ; 
Or,  if  ambitious,  we  employ  our  pen. 
We  plant  a  desert,  or  we  drain  a  fen ; 
And---here,  behold  my  medal ! — ^this  will  show 
What  men  may  merit  when  they  nothing  know.** 

"Yet-  reason  here,**  aaid  Richard,  *' joins  with 

.    pride:—*' 
**  I  did  not  ask  th*  lOliance,**  George  replied— 
1  grant  it  true,  such  trifle  may  induce  / 

A  dull,  proud  man,  to  wake  and  be  of  use ; 
And  there  are  purer  {Measures,  that  a  mind 
Calm  &nd  uninjured  may  in  villas  find ; 
But  where  th*  aflfectiom  have  been  deeply  tried. 
With  other  food  that  mind  must  be  supplied :  ' 
*T  is  not  in  trees  or  medals  to  impart 
The  powerfxil  medicine  for  an  aching  heart ; 
The  agitation  dies,  but  there  is  still 
The  backward  spirit,  the  resisting  wilL 
Man  takes  his  body  to  a  country-seat. 
But  minds,  dear  Richard,  have  their  own  retreat; 
Oft  when  the  feet  are  pacing  o*er  the  green. 
The  mind  is  ^one  where  never  grass  was  seen. 
And  nevdr  thmks  of  hiU,  or  vale,  or  plain. 
Till  want  of  rest  creates  a  sense  of  pahi, 
That  calls  that  wandering  mind,  and  bringi  it 

home  again. 
No  more  of  farms :  but  here  I  boast  of  minds 
That  make  a  friend  the  richer  when  he  finds ; 
These  shalt  thou  see ;— but,  Richard,  be  it  known. 
Who  thinks  to  see  must -in  his  turn  be  diown :— > 
But  now  farewell !  to  thee  will  I  resjgn 
Wood^  walks,  and  valleys !  take  them  till  we  dins.** 


J 


The  Brothers  dined,  and  with  that  plenteous  &ie 
That  seldom  fails  to  dissipate  oorcare. 
At  least  the  lighter  kind ;  and  oft  prevails 
When  reason,  duty,  nay,  when  kindness  ^Qs. 
Yet  food  and  wine,  and  all  t^t  mortals  hk 
Lead  them  to  think  of  peril  and  distress ; 
Cold,  hunger,  danger,  solitude,  and  pain. 
Thai  men  in  life*s  adventurous  ways  i 
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*Thoa  hast  sailM  far,  dear  brother,"  Mid  the 

■quire — 
Permit  me  of  those  miknovm  lands  t*  inquire, 
Lands  never  tUl*d,  whei:e  thou  hast  wonoering  ))eeD, 
And  aU  the  marvels  thou  hast  beard  and  seen : 
Do  leH  me  something  of  the  miseries  felt 
In  cHmes  where  traveflers  freeze,  and  where  they 

melt; 
And  be  not  nice,— we  know  *t  is  not  in  men. 
Who  travel  far,  to  hold  a  steady  pen : 
Some  tviil,  *t  is  true,  a  bolder  freedom  take, 
And  keep  our  wonder  always  wide  awake ; 
We  know  of  those  whose  dangers  &i  exceed 
Oar  frail  belief,  that  trembles  as  we  read ; 
Sach  as  in  deserts  burn,  and  thirst,  and  die, 
Save  a  last  gasp  that  they  recover  by ; 
Then,  too,  their  hazard  from  a  tyraUVs  arms, 
A  tiger's  fury,  or  a  lady's  charms; 
Beside  th'  accumulated  evils  borne 
From  the  bold  outset  to  the  safb  return. 
Tliese  men  abuse ;  'but  thou  hast  fiur  pretence 
To  modest  dealing,  and  to  mild  good  sense ; 
Then  let  me  hear  thy  struggles  and  escapes 
In  the  far  lands  of  crooodUM  and  apes  : 
SaT,  hast  thoo.  Bmce-Iiae,  «nelt  upon  the  bed 
.  Where  the  young  Nile  upUfls  his  branchy  head  7 
Or  been  partaker  of  th*  unballow'd  feast^    ' 
Where  beast-like  man  devours  his  fellow  beast. 
And  cbumM  the  bleeding  life ;  while  each  great 

dame 
And  sovereign  beauty  bade  adieu  to  sliaihe  7 
Or  did  the  storm,  that  thy  wreck*d  pinnace  bo^. 
Impel  thee  gasping  on  some  unknown  shore ; 
Where,  when  thy  beard  and  nails  were  savage 

grown, 
'Some  swarthy  princess  took  thee  fi>r  her  own, 
Some  danger-dreading  Yarico,  who,  kind, 
Sent  thee  away,  and,  prudent,  staid  behind  7 

Cdtaae^-Iam 
FWmeto 


The  cabin-lights  were  dowii,  -that  we  might  learn 
A  trifling  something  from  the  ship  astern ; 
The  stiffening  gale  bore  up  the  growing  wave. 
And  wilder  motion  to  my  madness  gave : 
Oil  have  I  sinoe,  when  thoughtful  and  at  rest, 
Believed  somo  maddening  power  my  mind  po»> 

sesa*d; 
For,  in  an  instant,  as' the  stern  sank  low, 
(How  moved  I  knew  not— What  can  madness 

know  7)    ' 
Chance  thatdirection  to  mj  ipotion  gave. 
And  plunged  me  headlong  m  the  roaring  wave : 
Swift  flew  the  parting  ship,— the  Winter  ISgh^ 
Withdrew,— or  horror  took  th«m  fiom  my  sight. 


idy  wonder^  to  receive, 
k,:  and  wiUiIng  to  believe.** 


Sicbard  replied :  **  It  must  be  known  to  you, 

That  tales  improbable  may  yet  be  true; 

And  yet  it  is  r  foolish  thiiv  to  tell 

A  tale  that  shall  Jie  jud^red  improbable ; 

While  some  impossibilities  appear  ' 

So  like  the  truth,  that  we  assenting  hear : 

Yet.  with  your  leave,  I  venture  to  relate 

A  chancc-afiair,  and  fact  alone  will  state ; 

Though,  I  confess,  it  may  suspicion  breed. 

And  yon  may  cry,  *  impv-obabie,  indeed  !* 


When  first  I  tried  the  sea,  I  took  a  trip, . 
But  duty  none,  in  a  relation's  ship; 
Thus,  anenga||ed,  I  feU  my  spirits  light. 
Kept  care  at  4i*tanee,  and  put  fear  to  flight ; 
Ofi  this  same  spirit  in  my  friends  prevail'd. 
Buoyant  in  dangers,  rising  wb6n  assail'd ; 
When,  as  the  ffale  at  evening  died  away. 
And  die  it  will  with  the  retiring  day. 
Impatient  then,  and  sick  of  very  ease. 
We  loudly  whistled  for  the  slumbering  breeze. 

One  eve  it  came ;  and,  frantic  in  my  joy, 
I  loM  and  danced,  as  idle  as  a  boy ; 


All  was  confused  above,  beneath,  around ; 

All  sounds  of  terror ;  no  distinguished  sound  ^ 

Gould  reach  me,  now  on  sweeping  surges  tost, 

And  then  between  the  rising  billows  lost; 

An  undefined  sensation  stopp'd  my  breath ; 

Disorder'd  views  and  threat'ning  signs  of  death 

MeC  in  one  moment,  and  a  terror  gave— 

I  cannot  paint  h — to  the  moving  grave. 

My  thoughts  were  aU  distressing,  hurried,  miz'd, 

On  all  thmgs  fixing,  not  a  moment  fix*d : 

Vague  thoughts  of  instant  danger  brought  their 

pain. 
New  hopes  of  safety  banish'd  them  again; 
Then  the  swobi  billow  all  these  hopes  destroy'd. 
And  left  me  sinking  in  the  mighty  void : 
Weaker  I  grew,  and  grew  the  more  dismay*d. 
Of  aid  aU  hopeless,  yet  in  search  of  aid ; 
Struggling  awhile  upon  the  Wave  to  keep. 
Then,  languid,  sinking  in  the  yawning  deep; 
So  tost,  so  lost,  so  sinking  in  despair, 
I  pray'd  in  heart  an  undirected  prayer. 
And  then  once  more  I  gave  my  e^s  to  view 
The  ship  now  lost,  and  bade  the  light  adieu ! 
From  my  chill*d  frame  th'  ei^feebled  spirit  fled. 
Rose  the  tallbiUows  roodd  my  deep'oing  bed. 
Odd  seized  my  heart,  thought  ceased,  and  I  was 

dead. 

brother,  I  have  not, — man  has  not  the  power 
To  paint  the  horrors  of  that  life-k>ng  hour ; 
Hour  J— but  of  time  1  knew  not — when  I  found 
Hope,  youth,  life,  love,  and  all  tliey  promised, 

drown*d;  *    - 

When  all  so  indistinct,  so  undefined, 
So  dark  and  dreadfiil,.overcame^the  mind ; 
When  such  oonfiiaon  on  the  spirit  dwelt. 
That,  fbelii^  much,  it  knew  not  what  it  f^lt 

Can  I,  m  V  brotheiv-ooffht  I  to  forget 
That  night'  of  terror  ?  No !  it  threatrae  yet 
Shall  I  idays,  months— nay,  years,  indeed,  neglect. 
Who  then  could  feel  what  moments  must  e£fect 
Were  aught  eflected  7  who,  in  that  wild  storm, 
Found  there  was  nothing  I  could  well  perfiurm ;  . 
For  what  to  us  are  moments,  what  are  hours. 
If  lost^our  judgment,  and  confused  our  powers  f 

Oft  in  the  times  when  passion  strives  to  reign, 
When  duty  feebly  holds  the  slackened  chain. 
When  reason  slumbers,  then  Vemembrance  draws 
This  view  of  death,  and  folly  makes  a  pause— 
The  view  o'ercom^  the  vice,  the  &ar  jhe  fmaj 
1       'awes. 
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I  know  there  wants  not  Uiis  to  make  U  true. 
What  danger  bids  be  done,  in  safety  do ; 
Yet  such  escapes  may  make  out  purpose  sore,     , 
Who  slights  such  warning  maj  be  too  secure.** 

••  Bat  the  escape  P*— •*  Whate'er  they  judged  might 

save 
Their  sinking  friend  they  ca«t  upon  the  wa?e ; 
Something  of  these  my  heaven-directed  arm. 
Unconscioas  seixed,  and  held  as  by  a  charm : 
The  crew  astern  beheld  me  as  I  swam, 
And  I  am  saved— O !  let  me  say  I  am.** 

"  Brother/*  said  George,  **  I  have  neglected  long 
To  think  of  all  thy  perils :— it  was  wrong ;  ' 
But  do  forgive  me ;  for  I  could  not  be 
Than  of  myself  more  negligent  of  thee. 
Now  tell  me,  Richard,  from  the  boyish  years 
Of  thy  young  mind,  that  now  so  rich  appears, 
How  was  irstored  ?  *t  was  told  me,  thou  wert  wild, 
A  truant  urchin, — a  neglected  child. 
I  heard  of  thil  escape,  and  sat  supine 
Amid  the  danger  that  exceeded  thine ; 
Thou  couldst  but  die — the  waves  could  but  unfold 
Thy  warm  gay  heart,  and  make  that  bosom  cold — 

While  I -but  no !    Proceed,  and  ^ive  me  truth ; 

How  past  the  years  of  thy  unguided  youth  7 

Thy  mther  left  thee  to  the  care  of  one 

Who  could  not  teach,  could  illeupport  a  son;  . 

Yet  time  and  trouble  feeble  minds  have  ■tay*d. 

And  fit  for  long-neglected  duties  made : 

I  see  thee  straggling  in  the  world,  as  late 

Within  the  waves,  and  with  an  equal  fate, 

By  Heaven  preserved — but  tell  me,  whence  and  bow 

Thy  gleaning  came  ? — a  dezteroua  gleaner  thou  ^** 

**  Left  by  that  fitther,  who  w^s  luiown  to  few. 
And  to  thM  mother,  who  has  not  her  due 
Of  honest  fame,'*  said  Richard,  **  our  retreat 
Was  a  small  cottage,  fer  our  station  meet,       j 
On  Barfbrd  Downs :  that  mother,  fend  and  poor, 
There  taught  some  truths,  and  bade  me  seek  for 

more. 
Such  as  our  village-school  and  books  a  few 
Supplied  {  but  such  I  cared  not  to  panne ; 
i  sought  the  town,  and  to  the  ocean  gav» 
My  mind  and  thoi^ghto,  as  restless  as  the  waive : 
Where  crowds  assembled,  I  was  sore  to  run. 
Hear  what  was  said,  and  nrasod  on  what  waa  done ; 
Attentive  listening  in  the  moving  scene, 
And  often  wondering  what  the  men  could 


When  ships  at  sea  made  signals  of  their  need, 
I  watch*d  on  shore  the  sailors,  and  their  speed : 
Mix*d  in  their  act,  nor  rested  till  I  knew 
Why  they  were  call*d,  and  what  they  were  to  do. 

Whatever  business  in  the  port  was  done, 
I,  without  call,  was  with  the  busy  one ; 
Not  daring  question,  bat  with  open  ear 
And  greedy  spirit,  ever  bent  to  near. 

To  me  the  wives  of  seamen  loved  to  tell 
What  storms  endanger*d  men  esteem'd  so  well ; 
What  wond'rous  things  in  ferelgn  parte  they  saw 
l^uds  without  bounds;  and  peo^e  without  law. 


No  ships  were  wreck*d  upon  that  fetal  beaeli» 
But  I  could  give  the  luckless  tele  of  each ; 
Eager  I  look*d,  tUl  I  beheld  a  feoe 
Of  one  disposed  to  paint  their  dismal  caw ; 
Who  gave  the  sad  survivors*  doleftil  tale. 
From  the  first  brushing  of  the  mighty  ^ale 
Until  they  struck ;  and,  suffering  m  their  fete, 
I  long*d  the  more  they  should  ite  horrors  stete ; 
While  some,  the  fond  qf  pity,  would  enjoy 
The  earnest  sorrows  of  the  feeling  boy. 

I  souf  ht  the  men  retum*d  firom  regions  cold. 
The  mnen  straite,  where  icy  mounteins  roU'd; 
Some  I  ■could  win  to  tell  me- serious  tales 
Of  boate  uplifted  by  enormous  whales, 
Or,  when  harpoon*d,  how  swiftly  through  die  an 
The  wounded  monsters  with  the  cordage  flee ; 
Yet  sqme  uneasy  thoughte  assail*d  me  then. 
The  monsters  warr*d  not  with,  nor  wounded  i 
The  smaller  fry  we  teke,  with  scales  and  fins, 
Who  gasp  and  die — ^this  adds  not  to  our  sins ; 
But  io  much  blood !  warm  life,  and  frames  so  laf^ 
To  strike,  to  murder — seem*d  an  heavy  charge. 


They  told  of  days,  where  raanygoes  to  i 
Such  days  as  ours ;  and  bow  a  larger  son, 
Red,  but  not  flaming,  roll*d,  with  motion  slow. 
On  the  world's  edge,  and  never  dropt  bebw^ 

There  were  fond  girls,  who  took  me  to  their  nda 

To  tell  the  fttory  how  their  lovers  died ; 

They  praised  my  tender  heart,  and  bade  ma  ptw 

Both  kind  and  constant  when  I  came  to  love. 

In  feet,  I  lived ''for  many  an  idle  year 

In  fend  pursuit  ef  agitetions  dear; 

For  ever  seeking,  ever  pleased  to  find. 

The  fiwd  I  loved,  I  thought  not  of  its  kmd: 

It  gave  affiiction  while  it  brought  delight. 

And  joy  and  anguish  could  at  onoe  excite. 

One  gusty  day,  now  stormy  and  now  atill, 
I  stooid  apart  upon  the  western  hill,  * 
And  saw  a  race  at  sea :  a  gun  was  heard. 
And  two  contending  boate  in  aail  appear*d } 
Equal  awhile ;  then  one  was  left  behind. 
And  for  a  moment  had  her  chance  reeign'd. 
When,  in  a  moment,  up  a  sail  they  drew^* 
Not  used  before— their  rivals  to  pncsue. 
Strong  was  the  gale !  in  hurry  now  there  oame 
Men  from  the  town,  their  thooghta,  their  feen  the 

same; 
And  women  too !  affrighted  maids  and  whee. 
All  deeply  feeling  for  &fni  aailors*  lives. 

The  strife  continued ;  in  a  glass  we  saw 
The  desperate  efforts,  and  we  stood  in  cwei 
When  the  last  boat  shot  suddenly  before. 
Then  filPd,  and  sank-^— and  couici  he  seen  no  more  I 


Then  were  those  piercing  shrieks,  that  fi«ntie  fligfa% 
All  hurried !  all  in  tumult  and  affright ! 
A  gathering  crowd  from  diflerent  Areete.drew  nenr 
All  ask,  all  answer — none  attend,  none  hear ! 

One  boat  is  safe ;  and  see !  she  backs  her  sail 
To  save  the  sinking — ^Will  her  care  avail  T 

O  r  how  impatient  on  the  eands  we  tread, 
An4  the  winds  roertng,  and  the  women  led« 
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Ai  op  ind  down  they  pace  with  frantic  air, 
And  tcom  a*  comfbrtec*  and  will  despair ; 
They  know  not  who  in  either  boat  i^  gone^ 
But  think  the  father^  huaband,  lorer,  one. 

And  who  ia  she'  apart  7   She  darea  not  come 
To  join  the  crowd«  yet  cannot  rest  at  home : 
With  what  strong  intereat  lookp  she  at  the  waves, 
Meeting  and  clashing  o*er  the  seamen^s  graTes : 
Tis  a  poor  girl  betroth*d-ra  few  houfs  more. 
And  ke  will  he  a  corpse  apon  the  slioi^. 

Strange,  that  a  boy  could  love  these  scenes,  and  cry 
In  very  |»ity — but  that  boy  was  I. 
With  pain  my  mother  wonld  my  tales  receive. 
And  say,  *  my  Richard,  do  not  leam  to  grieve.* 

One  wretched  honr  had  past  before  we  knew 
Whom  they  had  saved !  Alas !  they  were  but  twoji 
,  An  orphanM  lad  and  widowM  man — no  more  I 
And  they  unnoticed  stood  upon  the  shore, 
With  8caa»  a  friend  to  gr^et  them — ^widows  view'd 
Thii  man  and  boy,  and  then  their  cries  ren<w*d : — 
T  was  lon^  before  the  signs  of  wo  gave  place 
To  joy  again;  grief  tot  on  every  ftce. 

Sore  of  my  mother's  kindness,  and  the  joy 

She  felt  \p  meeting  her  rebellions  boy, 

I  at  my  pleasure  oar  new  sest  forsook. 

And,  ondirected,  these  ezcttrsions  toqk : 

I  often  rambled  to  the  noisy  quay. 

Strange  sounds  to  hear,  and  business  strange  to  tne : 

Seamen  and  carmen,  and  I  know  not  who, 

A  lewd,  amphibious,  rude,  contentions  crew — 

Gonfbsed  as  bees  appear  about  their  hive, 

Tet  ail  alert  to  kec^  their  work  aHve. 

Here,  unobserved  as  weed  upon  the  wave, 

Vy  whole  attention  to  the  scene  I  gave ; 

I  nw  their  tasks,  their  toil,  their  care,  their  ski]], 

Led  by  their  own  and  by  a  master-will ; 

Aiul  though  contending,  toiling,  tugging  on. 

The  purposed  business  of  the  day  was  done. 

%  open  shop*  of  craftsmen  caught  my  eve, 
And  there  my  questions  met  the  Kind  reply: 
jjka,  when  aJone,  will  teach ;  but  in  a  crowd. 
The  child  is  silent,  or  the  man  is  proud ; 
ftit,  by  themselves,  there  is  attention  pi^ 
To  a  mild  boy,  so  forward,  yet  afraid. 

I  made  me  interest  at  the  inn*s  fire-side. 

Amid  the  scenes  to  bolder  boys  dented ; 

for  I  had  patrons  there,  and  I  was  one, 

They  judged,  who  noticed  nothing  that  was  done. 

*  A  qoietlad  I*  would  my  protector  say : 

'To  him,  now,  this  is  better  than  his  play : 

^ojs  are  as  men ;  some  active,  shrewd,  and  keen. 

They  look  about  if  aught  is  to  be  seen ; 

^d  tome,  Uko  Richard  here,  have  not  a  mind  , 

That  takes  a  notice— bat  the  lad  is  kind.* 


I  loved  in  summer  on  the  heath  to  walk. 

And  seek  the  shepherd — shepherds  love  to  talk : 

^  taperstition  was  of  ranker  kind, 

^  he  with  takfl  of  wonder  stored  my  mind; 

Wonders  that  he  in  many  a  lonely  eve 

Had  seen,  himself,  and  therefore  most  believe. 


His  boy,  his  Joe,  he  said,  from  duty  ran, 
Took  to  the  sea,  and  grew  a  fearless  man  : 
•On  yonder  knoll — the  sheep  were  in  the  fold— 
His  spirit  past  me,  shivcring-Iike  and  cold ! 
I  ieU  a  fluttering,  but  I  knew  not  how, 
And  heard  him  utter,  like  a  whisper,  *  now  I* 
Soon  came  a  letter  from  a  friend— ^to  tell 
That  he  had  fallen,  and  the  time  he  felL* 

Even  to  the  smugglers*  hut  the  roeka  between, 
I  have,  adventurous  in  my  wandering,  been : 
Poor,  pious  Martha  served  the  lawless  tribe. 
And  could  their  merits  and  their  faults  describe ; 
Adding  her  thoughts ;  *  I  talk,  my  child,  to  ybu, 
Who  little  tliink  of  what  soch  wretches  do.* 

r  loved  to  iBVaik  where  none  had  walk'd  before. 
About  the  rock  that  ran  along  the  shore ; 
Or  far  beyond  the  sight  of  men  to  stray. 
And  take  my  pleasure  when  I  lost  my  vray ; 
For  then  *twas  mine  to  trace  the  hilly  heath. 
And  all  the  mossy  moor  that  lies  beneath  : 
Here  had  I  ^voiirite  stations,  where  I  stood 
And  heard  the  murmurs  of  the  ocean  flood. 
With  not  a  sound  beside,  except  when  flew 
Aloft  the  lapwing,  or  the  gray  curlew, 
Who  with  wild  notes  my  Sincied  power  defied. 
And  mock*d  the  dreams  of  solitary  pride. 

I  loved  to  stop  at  evei^  cree)i  and  bay 
Mode  by  the  river  in  its  winding  way. 
And  call  to  memoi^— not  by  marks  they  bare. 
But  by  the  thoughts  that  were  created  therb. 

Pleasant  it  was  to  view  the  sea-gulls  strive  \ 
Against  the  storm,  or  in  the  ocean  dive,  < 
With  eager  scream,  or  when  they  dropping  gave 
Their  closing  wings  to  sail  upon  the  wave: 
Then  as  the  winds  and  waters  raged  around. 
And  breaking  billows  mix*d  their  deafening  sound 
They  on  the  rolling  deep  securely  hung, 
And  calmly  rode  the  res^ess  wafes  among. 
Nor  pleased  it  less  around  me  to  behold, 
Far  up  the  beach,  the  ycsty  sea-foam  roll*d ; 
Or  from  the  shore  upborne,  to  see  on  high, 
Its  fH>tfay  flakes  in  wild  confusion  fhr : 
'While  the  salt  spray  that  clashing  billows  form. 
Gave  to  the  taste  a  feelhig  of  tiie  storm. 

Thus,  with  the  favourite  views,  for  many  an  hour 

Have  I  indulged  the  dreams  of  princely  power ; 

When  the  mmd,  wearied  by  excursions  bold, 

The  fancy  jaded,  and  the  lK)spm  cold. 

Or  when  these  wants,  that  will  on  kings  intrtide. 

Or  evening-fears,  broke  in  on  solitude; 

When  I  no  more  my  fkncy  could  employ, 

I  left  in  haste  what  I  could  not  enjoy. 

And  was  my  gentle  mother's  welcome  boy. 

But  now  thy  walk, — this  soft  autnnmal  gloom 

Bids  no  delay — at  night  I  will  resume 

My  subject,  showing,  not  how  I  improved 

In  my  strange  school,  but  what  the  things  I  loved, 

My  first-born  friendships,  ties  by  forms  uncheck'd. 

And  all  that  boys  acquire  whom  men  neglect** 
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BUTH. 


Richard  resumes  his  Narrative-r-Visits  a  Family 
in  a  Seaport— The  Man  and  bis  Wife— Theif 
Dwelling  —  Books,  Number  and  Kind  — The 
Friendship  contracted^  Employment  there— 
Hannab,  the  Wife,  her  Mannei';  open  Mirth  and 
latent  Grief— Slie  gives  the  StAry  of  Ruth,  her 
Daughter-^f  Thomas,  a  SjtHor— Their  Affec- 
'  tion  —  A  PVess-gang  —  Reflections  —  Ruth  dis- 
turbed in  Mind — A  Teacher  sent  to  comfort  her 
— His  Fondness — Her  reception  of  him — Her 
Sm>plicati6n — Is  refused — She  deliberat^s-^Is 
decided. 


RicHAED  would  wait  till  George  the  tale  should  aflk. 
Nor  waited  long — ^He  then  resumed  the  task. 

**  South  in  the  port,  and  eastward  in  the  street, 
Rose  a  small  dwelling,  my  beloved  retreat, 
Where  lived  a  pair,  then  old ;  the  sons  had  fled 
The  home  they  fiird :  a  part  of  them  were  dead ; 
Married  a  part ;  while  some«t  sea  remain'd, 
And  stillness  in  the  seaman^s  mansion  reignM ; 
Lord  of  some  petty  craft,  by  night  and  day. 
The  man  had  fi>ih*d  each  fathom  of  the  bay.     . 

My  fl-iend  the  matron  woo'd  me,  quickly  won,      f 

To  511  the  station  of  an  absent  son ; 

(Him  whom  at  school  1  knew,  and  Peter  known, 

I  took  his  home  and  mother  for  my  own :) 

I  read,  and  doubly  was  /  paid  to  bear 

Events  that  fell  upon  no  listless  ear : 

She  grieved  to  say  her  parents  could  neglect 

Her  education  ! — H  was  a  sore  defect; 

-  Sh6,  who  had  ever  such  a  vast  delight 
To  learn,  and  now  could  neither  read  nor  write : 
But  bear  she  could,  and  from  our  stores  I  took, 

^  Librarian  meet !  at  her  desire,  our  book. 
Full  twenty  volumes — ^1  would  not  exceed 
The  modest  truth — were  there' for  me  to  read ; 
These  a  long  shelf  contained,  and  they  were  fbund 
Books  truly  speaking,  volumes  fairly  bound ; 
The  rest, — for  some  of  other  kinds  remained. 
And  these  a  board  beneath  the  shelf  containM,— 
Had  their  deficiencies  in  part ;  they  lack'd 
One  side  or  both,  or  were  no  longer  back'd ; 
But  now  became  degraded  fi'om  Uieir  place, 
And  were  but  pamfSilets  of  a  bulkier  race. 
Yet  had  we  pamphlets,  ah  inviting  store, 
From  sixpence  downwards — ^nay,  a  part  were  more  j 
Learning  abundance,  and  the  various  kinds 
For  relaxation — food  for  different  minds; 
A  piece  of  Wtngate— thanks  for  all  we  haye — 
What  we  of  figures  needed,  fiilly  gave ; 
Culpepper,  new  in  numbers,  cost  but  thrice 
The  ancient  volume's  una^uming  price, 
But  told  what  ^planet  o*er  each  herb  had  power,  . 
And  how  to  take  it  in  tlie  lucky  hour. 

History  we  had — wars,  treasons,  treaties,  crinies, 
From  Julius  Gessar  to  the  present  times; 


Questions  and  answers,  teaching  what' to  ask 
And  what  reply, — a  kind,  laborious  task ; 
A  seholar's  book  it  was,  who,  giving,  swor,e 
It  held  the  whole  he  wished  to  know,  and  mora. 

And  we  had  poets-,  hymns  and  songs  divine ; 
The  most  we  read  not,  but  allow'd  them  fine. 

Our  tracts  were  many,  on  the  boldest  themes— 
We  had  o«r  metaphysics,  spirits,  dreams, 
Visions  and.  warnings;,  and  portentous  sights  ^. 

Seen,  though  but  dimly,  in  the  doleful  nights, 
Wheik  the  good  wifb  her  wintry  vigil  keeps,  . 
And  thinks  alone  of -him  at  sea,  and  weeps. 

Add  to  all  these  oar  works  in  sincle  sheets. 
That  our  Cassandras  sing  about  ue  streets : 
These,  as  I  read,  the  grave  good  roan  would  say* 
« Nay,  Hannah  !*  and  she  answer'd  '.  What  is  Nay ! 
What  is  th^re,  pray,  so  hurtful  in  a  song  7 
It  is  our' fancy  only  makes  it  wrong ;  ' 

His  purer  mind  no  evil  thoughts  aurm. 
And  innocence  protects  him  like  a  charm.* 
Then  would  th^  matron,  when  the  song  had  paati 
And  her  laugh  over,  ask  an  hymn  at  last; . 
To  the  coarse  jest  she  would  attention  lend,    x 
And  to' the  pious  psalm  in  reverence  bend : 
She  gave  her  every  power  and  all  her  mind 
As  chance  directed,  or  as  taste  inclined. 

More  of  our  learning  I  will  now  omit, 

We  had  our  Cyclopedias  of  Wit, 

And  all  pur  works,  rare  fiite !  were  to  onr  geoiuft  ^ 

When  I  had  read,  and  we  were  weary  grovm 
Of  other  minds,  the  dame  disclosed  her  own ; 
And  long  have  I  in.  pleasing  terror  stay*d 
To  hear  of  boys  trepann*d,  and  girls  betra^M ; 
Ashamed  so  long  to  stay,  and  yet  to  go  afraid. 

I  could  perceive,  though  Hannah  bore  fiill  well 
The  ills  of  life,  that  few  with  her  would  dweH, 
But  pass  away,  like  shadows  o*er  the  plain    ' 
From  flying  clouds,  and  leave  it  fair  agi^n ; 
Still  every  evil,  be  it  great  or  small. 
Would  one  past  sorrow  to  the  mind  recall. 
The  grand  disease  of  life,  to  which  she  turns, 
And  common  cares  and  lighter  suflfering  spumi. 

*  O  !  these  are  nothing,— Uiey  will  never  heed 
Such  idle  contests  who  have  fought  indeed, 
And  have  the  wounds  unclosed.* — I  understood 
My  hint  to  speak,  an^  my  design  pursued. 
Curious  the  secret  of  that  heart  to  find, 
To  mirth,  to  sopg,  to  laughter  loud  inclined,  . 
And  yet  to  bear  and  fbel  a  weight  of  grief  behilid : 
How  does  she  thus  her  little  sunshine  throw 
Always  before  her  ? — I  should  like  to  know. 
My  friend  perceived,  and  would  no  longer  hide 
The  bosom^s  sorrow — Could  she  not  confide 
In  one  who  wept,  unhurt — in  one  who  felt,  untried  7 

*  Dear  child,  I  show  you  sins  and  sufTih-ings  strange, 
But  yQu,  like  Adam,  must  for  knowledge  change 
That  blissful  ignorance :  remember,  then. 
What  now  you  feel  should  be  a  check  oa  i 
For  then  your  passions  no  debate  allow, 
Ai)d  therefore  lay  up  resolution  now. 
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Tis  not  cnought  that  when  you  can  persuade 
A  maid  to- love,  you  know  there  *8  promise  made; 
T  is  not  enou^  that  you  deaigrn  to  keep 
That  promise  made,  nor  leave  year  laM  to  Weep : 
But  you  mu0t  ^uard  yourself  agaiuHt  the  sin, 
And  think  it  such  to  draw  the  party  in ; 
Nay,  the  more  weak  and  easy  to>he  won. 
The  viler  you  who  have  the  mischief  done. 

I  am  not  angary,  love ;  but  men  should  know 
They  cannot  always  pay  the  debt  they  owe 
Tbeir  pli^^hted  honour ;  they  may  cause  the  ill 
Thpy  cannot  lessen,  though  they  ibel  a  will ; 
Por  A«  had  truth  with  Jove,  but  love  in  youth  ..  • 
Does  wrong,  that  cannot  be  repairM  by  truth. 

Ruth — I  may  tell,  too  oft  had  she  been  tdd^ 
Was  tall  and  iair,  and  comely  to  behold ; . 
Gentle  and  simple,  in  her  nt^tive  place 
Not  od6  compared  with  her  in  form  or  face ;     , 
She  was  not  merry,  but  she  gave  our  hearth 
A  cheerful  spirit  that  was  more  than  mirth. 

There  was  a  sailor 'boy,  and  people  said 
'He  was,  as  man,  a  likeness  of  the  maid ; 
But  not  in  thisr-ibr  he  was  ever  glad. 
While  Ruth  was  apprehensive,  mild,  and  sad ;    , 
A  quiet  spirit  hers,  and  peacd  would  seek 
In  meditation :  tender,  mild,  and  meek ! 
'  Her  loved  the  )ad  most  truly ;  and,  in  truth, ' 
She  took  an  early  liking  to  the  youth : 
To  her  alone  were  his  attentions  paid, 
And  they  became  the  bachelor  and  nuud. 
"Be  wished  to  marry,  but  so  prudent  we 
And  worldly  wise,  we  said  it  could  not  be' : 
lliey  took  the' counsel, — may  be  they  approved, — 
But  still  they  grieved  and  waited,  hoped  and  loved. 

.  Now,  my  young  friend,  wh^  of  such  state  I  speak 
Am  one  of  danger,  you  will  be  to  seek ; 
Yon  know  not,  Richard,  where  the  danger  lies 
In  loving  hearts,  kind  words,  and  speaking  eyes; 
For  lovers  speak  their  wishes  with  their  looks 
As  plainly,  love,  as  joxi  can  read  your  books. 
Hio],  too,  the  meetmgs  and  the  partings,  all. 
The  playful,  quarrels  in  which  lovers  fsdl. 
Serve  to  one  end — each  lover  is  a  child, 
Quick  to  resent  and  to  hfe  reconciled ; 
And  then  thehr  peace  brings  ki;idness  that  remains. 
And  so  the  lover  from  the  quarrel  gains : 
When  he  has  fault  that  she  reproves,  his  fear 
And  grief  assure  h^  she  was  too  sevei^, 
And  Uiat  brings  kindness— when  he  bears' an  Hi, 
Or  disappointment,  and  is-  calm  and  still, 
She  feels  his  own  obedient  to  her  will. 
And  that  brings  kindness  —  and  what  kindness 

brings 
I  cannot  tell  you : — these  were  trying  things. 
They  were  as  children,  and  they  fell  at  length ; 
The  trial,  doubtless,  is  beyond  (heir  strength 
Whom  grace  supports  not;  and  will  grace  support 
Hie  too  confiding,  who  their  danger  court  ? 
l%en  they  would  marry, — but  were  now  too  late, — 
AH  could  their  fault  in  sport  or  malice  state ; . 
And  though  the  day  was  fix*d,  and  now  drew  on, 
I  eoold  jieroeive  my  daughter's  peace  was  gone ; 


She  could  not  bear  Jbp  bold  and  laughing  eye 
That  gazed  on  hef -Keproach  she  coUld  not  fly ; 
Her  grief  she  would  ncft  show,  ker  shame  could 

not  den^. 
For  some  with  many  virtues  eotae  to  sltfhie^- 
And  some  that  lose  them  all  preserve  their  name. 

Fix*d  was  the  day;  but  ere  that  day  appear*d, 

A  frightful  rumour  through  the  place  was  heard ; 

War,  who  had  slept  awhi^,  awaked  once  more, 

And  gangs  came  pressing  till  they  swept  the  shore:  ' 

Our  ybath  was  seized  and  quickly  sent  away,' 

Nor  wotfld  the  wretches  for  his  marriage  stay> 

But  bore  him  off,  in  barbarous  triumph  bore, 

And  left  us  all  our  miseries  to  deplore : 

Tliei'e  were  wive*,  maids,  and  mothers  on  the  beach, 

Attd  some  sad  story  appertainM  to  each ; 

Most  sad  to  Rutb-^to  neither  could,  she  go  ! 

But  sad  apart,  and  suffbrM  matchless  wo ! 

On  the  vile  ship  they  turn'd  their  earnest  view, 

Not  one  last  look  allow'd, — not  one  adieu ! 

They  saw  the  men  on  deck,  but  none  distinctly 

knew. 
And  there  shb  staid,  regardless  of  each  eya, 
With  but  one  hope,  a  fervent  hope  to  die : 
Nor  cared  she  now  for  kindness— all  beheld 
Her,  who  invited  none,  and  none  ^pell*d ; 
For  there  are  griefs,  my  child,  that  sufferers  hide, 
And  there  are  griefk  thf^t  men  display  with  pride ; 
But  there  are  other  griefs  that,  so  we  feel,* 
We  care  not  to  dispUy  them  nor  conceal : 
Such  were  our  sorrows  on  that  fatal  day,    . 
More  than  our  lives  the  spoilers  tore  away ; 
Nor  did  we  heed  their  insult — some  distress 
No  form  or  manner  can  make  more  or  less, 
And  this  is  ef  that  kind-^this  misery  of  a  press ! 
They  say  such  things  mupt  be->perhaps  they  must 
But,  sure,ithey  need  not  fright  us  and  disgust: 
They  need  not  soulless  crews  of  ruffians  send 
At  once  the  ties  of  humble  love  to  rend  : 
A  single  day  had  Thomas  stayM  on  shore 
He  might  have  wedded,  and  we  askM  no  more ; 
And  that  stem  man,  who  forced  the  lad  away. 
Might  have  attended,  and  have  graced  the  day ; 
His  pride  and  honour  might  have  been  at  rest, 
It  is  no  stain  to  make  a  couple  blest ! 
Blest  1^-410,  alas !  it  was  to  ease  the  heart 
Of  one  sore  pang,  and  then  to  weep  and  part ! 
But  this  he  would  not. — ^glish  seamen  fight 
For  England*s  gain  and  glory — it  is  right : 
But  will  that  public  spirit  be  so  strong, 
FillM,  as  it  must  be,  with  their  private  wrong  7 
Forbid  it,  honour !  one  in  all  thte  fleet 
Should  hide  in  wa)r,  or  from  the  foe  retreat ; 
Bat  is  it  just,  that  he  who  so  defends 
His  •  country's  cause,  should  hide  him  from  fact 

friends  ?  ■' 

Sure,  if  they  must  upoif  our  children  seize. 
They  might  prevent  such  injuries  as  these ; 
Might  hours — nay,  days — in  many  a  case  allow 
And  soften  all  the  griefs  we  suffer  now. 
Senle  laws,  some  orders  mVght  in  part  redress 
The  licensed  insults  of  a  British  press, 
That  keeps  the  honest  and  the  brave,  in  awe. 
Where  might  is  right,  ^d  violence  is  law. 

Be  not  alarmM,  my  child  ;  there  's  none  regard 
What  you  and  I  conceive  so  crueUhard ; 
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There  is  compasaion,  I  belioiu; ;  but  ntUl 
One  wants  the  power  to  help,  and  one  the  wBl,' 
And  80  from  war  to  war  the  wrongs  remain, 
While  Reason  plcada,  and  Miserjr  aigha  in  vain. 

ThoB  my  poor  Ruth  was  wretched  and  undone, 
Nor  had  an  husband  for  her  only  son. 
Nor  had  he  father ;  hope  she  did  awhile, 
'  And  would  not  weep,  although  she  could  not  sniile ; 
Till  news  was  brought  us  that  the  youth  waa  skill, 
And  then,  I  think,  «be  never  soiUed  again ; 
Or  if  she  did,  it  was  but  to  expreas 
A  feeling  far,  indeed,  from  happiness ! 
Something  that  her  bewilder*d  min<{  conceived : 
When  she  informed  us  that  she  never  grieved. 
But  was  right  merry,  then  her  head  was  wild, 
And  grief  had  gain'd  poesessioil  of  my  child : 
Yet,  though  bewildered  for  a  time,  and  prone 
To  ramble' much  and  spealt  aloud,  alone; 
Yet  did  she  all  that  duty  ever  ask^d 
And  more,  her  will  aelf-govem*d  and  untaakM ; 
With  meekness,  bearing  all  reproach,  oU  joy 
Te  her  was  lost ;  she  wept  upon  hor  boy,  - 
Wisfa'd  for  his  death,  in  fear  that  he  might  live 
New  sorrow  to  a  burtbenM  heart  to  give. 

There  waf  a  teacher,  where  my  husband  went—*. 
Sent,  as  he  told  the  people — ^what  he  meant 
You  cannot  understand,  but — he  was  sent : 
This  man  from  meeting  cane,  and  strove  to  win 
Her  mind  to  pcaoe  by  drawing  off  the  sin, 
Or  what  it  was,  that,  working  in  her  breast, 
Robb*d  it  of  comfort,  confidence,  and  rest : 
He  came  and  reasoned,  and  she  aeem*d  to  feel 
The  pains  he  took — ^her  griefs  began  to  l^esi ; 
She  ever  aoswer'd  kindly  when  ho  spoke, 
And  always  thank'd  him  for  the  pains  he  took ; 
So,  after  three  long  years,  and  all  the  while 
Wrapt  up  in  grief,  she  blest  us  with  a  smile; 
And  spoke  in  comfort ;  but  she  miz*d  no  mote 
With  younger  persons,  as  she  did  before. 
Still  Ruth  waa  pretty ;  in  her  person  neat ; 
So  thought  the  teacher,  when  they  chanced  to  meet : 
He  was  a  weaver  by  his  worldly  trade, 
But  powerfhl  work  in  the  assemblies  made ; 
People  came  leagues  to  town  to  hear  him  sKt 
The  holy  text,— he  bad  the  moe  and  gift ; 
Widows  and  maidens  flockM  tb  hear  his  voiee; 
Of  either  kiod  he  might  have  had  his  choice  ^~- 
But  he  had  chosen — we  had  seen  how  f  hy    • 
The  girl  was  getting,  my  good  man  and  I ; 
That  when  the  ^leaver  came,  ahe  kept  with  us. 
Where  he  his  points  and  doctrines  might  discuss  { 
Biit  in  our  bit  of  garden,  or  the  room 
We  can  our  parlour,  there  he  must  not  oome. 
She  I6ved  him  not,  and  though  she  could  attend 
To  iiis  discourses,  as  tier  guide  and  friend. 
Yet  now  to  these  she  gave  a  listless  ear. 
As  if  a  friend  she  would  no  longer  hear; 
This  might  he  take  for  woman*s  art,  and  cried, 
'  Spouse  of  my  heart,  I  must  not  be  denied  !*— 
Fearless  he  spoke,  and  I  had  hope  to  see  ' 
My  girl  a  wife — but  this  was  not  to  be. 

My  husband,  tl^inking  of  bis  worldly  stoit!^ 
And  not,  frail  man,  enduring  to  be  poor. 


Seeing  his  friend  would  lor  his  child  provide 

And  hers,  he  grieved  to  have  the  man  denied* 

For  Ruth,  when  pre8s*d,  rejected  him,  and  grew 

To  lier  old  sorrow,  as  if  that  were  new. 

'  Who  shall  support  her  7*  said  her  father,  *  how. 

Can  I,  infirm  and  weak  as  I  am  now  7 

And  here  a  loving  fpol,*— ^this  gave  her  pain,' 

Severe,  indeed,  but  she  would  not  complain ; 

Nor  .would  consent,  although  the  weaver  grew 

Merc  fond,  and  would  the  frighten'd  girl  pursuo. 

O !  much  she  bejpg'd  him  to  forbear,  to  stand 
Her  sours  kind  friend,  and  not  to  ask  her  hand : 
She  could  not  love  him. — *  Love  me  !*  he  replied, 
" '  The  love  you  mean  is  love  unsanetified. 
An  earthly,  wicked,  ecnsual,  sinful  kind, 
A  creature-love,  the  passion  of  the  blind.* 
***  He  did  not  court  her,  he  would  have'  her  kBo«% 
For  that  poor  love  that  will  on  beauty  grow ; 
No !  he  would  take  her  as  the  prophet  took 
Ond  of  the  harlots  in  the  holy  book; 
And  then  he  look*d  so  ugly  and  severe ! 
And  yet  so  fond — she  could  not  hide  her  fear. 

**  *  This  fondness  grew  her  torment ;  she  would  By, 
In  woman's  terror,  if  he  caVne  but  nigh ; 
Nor  could  I  wonder  he  shonld  odious  prove. 
So  like  a  ghost  that  left  a  grave  for  love. 

But  still  her  father  lent  his  cruel  aid 
To  the  man's  hope,  and  she  was  more  afraid : 
He  said,  no  more  she  should  his  table  share. 
But  be  the  parish. or  the  teacher's  care. 

*  Three  days  I  give  you :  see  that  all  be  right 
On  Mohday-moming — this  is  Thursday-nii^ht-* 
Fulfil  my  wishes,  girl !  or  else  forsake  my  sight  !* 

I  see  her  now ;  and  she  that  was  so  meek. 
It  was  a  chance  that  she  had  power  to  speak. 
Now  spoke  in  earnest — ^  Father !  I  obey. 
And  will  remember  the  af^itoinied  day  V 

Then  oame  the  man :  she  talkM  with  him  Kpux%^ 
And,  I  believe,  laid  open  all  hfit  heart;  ^ 

But  all  in  vain — she  said  to  me,  in  tears, 

*  Mother !  that  man  is  not  what  he  appears ; 
He  talks  of  heaven,  and  let  him,  if  he  will, 
But  he  has  earthly  pnrpoee  to  fblfil ; 
Upon  my  knees  I  begg'd  hiiri  to  resign 
The  hand  he  ask»— he  said,  it  shall  bo  mine : 
What  J  did  the  holy  men  of  Scripture  deign  . 
To  hear  a  woman  when  she  said  '  refrain  7' 

Of  whom  they  chose  they  took  them  wives,  and 

these 
Made  it  their  study  and  their  wish  to  please ; 
The  women  then  were  faithful  and  afraid. 
As  Sarah  Abraham,  they  their  lords  obey'd. 
And  so  she  styled  him ;  't  is  in  later  days 
Of  foolish  love  that  we  our  women  praise. 
Fall  on  the  knee,  and  raise  the  suppliant  haiid. 
And  court  the  fkvour  that  we  might  oommond.' 

O !  my  dear  mother,  when  this  man  has  power. 
How  will  he  treat  me — first  may  beasts  devoor ! 
Or  death  in  every  form  that  I  could  prove. 
Except  this  selfish  being's  hateful  Jove.' 

'  I  genti  V  blamed  her,  for  I  knew  -how  hard 
R  is  to  «>roe  affection  and  regard. 
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Ah !  my  dei^r  lad,  I  talk  to  you  as  one 
Who  knevr  tho  miaery  of  an  faeart  andone^ 
You  know  it  not ;  but,  dearest  l)oy,  when  man, 
Do  not  an  ill  because  yon  find  you  can : 
Where  is  the  triumph  7  when  sueh  things  men  seek 
They  only  drive  to  wickedness  the  Weak. 

Weak  was  poor  Roth,  and  this  good  man  so  hard. 
That  to  her  weakness  he  had  no  regard : 
But  we.  had  two  days*  peace ;  he  Came,  and  tbeli 
My  daughter  whisper^d^   *  Would  there  were  no 

men! 
None  to  admire  or  scorn  us,  none  to  vex 
A  simple,  trusting,  fond,  believing  sex ; 
Who  truly  love  the  worth  that  men  profess, 
And  thin^  too  kindly  fi>r  their  happiness.* 

Poor  Ruthi  few  heroines  in  the  tragic  page 
Felt  more  than  thee  in  thy  contracted  stage ; 
Fair,  Ibnd,  and  virtuous,  they  our  pity  move, 
Impeird  by  doty,  agonised  by  love ; 
But  no  Matidane,  who  in  dread  has  knelt 
On  the  bare  boards,  has  greater  terrors  felt,     " 
Nor  been  by  warring'  passions  more  subdued 
llian  tbou,  by  this  man's  grovelling  wish  pursued ; 
]>oom*d  to  a  parentis  judgment,  all  unjust, 
Doom*d  the  chance  mercy  of  the  world  to  trusti 
Or  to  wed  groeaness  and  conceal  disgust 

If  Roth  was  frail,  she  had  a  mind  too  nice 
To  wed  with  that  which  she  beheld  as  vice ; 
To  take  a  reptile,  wbo»  beneath  a  show 
Of  peevish  zeal,  let  carnal  wishes  grow ; 
Proad  and  yet  mean,  forbidding  and  yet  full 
Of  eager  appetites,  devout  and  dull. 
Waiting  a  legal  right  that  he  might  seize 
His  own,  ana  his  impatient  spirit  ease ; 
Who  would  at  once  his  pride  and  love  indulge, 
Hk  temper  humour,  and  his  spite  divulge. 


This  the  poor  victim  sAw — a  second  time, 

Sighing,  she  said,  *BhalI  I  commit  the  crime, 

And  now  nntempted  ?  Can  the  form  or  rite 

Make  me  a  wife  in  my  Creator's  sight  7 

Can  I  the  words  without  a  meaning  say  ? 

Can  I  pronounce  love,  honour,  or  oBey  7 

And  if  I  cannot,  shall  I  dare  to  wed. 

And  go  an  harlot  to  a  loathed  bed ! 

Never,  dear  mother !  my  poor  boy  and  I 

Will  at  the  mercy  of  a  parish  lie ; 

Reproved  for  wants  that  vices  would  remove, 

SeproachM  for  vice  that  I  could  never  love, 

Mix*d  with  a  crew  long  wedded  to  disgrace, 

JL  Tulgar,  forward,  equalizing  race, — 

And  am  I  doomed  to  beg  a  dwelling  in  that  place  7* 

Such  was  her  reasoning :  many  times  she  weighM 
Tlie  evfls  all,  and  was  of  each  afraid ; 
She  loath*d  the  common  board,  the  vulgar  seat. 
Where  shame,  and  want,  and  vice,  and  sorrow  meet. 
Where  frailty  finds  Allies,  where  guilt  insures  re- 
treat. 

But  peace  again  is  fled :  the  teacher  comes, 
And  new  importance,  haughtier  air  assumes. 

SI  2r 


No  hapless  victim  of  a  tyrant's  love 
More  keenly  felt,  or  more  resisting  strove 
Against  her  fete;  sh» looked  on  every  side. 
But  there  were  none  to  help  her,  none  to  ruide  :— 
And  he,  the  man  who  should  have  taughcihe  soul, 
Wish'd  but  the  body  in  his  base  controL 

She  lefl  bar  infent  on  the  Sunday  morn, 
A  creature  doom*d  to  shame !  in  sorrow  born ; 
A  thing  that  languish'd,  nor  arrived  at  age 
When  the  man^s  thoughts  with  sin  and  pain  en- 
gage— 
She  came  not  home  to  share  our  humble  meal. 
Her  fether  thinking  what  his  chil^  would  feel 
Ffbm  his  hard  sentence— etiU  sh&came  not  home 
The  night  ^w  dark,-  and  yet  she  wai  not  come ; 
The  east-win4  roar*d,  the  aea  retum*d  the  sound. 
And  the  rain  fell  as  if  the  world  were  drowned : 
There  were  no  lights  without,  and  my  good  man, 
To  kindness  frighten'd,  with  a  groan  began 
To  talk  of  Ruth,  and  pray ;  and  then  he  took 
The  Bible  down,  and  read  the  holy  book ; 
For  he  had  learning :  and  when  that  was  done, 
We  sat  in  silence — whither  could  we  run? 
We  said,  and  then  rushed  frighten'd  from  the  door. 
For  we  could  bear  our  own  conceit  no  more : 
We  caird  on  neighbours — ^there  she  had  not  been : 
We  met  some  wanderers — ours  they  had  not  seen  \ 
W6  hurried  o*cr  the  beach,  both  north  and  south. 
Then  Join*di  imd  wanderM  to  our  haven's  mouth  :• 
Where  rush'd  the  falling  waters  wildly  out, 
I  scarcely  heard  the  good  man*s  fearful  shout, 
Who  saw  a  something  on  the  billow  ride. 
And — Heaven  have  mercy  on  our  sins !  he  cried,. 
It  is  my  child  i — and  to  the  present  hour 
So  he  believes — and  spirits  have  the  power. 

And  she  was  gone !  the  waters  wide  and  deep 
RollM  o*er  her  body  as  she  lay  asleep. 
She  heard  no  more  the  angry  waves  and  wind. 
She  heard  no  more  the  threat*ning  of  mankind  ;*. 
Wrapt  in  dark  weeds,  the  refuse  of  the  storm, 
To  the  hard  rock  was  borne  her  comely  fbrm ! 

Bat  O  !.what  storm  was  in  that  mind  7  what  strife^ 

That  could  compel  her  to  lay  down  her  life  7 

For  she  was  seen  within  the  sea  to  wade, 

Bv  one  at  distance,  when  she  first  had  piay'd ; 

Then  to  a  rock  within  the  hither  shoal 

SofUy  and  with  a  fearful  step  she  stole ; 

Then,  when  she  gain*d  it,  on  the  top  she  stood 

A  moment  stiU — and  dropt  into  the  flood ! 

The  man  cried  loudly,  but  he  cried  in  vain,-^ 

She  heard  not  then — she  never  heard  again ! 

She  had — pray,  Heav'n!— she  had  that  world  lai 

sight. 
Where  frailty  mercy  finds,  and  wrong  has  right ,« 
But,  sure,  in  this  her  portion  such  has  been. 
Well  had  it  still  remainM  a  world  unseen  !* 

Thus  far  the  dame :  the  passions  will  dispense 
To  such  a  wild  and  rapid  eloouence— 
Will  to  the  weakest  mind  their  strenffth  impart, . 
And  give  the  tongue  the  language  of^the  hstrt*** 
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ADVENTURES  OP  RICHAHD  CONCLUDED. 

Richard  f elates  his  Illness  and  Retirement — A 
Villagre  Priest  and  his  two  Dau|rhtcr9— »His  pecu- 
liar Studies — His  Simplicity  of  Character— Arri^ 
▼al  of  a  third  I>au||;hier — Her  Zeal  in  his  Con- 
version— Their  Friend:»hip — How  terminated — 
An  happy  Day—- Us  Co^nmencemcnt  and  Pro- 
gress— A  Journey  along  the  Coast-*Arrival  as  a 
Uuest-rCompany — ^A  Lover's  Jealousy — it  in- 
cr6ases'--dies  away — An  Ev^biiig  Walk— Sus- 
pense— Apprehension — ^Resolution — Certainty. ' 


"This  then,  dear  Richard,  was  the  way  you  toolt 
To  gain  instruction — thine  a  curious  book,. 
'Containing  much  of  both  the  false  and  true ; 
But  thou  hast  read  it,  and  with  profit  toa 

•Come,  then,  my  Brbther,  now  thy  tale  complete— 
I  know  thy  first  embarking  in  the  fleet^ 
'Thy  entrance  in  the  army,  and  thy  gain 
'Of  plenteous  laurels  in  the  wars  in  ^ain, 
-And  what  then  fi)llow*d ;  but  J  wish  to  know 
When  thou  that  heart  hadst  courage  to  bestow, 
"When  to  declare  it  gain'd,  and  when  to  stand 
Before  the  priest,  and  give  the  plighted  hand ; 
'  So  shall  I  boldness  from  thy  frankness  gain 
*To  paint  the  frenzy  that  possessM  my  brain ; 
For  lather  there  than  in  my  heart  I  found 
Was  my  disease ;  a  poison,  nqt  a  wound, 
A  madness,  Richard — but,  I  pray  thee,  tell 
"Whom  hast  thou  loved  so  dearly  and  so  well  ?" 

The  younger  man  his  gentle  host  obey*d. 

For  some  respect,  though  not  required,  was  paid. 

Perhaps  with  all  that  independent  pride 

Their  different  states  would  to  the  memory  glide; 

Tet  was  his  manner  uncoostrainM  and  free, 

-And  nothing  in  it  like  servility. 

^ben  he  began :— «*  When  first  I  rcachM  the  Uttd, 
I  was  so  ill  that  death  appeared  at  hand; 
And  though  the  fever  lefl  me,  yet  I  grew 

:So  weak  H  was  judged  that  life  would  leave  me  toa 
I  sought  a  village-priest,  my  mother*s  friend. 
And  I  believed* with  him  my  days  would  end : 

'  The  man  was  kind,  intelligent,  and  mild. 

'  Careless  and  shrewd,  yet  sample  as  the  cnild ; 
For  of  the  wisdom  of  the  world  his  share 

.  And  mine  were  equal — neither  had  to  spare ; 
Else — with  his  daughters,  beautiful  and  poor — 
He  would  have  kept  a  sailor  from  his  door : 

'  Two  then  were  present,  who  adornM  his  home, 
But  ever  speaking  of  a  third  to  come ; 

'Cheorfbl  they  were,  not  too  reserved  or  firce, 
I  loved  them  both,  and  never  wished  them  three. 

'  The  vicar^s  self,  still  further  to  describe. 
Was  of  a  simple,  but  a  studious  tribe ; 
^He  from  the  world  was  distant,  not  retired, 
*Nor  of  it  much  posiess'd,  nor  much  desired : 
'Grave  in  his  purpose,  cheerful  in  his  eye, 
.And  with  a  look  of  firank  benignity. 


He  lost  his  wife  when  they  together  past 
Years  of  calm  love  that  triumph'd  to  the  last. 
He  much  of  nature,  not  of  man  had  seen; 
Yet  his  remarks  wefe  ofien  shrewd  and  keen ; 
Taught  not  by  books  t*  apprqve  or  t/o  condemn. 
He  gained  but  little  that  he  knew  fVeai  them  ,* 
He  tend  with  reverence  and  respect  the  few. 
Whence  he  his  rules  and  consofalions  drew ; 
But  men  and  beasts,  and  all  tbot  fived  and  moved. 
Were  books  to  bin! ;  he  studied  them  and  loved. 

He  knew  {he  plants  in  mountain,  wood,  or  mead ; 
He  knew  the  worm's  that  on  the  foliage  feed ; 
Knew  the  small  tribes  that  *scape  the  careless  eye^ 
The  plant's  disease  that  breeds  the  embryd>fly ; 
And  the  small  craatures  who  onliark  or  bough 
Enjoy  their  ehanges,  changed  we  know  not  how : 
But  now  th'  imperfect  being  scarcely  liiovea, 
And  now  takes  wing  and  seeks  the  sky  it  lovefli 

He  ^ad  no  system,  and  forbore  to  read 

The  learned  labours  of  tb*  immortal  Swede ; 

But  smiled  to  hear  the  creatures  he  ha<i  known 

So  long,  were  now  in  class  ahd  order  shown. 

Genus  and  ipecies — *  is  it  meet,*  said  ha, 

*  This  cr^ture*s  name  should  one  so  sounding  bet 

'Tis  but  a  fly,  though  first-bom  of  the  spring — 

Bombilius  majus,  dost  thou  call  the  thing  ? 

Majus,  mdeed  I  and  yet,  in  fact,  *t  is  true. 

We  all  are  majors,  all  are  minors  too, 

Except  the  first  and  last,— th*  immeAaely  diatuit 

two. 
And  here  again, — what  call  the  leamedf  this  T 
Both  'Hippobosea  and  Hirundinis  7 
Methuiks  the  creature  should  be  -proud  to  find 
That  he  employs  the  talents  of  mankind ; 
And  that  his  sovereign  master  shrewdlv  looks. 
Counts  all  his  parts,  and  puts  them  in  his  books. 
Well !  go  th;^  way,  for  I  do  feel  it  shame 
To  slay  a  bemg  with  so  proud  a  name/' 

Such  were  his  daughters;  such  ihy  quiet  friend. 
And  pleasant  was  it  thus  my  days  to  spend ; 
And  when  Matilda  at  her  home  I  saw. 
Whom  I  beheld  with  anziousness  and  awe, 
The  ease  and  quiet  that  I  found  before 
At  once  departed,  and  retum*d  no  more. 
No  more  their  music  soothed  me*  as  they  play*d. 
But  soon  her  words  a  strong  impression  ma^ : 
The  sweet  enthusiast,  as  I  deem*d  her,  took 
My  mmd,  and  fix*d  it  to  her  speech  and  Took ; 
My  soul,  dear  girl!  she  made  her  cbnstaat  care. 
But  never  whisper'd  to  my  heart  •  beware !' 
In  k>ve  no  dangers  rise  till  we  ore  in  the  snare. 
Her  father  sometimes  question*d  of  my  creed. 
And  seem*d  to  think  it  hiight  amendment  need ; 
But  great  the  difference  when  the  pious  maid 
To  the  same  errors  her  attention  paid; 
Her  sole  diosign  that  I  should  think  aright. 
And  my  conversion  her  supreme  delight : 
Pure  was  her  mind,  and  simple  her  intent. 
Good  all  she  sought,  and  kindness  all  she  meaiA. 
Next  to  religion  friendship  was  our  theme. 
Related  souls  and  their  refined  esteem : 
We  talk*d  of  scenes  where  Uiis  is  real  found, 
And  love  subsists  without  a  dart  or  wound ; 
But  there  intruded  thoughts  not  all  seren& 
And  wishes  not  so  calm  would  intenren^.** 
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**Ye8;  but  saw  no  mM^ 
Than  be  liad  seen  without  a  fear  before  { 
He  had  rabsUted  by  the  church  and  plough,  - 
And  saw  bo  cause  tor  apprehension  now. 
We,  too,  CQilId  live :  he  thought  not  paseion  wrong, 
But  only  wonderM  we  delay*d  so  Ipfig. 
More  had  he  wonderM  had  he  known  eflteem 
Was  all  we  raentkm'd,  friendship,  was  oar  theme^ 
Lau^  ifyoo-pkase,  I  must  my  tale  punue-^  ' 
Thifl  tacr^  frtendship  thus  in-.aecret  gnw, 
An  isteUeCtual  love«  most  tender,  ehaste,  and  tnw) 
Unstained,  we  said,  nor  knew  we  how  it  chanced 
T^giin  some  eaithly  soil  -as  it  adranoed ; 
Bat  yet  my  friend,  and  she  akme,  could  prove 
Hov  much  it  difi^i^d  from  romantic  lore-^ 
Boi  this  and  more  I  pass— No  doubt,  at  length, 
We  eovM  peroeite  the  weakness  of  gar  stroigth* 
0 !  days  remomber'd  well !  rememb^'d  ^fl  * 
The  Mtter^rweet,  the  honey  and  the  call ; 
Those  garden  rambles  in  the  sUettt  mgfat, 
Those  trees  so  shady,  and  that  moon  so  bright ; 
That  thiokwt  alley  by  the  arb«ar  ckMsd, 
That  woodbine  seat  where  w<  at  last  ropused ; 
And  thoii  the  hopes  tbatcame  and  then  weregone^ 
Qaick  as  the  douds  beneath  the  moon  past  on : 
Nov,  in  this  instant,  shall  my  lore  be  sbown, 
I nid— O !  noi»  the  happy  time  is  flown*    * 

Too  siftile ;  reinetnber,  I  was  weak  and  low, 
And  feai'd  the  passion  as  I  felt  it  grow : 
Win  she,  I  said,  to  one  ao  poor  attend, 
Without  a  prospect,  and  without  a  friend  7 
I  dared  not  ask  her — ^till  a  rival  came,  . 
fiot  hid  the  s^ret,  slow-aonsuming  flame*  > 

I  ooee  faad^saen  him ;  then  familiar,  f^     * 
More  than  became  a  common  guest  to  be  $ 
And  rare,  I  said,  he  has  a  look  of  pride    - 
And  inward  joy— ^  lover  satisfied. 

Gm  yon  not.  Brother,  on  adventures  past 

A  thought,  as  on  a  lively  prospect,  cast  7 

On  days  of  dear  remembrance !  days  that  seeUi, 

When  pasb^nay,  even  when  present,  Uke  a  dream^- 

These  white  and  bfessed  days,  that  softly  shine 

On  few,  nor  oA  on  them — have  they  been  thine  7^ 

Georro  answQr'd,  **  Yes  I  dear  Richard*  throogh 

toe  years 
Ung  past,  a  day  so  white  and  markM  appesrsi' 
As  b  the  storm  tliat  pouts  destruction  rounds 
b  here  and  there  a  ship  in  safety  Auad ; 
So  b  the  storms  of  life  some  days  appear 
More  blest  and  bright  for  the  preceding  fear ; 
These  times  of  pleasure  that  in  life  arise, 
Uke  spots  in  deserts,  that  deligfht,  surprise, 
And  to  our  wearied  senses  give  the  more, 
For  all  the  waste  behind  us  and  befbre ; 
And  thou,  dear  Richard,  hast  then  had  thy  share 
Of  those  enchanting  times  that  baffle  care  7** 

"Tes,  I  have,  felt  this  life-refreehin^  l^ale 
T%at  hears  us  onward  when  our  spirits  fiul ; 
Tbat  gives  those  spirits  vieour  and  delighV— 
I  voidd  describe  it,'oouId.I  do  it  right 

Booh  days  have  been — ^a  day  of  days  was  one 
^Vheo,  rising  gaily  with  the  rising  sun. 


I  took  my  way  to  loin  a  happy  fbw. 
Known  not^  me,  but  whom  Matilda  knew. 
To  whom  she  wient  a  ffuest,  and  message  sent, 
Come  thou  to  us,*  and  as  a  guest  I  went 

Tlier^  tfre  two  ways  to  Brandon-^-by'the'haath 
Above  the  clif!^  or  on  the  sand  beneath. 
Where  the  small  pebbles,  wetted  by  the  wave,    ' 
To  the  new  day  reflected  lustre  gave  c 
At  first  above  the  rocks  I  made  my  way, 
relighted  looking  at  the  spadous  bay, 
And  the  large  fleet  that  to  the  northward  steerM 
Full  saii,  that  giorioas  in  my  vieW  appeared ; 
For  where  does  man  evince  his  full  control 
0*er  subject)  matter,  where  displays  the  soul 
Its  mighty  energies  with  more  effect 
Than  when  her  powers  that  moving  mass  direct  1 
Than  when  man  guides  the  ship  man's  art  hits 

made. 
And  makes  the  winds  and  waters  yield  him  aid? 

Much  as  I  long'd  to  see  the  maid  I  loved. 
Through  scenes  so  glorious  I  at  leisure  moved ; 
For  there  are  times  ^hen  we  do  not  obey 
The  master-passion — when  we  yet  delay — 
When  absence,  soon  to  end,  we  yet  prolong, 
And  dally  with  oar  wish  although  so  strong. 

High  were  my  jof«,  but  they  were  sober  too, 
Nof  reason  spoiPd  the  pictures  fhncy  drew ; 
I  felt'— rare  feeling  in  a  world  like  this-— 
The  sober  certainty  of  waking  bliss ; 
Add  too  the  smaller  aids  to  happy  men, 
Conveinient  helps — thbse  too  were  present  then. 

But  what  are  spirits  7  light  indeed  and  gay 
They  are,  like  winter  flowers,  nor  last  a  day ; 
Comes  a  rude  icy  wind,— they  feel,  and  fadb  Away 

High  beat  ray  heart  wfien  to  the  ho«^  I  canSy 
Aikl  when  the  ready  servant  ||fave  my  name ; 
But  when  I  enter'd  that  pernicious  room. 
Gloomy  it  lookM,  and  painfhl  was  the  glooni ; 
And  jealous  was  the  pain,  and  deep  the  sigh 
Caiased  by  this  gloom,  and  pain,  and  jealousy : 
For  there  Matilda  sat,  and  her  beside 
That  rival  soldier,  with  a  sokiier*s  pride ; 
With  seUlapnrova]  in  his  laughing  face, 
His  seem'd  the  leadmg  spirit  of  the  place ; 
She  was  all  coldness    yet  I  thought  a  look. 
But  that  corrected,  tender  welcome  spoke : 
It  was  as  lightning  which  you  think  you  see, 
But.  doubt,  and  ask  if  Ughtohig  it  could  be. 

Confined  and  qaick  my  introduction  passed. 

When  I,  a  stranger  and  on  strangers  cast. 

Beheld  the  gallant  man  as  he  displayed 

Unchecked  attention  to  the  guilty  maid : 

O  !  how  it  grieved  me  that  she  dared  t'  ezeSte 

Those  looks  in  him  that  show*d  so  much  deUght , 

Egr^ous  0Q3Kcomb !  there— he^iled  tgain. 

As  irhe  sought  to  aggravate  my  pain : 

Still  she  attends — I  most. approach — and  find. 

Or  ma^e,  a  quarrel,  to  relieve  my  mind; 

In  vain  I  try — politeness  as  a  shield 

The  angry  strokes  of  my  eontempt  repelled  | 

Kor  must  I  violate  the  social  law 

That  keeps  the  rash  and  insolent  in  awe« 
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Once  I  obseired,  on  hearing  my  replies, 
The  woman'd  terror  fix'd  on  me  the*  eyes 
That  lodkM  entreaty ;  but  the  guideless  ragd 
Of  jealous  minds  no  sofbiess  can  assuage. 
But,  lo !  they  rise,  and  all  prepare  to  take        '~ 
The  promised  pleasure  on  the  neighhouring  lake. 

Grood  heaven !  they  whisper !  Is  it  come  to  this  7 
Already ! — then  majr  I  my  doubt  dismiss :    . 
Cotdd  he  so  soon  a  timid  girl  persuade  T 
What  rapid  progress  has  the  coxcomb  made ! 
And[  yet  how  o^  her  looks,  and  how  demure  l- 
The  falling  snow  nor  lily^  flower  so  pure : 
What  can  1  do  7  I  must  the  pair  attend. 
And  watch  this  horrid  business  to  its  end. 

There,  forth  they  go !   Ho  leads  her  to  the  shore- 
Nay,  I  must  follow, — I  can  bear  no  mare  : 
What  can  the  handsome  gipsy  have  in.  view 
la  trifling  thus,  as  she  appears  to  do  7 
I,  who  fpt  months  have  lab^ur^d  to  succeed, 
Have  only  lived  her  vanity  to  feed, 

0^  you  will  niake  me  roort — 't  is  very  kind,' 
And  meant  for  him^t  tells  him  he  must  mind  p 
Must  not  be  careless : — I  can  serve  to  draw 
The  soldier  on,  and  keep  the  man  in  awe. 
O !  I  did  think  she  had  a  guileless  heart. 
Without  deceit,  c^priciou^essf  or  art ; 
And  yet  a  stranger,  withr  a  coat  of  red, 
Has,  by  an  bourns  attention,  turn'd  her  bead. 

Ah !  how  delicious  was  the  morning  drive. 
The  soul  awaken'd  and  its  hopies  ahve^i 
How  dull  this  scene  by  trifling  minds  enjoy'd. 
The  heart  in  trouble  and  its  hope  destroy*d. 

Well,  now  we  land— And  will  be  yet  support- 
Thifl  part  7  What  favour  has  he  now  to  court  7 
Favour !  O,  nol  He  means  to  quit  the  fair ; 
How  strange!  how  cruel!  Will  she  not  despair 7 


Well !  take  her  hand — no  furtlier  if  you  pleaM, 

I  cannot  suffer  fooleries  like  these : 

How  7  '  Love  to  Julia  !'  to  his  wife  7— O !  dear 

And  injured  creature,  how  roust  I  appear. 

Thus  haugh^  in  my  looks,  and  in  my  words  severe  7 

Her  love  to  Julia,  to  the  schodl-day  friend 

To  whom  these  letters  she  has  lately  pemiM  I 

Gen  she  forgive  7  And  now  I  think  a^aln. 

The  man  was  ^either  insolent  nor  vain ; 

Good  humour  chiefly  would  a  stranger  tracei 

Were  he  impertial,  in  the  air  or  face; 

And  I  so  splenetic  the  whole  way  loog» 

And  she  so  patient — it  was  werj  wrong. 

The  boat  had  landed  in  a  shady  scene ;  * 
The  grove  was  in  its  glory,  fresh  and  green ; . 
The  showers  of  late  hdd  swelPd  the  branch  and 

bough, 
And  the  snn*s  fervour  made  them  pleasant  now. 
Hard  by  an  oak  arose  in  all  its  pride. 
And  threw  its  arms  along  the  water's  side ; 
Its  leafy  limbs,  that  on  the  glassy  lake 
Stretch  far,  and  all  those  dancing  shadows  make. 

And  now  we  walk«-iiow  smaller  parties  seek 
Or  mm  or  shade  as  pleases    Shall  I  apeak  7  . 


^hall  I  forgiveness  asl^  and  then  apply 

For O  !  that  vile  and  intercepting  cry. 

Alas !  wliat  mighty,  ills  can  trifles  n»ke,-<i- 
A  hat !  the  idiof  s^-fallen  in  the  Jake ! 
What  serious  mischief  can  such  Tdlers  do  7 
I  almost  wish  the  head  ha^  fallen  too. 

No  more  they  leave  us,  but  will  hover  roundv 
As  if  amusement  at  our  cost  they  found ;'' 
Vex*d  and  unhappy  I  indeed  had  been« 
Had  I  not  something  in  my  charmer  seen 
Like  discontent,  that,  though  corrected,  dwelt 
On  that  dear  fiice,  ami  told  me  what  she  felt. 

Now  must  we  cross  the  lake,  and  as  we  croM^d 
Was  my  whole  soul  in  sweet  emoUon lost; 
Clouds  in  white  volumes  roIlM  beneath  the  moon. 
Softening  her  light  that  on  the  waters  sbone : 
This  was  Bucb  bliss !  even  then  it  seem'd  relief  ' 
To  veil  the  gladness  in  a  show  of  grief: 
We  sigh*d  as  we  conversed,  and  said,  hew  deep 
This  lake  on  which  those  brood  dark  tkadamn 

sleep; 
There  is  between  as  and  a  iratery  grave 
But  a  thin  phmk,  and  yet  our  fate  we  hnan. 
'  What  if  it  burst  7*  Matilda,  then  my  care 
Would  be  fbr  thee :  all  danger  I  would  dare, 
And,  should  my  efibrts  fail,  thy  fortune  would  I 

share.     - 
*  The  lote  of  life,'  she  said,  *  would  powerfiil  prove  T 
O !  not  so  powerful  as  this  strength  of  love: 
A  look  of  kindness  gave  the  grateful.raaid. 
That  had  the  real  effort  more  than  paid. 

But  here  we  land,  and  haply  now  may  chooee 
Companions  home — our  way,  too,  we  may  loee 
In  these  drear^  dark,  inosculating  lanes. 
The  very  native  of  his  doubt  complains ; 
No  wonder  then  that  in  such  lonely' ways  * 
A  fttranger,  heedless  of  the  com^try,  strays ; 
A  stranger,  toe^  whose  many  thoughts  all  aaeet    . 
In  on'^  design,  and  ftone  regard  hb  feet 


*  Is  this  the  path  7*  the  cautious  fair  one  cries ; 
I  answer.  Yes ! — ^*  We  shall  our  friends  «arpriie»* 
She  added,  sighing — I  return  the  sighs. 


*  Wm  they  not  wonder  V  O !  they  would,  i 
Could  they  the  secrets  of  this  bosom  read. 
These  chilling  doubts,  these  trembling  hopes  I  fed! 
The  faint,  fond  hopes  I  can  no  more  oonceal— 
I  love  thee,  dear  Matilda ! — to  confess 
The  fact  is  dangerous,  fatal  to  suppress. 

And  now  in  terror  I  approach  the  home 
Where  I  may  wretched  but  not  doubtful  come, 
Where  I  Ynust  be  all  ecstasy,  or  all,^ 
O !  what  will  yoq  a  wretch  rejected  caU  ? 
Not  man,  for  i  shall  lose  myself,  and  be 
A  creature  lost  to  reason,  losing  thee. 

Speak,  my  Matilda !  on  the  rack  of  ftlar  , 

Suspend  me  not — I  woqld  my  sentence  hear. 
Would  learn  my  fate — -Good  Heavch !  and  wfaal 

portend 
These  tears? — and  fail  they  fbr  thy  wretched  friend? 

Or but  I  cease ;  I  cannot  paint  the  blis% 

From  A  confession  soft  and  kind  as  this ; 
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Nor  where  wb  walk'd,  nor  how  oor  frieads  ve  met, 
Or  what  their  wonder— I  aA  wondering  yet ; 
For  be  who  nothing  heeds  has  nothfaig  to  forget 

All  thought,  yet  thinkm^  ttoihing— all  delight 

In. every  thing,  but  nothLig  in  my  sight! 

Nothing  I  mark  or  learn,  hut  <am  poeaeat'd 

Of  joys  I  eannot  paint,  «nd  I  8m  bless'd 

In  all  that  I  conceive — whatever  is,  ie  beet 

Ready  to  aid  ail  beings,  I  would  go 

The  world  atoond  to  raocour  baman  wo;       ^ 

Tet  am  so  largely  ha^py,  that  it  oeems 

Hiere  are  no  woee,  and  sorrows  are  but  dieams. 

There  is  a  eoUege  joy,  to  scholard  known,  . 
When  the  first  honours  are  proclaimed  theirown; 
Tliero  is  ahibition's  joy,  when  in  their  race  . 
A  man  surpassing  nvals  gaina  his  place ; 
Ihae  iv  a  be^9ty*s  joy«  amid  a  crowd 
To  have  that  beauty  her  first  &me  a]low*d} 
And  there  *s  the  oonqueror*s  joy,  when,  dubious  held 
And  long  the  fight,  he  sees  the  foe  repellM : 

But  what  are  these,  qr  what  are  other  joys,  • 
Tliat  charm  kings,  conquerors,  beauteous  nyiophs, 

and  boys. 
Or  greater  yet,  if  greater  yet  be  fbujid. 
To  that  delight  when  love's  dear  hope  i#  ctownM? 
To  the  first  beating  of  a  k>ver*s  heai^ 
When  tfael  kved  maid  endeavours  to  impart, 
fVanhly  yet  faintly,  fondly  yet  in  fear,  •  • 
Tlie  kinil  confession  that  he  holds  so  de&r. 
'  Now  in  the  mom  of  our  return  how  strunffe 
Was  this,  new  Mingf  this  delicious  change : 
That  sweet  delirium,  when  I  ffazed  in  fear, 
Thtt  all  would  yet  be  k)et  and  disappear. 

Such  was  the  blessing  that  I  sought  for  pain. 
In  some  degree  to  be  myself  Again ; 
And  when  we  met  a  shepherd  old  and  lame. 
Cold  and  diseased,  it  seemM  my-Mood  to  tame; 
And  I  was  thankfitl  lor  the  moral  sight; 
Thai  soberixed  the  vast  and  wiM  deUght** 
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CoBversation — Story  of  the  elder  Brother-^His  to- 
mantic  Views  and  Habitt^The  Bcene  of  his 
Meditations— Their  Nature— Interrupted  by  hn 
Adventure — The  Consequences  of  it — A  strong 
and  permanent  Passion — Search  of  its  Object — 
JUmg  inefl^ual — How  found — The  first  Inter- 
-The  seoond — End  of  the  Adventure— Re- 


Or  art  thou  talking  some  frail  love  about, 
The  rambling  fit,  Uefore  th'  abiding  gout?" 

.  Nay,  spare  me,  Brother,  an  adorer  spare : 
Love  And  the  gout!  thou  wouldst  not  these  com 
pare?" 

**  Yeav  and  oorrectlv ;  teaidng  ere  they  come, 
They  then  confine  their  victim  to  his  home :  ' 
In  both,  are  previous  feints  and  false  attacks,  . 
Both  place  the  grieving  patient  on  their  racks : 
They  both  are  ours,  wiUi  all  th^y  bring,  for  life, 
*T  is  not  in  us  t*  expel  or  gout  or  wife ; 
.On  man  a  kind  of  dignity  they  shed, . 
A, sort  of  glbomy  pomp  about  bis  bed :   . 
Theu  if  he  leaves  them,  go  where'er  he  will. 
They  have  a  claim  upon  his  t>ody  still ; 
Nay,  when  thev  quit  him,  as  they  sometimes  dd^ 
What  is  there  left  t'  enjoy  or  to  pursue  7-~ 
^ut  dost  thou  love  this  wooum  7" 

•*0!  beyond 
What  I  can  tell  thee  of  the  true  and  fond : 
Hath  she  not  soothed  me,  sick,  enrichM  me,  poor* 
And  banishM  death  and  misery  from  my  dbor  7 
Has  she  not  cherishM  every  moment's  bliss, 
And  ipade  an,£den  of  a  world  Uke  this  7 
When  Care  woiild  strive  with  us  his  watch  to  keep, 
^as  she  not  sung  the  snarling  fiend  to  sleep? 
Aad  when  Distress  has  ky>k*d  us  in  the  faoe. 
Has  she  not  told  him, '  thou  art  not  DLsgrace  7'  ** 

"  I  mtist  behold  her,  Richard ;  I  must  see 
This  patient  spouse  who  sweetens  miseij — 
But  djdst  thou  n^ed,  and  wouldst  thou  not  s^lj  ?'— ' 
Nay  thou  wert  right — but  then  hqw  wrong  was  I  !** 
•*  My  indiscretion  was — ** 

'  •*  No  more  repeat ; 
Would  J  wwe  nothing  worse  than  indiscreet}^ 
But  stiU  there  is  a  pl^  that  T  could  bring, 
Had  I  the  courage  to  describe  the  thing. 

^  Then  thou  too.  Brother,  oouldst  of  weakness  toll; 
Thou,  too,  hast  found  the  wishes  that  rebel 
Against  the  sovereign  reason ;  at  some  time 
Thou  h^st  been  fond,  herdic,  afad  qublime ; 
Wrote  verse,  it  may  be^  and  for  one  dear  maid 
The  sober  purposes  of  life  delayed ; 
From  year  to  year  the  fruitless  chase  pursued. 
And  hung  enamour*d  o*er  the  flying  good : 
Then  be  thv  weakness  to  a  Brother  shown. 
And  give  him.  comfort  who  displays  his  own.** 

**  tJngenerous  youth !  dost  thod  presuming  ask 
A  man  so  grave  his  failingB  to  unmask  7 
What  if  I  tell  thee  of  a  waste  of  time. 
That  on  my  spirit  presses  as  a  crime. 
Wilt  thou  despise  me  7 — ^I,  who,  soaring,  ftU 
So  hitoto  rise— Hear  theu  the  tale  I  teU ; 
Who  tells  what  thou  shaH  hear,  esteems  his  hewer 
welL 


**  Tbauks,  my  dear  Richard ;  and,  I  pray  thee,  deign 
To  speftk  the  truth — does 'ah  this  love  remain. 
And  all  thia  joy  7  for  views  and  flighto  sublime,' 
Ardent  and  tender,  are  subdued  by  time. 
8peak*st  thou  of  her  to  whom  thou  madest  thy  vows, 
Cf  my  fait  sister,  of  thy  lawful  spouse  7 
21* 


**  Tes,  my  dear  Richard,  thou  shalt  hear  me  owa 
Follies  lind  frailties  thou  hast  never  known ; 
Thine  was  a  iVailty, — fol^,  if  jou  please, — 
But  mine  a  flight,  a  madness,  a  disease. 
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Turn  with  me  to  my  twentieth  ^4tf  >  for  tiieii 
The  lover*iB  frenzy  rated  the  poe^s  pen  ;- 
When  virgin  reame  were  soiled  with  layi  of  lov^ 
,  The  flin^  hearts  of  fancied  nymphs  to  move : 
Then  was  I  pleased  in  lonely  ways  to  tretd. 
And  muse  on  tragic  tales  of  lovers  dead ; 
For  all  the  merit  I  could  then  desci^ 
In  man  or  wxmian  wa#  for  love  to  dis. 

I  mused  on  charmers  chaste,  who'  pledg«d  their 

truths 
And  left  no  more  the  onee-aecepted  youth ; 
Though  he  disloyal,  lost,  diseased,  became, 
The  widowM  turtle's  was  a  deathless  ^ame  s 
This  faith,  this  feefing,  gave  my  soul  delig^. 
Truth  in  the  lady, 'ardour  in  the  knight 

I  hoUt  me  casfles  wondrous  rich  and  raio, 
Few  castle-boilders  could  with  me  compare  ) 
The  hall,  the.  palace,  rose  at  my  command, 
And  theto  I  IQl'd  with  objects  great  and  grand. 
Virtues  sublime,  that  nowhere  else  wquIg  live, 
Glory  and  pomp,  that  I  alone  could  givei 
Trophies  ai^d  thrones  by  matchless  valour  gain*d, 
Faith  unreproved,  and  chastity  unstainM ; 
With  all  that  soothes  the  sense  and  charms  the  soul, 
C^e  at  my  call,  and  were  in  my  control 

And  who  was  1 7  a  slender  ;^outh  and  tall. 

In  manner  awkward,  and'  with  fortune  small ; 

With  visage  pale,  m^  motions  quick  and  slow, 

That  fall  and  rising  iii  the  spirits  show ; 

For  none  cQuld  more  by  outward  signs  express 

What  wise  men  lock  within  the  miqd's  recess  2 

Had  I  a  mirror  set  before  my  vieW| 

I  might  have  seen  what  such  a  fbrm  could  do; 

Had!  within  the 'mirror  truth  beheld, 

I  should  have  such  presuming  thoughts  repelTd ; 

But  awkward  as  I  wa^,  witbo^t  the  grace 

That  ^ves  new  beauty  to  a  form  or  face ; 

Still  I  expected  friends  mpst  tme  to  prove, 

And  grateful,  tender,  warm,  assiduous  kiy0. 

Assured  of  this,  that  lovers  delicious  bond 
Would  hold  me  ever  faithful^  ever  fond ; 
It  seemM  but  just  that  I  in  love  should  find 
A  kindred  heart  as  constant  and  as  kind. 
Give  me,  I  cried,  a  beauty  ,*  none  on  earth 
Of  higher  rank  or  noUer  in  her  birth ; 
Pride  of  her  race,  her  father*s  hope  and  cafe, 
Yet  meek  as  children  of  the  cottage  are ; 
Nursed  in  the  court,  and  there  by  love  punned, 
But'  fbnd  of  peace,  and  bfest  in  solitude ; 
B^  rivals  honourM,  and  by  beauties  praised, 
Yet  all  unconscious  of  the  envy  raised ; 
Suppose  her  this,  and  from  attendcuits  freed. 
To  want  my  prowess  in  a  time  of  need. 
When  safe  and  gratefill  she  desires  to  show 
She  feels  the  debt  that  she  deligrhts  to  owe. 
And  loves  the  man  who  saved  her  in  dtstres»^ 
So  fancy  willM,  nor  would  compound  for  less. 

This  was  my  di^eam. — In  some  auspicious  hour, 
In  some  sweet  solitude,  in  some  green  bower. 
Whither  m  v  fate  should  lead  me,  there,  unseen, 
I  should  behold  my  fancy^s  gracious  queen,  ^ 


Singing  sweet  son^ !  that  I  should  hMr  «whBs» 
Then  catch  the  transient  glory  of.  a  smile ; 
Then  at  her  feet  with  trembling  hope  should  kneul* 
Such  as  rapt  saints  and  raptoreid  lovers  feel ; 
To  n^atsh  (he  chaste  unfbldings  of  her  heuit, 
In  joy  to  meet,  in  agony  to  part. 
And  then  in  tender  song  to  seotbe  my  grie( 
And  hail,  in  gbrioos  rhyme,  my  Loriy  Sf  tit  Leaf. 

To  dream  these  dreams  I  chose  a  woody  scene,  . 

My  guardian-shade,  the  worU  andjne  bfltwwm ; 

A  green  inolosare,  where  beside  its  bound 

A  thorny  ihiee -beset  its  beauties  roond,    . 

Save  where  some  creature's  force  had  made  a  wuj 

For  me  to  pass,  and  in  my  khigdom  stray  e 

Here  thenl  stray'd,  then  sat  me  dowft  to  call. 

Just  as  I  will'd,  my  shadowy  subjects  all ! 

Fruits  of  all  minds  cenoeived  on  every  i 

Fay,  witch,  enchanter,  devil,  demon,  ghost ; 

And  thus  with  knights  and  nyiAphs,  ki  halls  tni 

bowers,  . 
In  war  had  k»ve,  I  pass'dntmwnberM  hootvi 
Gross  and  substantial  beings  all  foi^goC, 
Ideal  glories  beamM  around'  the  spot, 
AiMiaUthatwas,%ithm0,orthis  poor  world  ww 

not 

Yet  in  this  wiorld  there  was  a  single  seene. 
That  I  allow'd  with  mine  to  intervene ; 
Thb  house,  where  never  yet  my  feet  had  stray^^ 
I  with  respeet  and  timid  awe  sorvey'd ; 
With  pleasing  wonder  I  have  ofUime*  stood. 
To  view  thess  turrets  rising  o*er  the  wood ; 
When  &ncy  to  the  haUs  and  chambers  flew. 
Large,  solemn,  sUent,  that  I  must  not  view ; 
The  moat  was  then,.and  then  o*er  all  ibs  ground 
Tall  elms  and  ancient  oaks  stretch*d  far  around  ; 
And  where  the  soil  fivbad  the  nobler  race, 
Ihvarf  trees  and  hombUff  shrubs  had  loand  thw 


Forbidding  man  in  their  dose  hold  Co  gu^ 
Haw,  gatter,  holm,  the  seniee  and  the  sioe; 
With  tangling  weeds- thai  al  the  bottom  gMV» 
And  climbers  ail  above  their  feathery  faranohes 

threw. 
Nor  path  of  man  or  b^bt  was  there  espied. 
But  there  the  birds  of  daykneis  ipved  to  hide. 
The  loathed  toad  to  lodge,  and  speckled  snake  t» 

glide. 
To  me  this  hall,  thue  newM  m  psfl,  appearM 
A  mansion  vast — I  wonder*d,  and  I  fear*d ; 
There  as  I  wander*d,  fanoy's  forming  eye 
.Could  gloomy  eeQs  and  dungeoAs  dark  ca^ ; 
Winding  through  these,  I  caught  th* 

sound 

Of  troubled  soub,  tiiat  guilty  minds  eoo^biiiid. 
Where  murder  made  its  way,  and  lAisehief  stetk'd 

around. 
Above  the  roof  were  raised  the  midnight  atonns, 
And  the  wild  lights  betrayed  the  shadowy  forms. 

With  all  these  flifirhts  and  fancies,  then  so  4ear, 
J  reached  the  birth.day  of  my  twentieth  year; 
And  in  the  evening, of  a  day  in  June 
Was  singing~*as  I  sang — some  heavenly  too*  i    ' 
My  native  tone,  indeed,  was  harsh  and  hoarse. 
But  he  who  feeW  such  powers  c^  sing  of  ooiu:n»* 
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Is  fliefoa  good  on  e«lh,  or  gift  divine, 
That  fiuicy  owiiioit  say,  behold  I  *t  is  mine  7 

So  was  I  siii<viQ|f,  when  I  aaw  descend 
From  thie  old  aeat  a  kdy  and  her  friend ;  . 
Downward  they  came  with  steady  pace  and  alow, 
Arm  Unk*d  in  arm,  to  bless  my  World  below. 
I  knew  hot  yet  if  they  escaped,  or  chose 
Their  own  free  way, — if  they  had  friends  or  fiws,.-- 
But  Bear  to  my  dominion  drew  the  pair, 
Link'd  arm  in  arm,  and  walked,  oaiivereing,  there. 

I  saw  them  era  they  eame,  myself  unseen, 
My  lofty  fence  ana  thorny  bound  between^- 
And  oofi  alone,  one  matchless  face  I  «a,w. 
And,  thooffh  at  distance,  felt  d^lieht  and  awe : 
Fancy  and  truth  adomM  her ;  fiidey  gave 
Koch,  bat  not  all;  tr«*h  helpM  to  mftke  theit 

slave; 
For  Mbe  was  lev^ly,  aH  wastiot  the  vain 
Or  sickly  homage  of  a  feverM  brain ; 
No  I  ^le  had  bMOty,  soeh  a9  they  admire 
Whose  hope  is  earthly,  and  whose  love  desire ; 
Iraagiftalimi  might  her  aid  bestow,- 
But  she  had  charms  that  oi4y  truth  eould  show. 

Their  dress  was  such  as  well  beeame  ih^  plac^ 

Bat  one  superior ;  hers  the  air,  the  grace. 

Hie  condescending  looks,  that  spdte  the  nobler 

race.    .  ' 
Sender  she  was  and  tall :  her  fkiry.feet 
Bore  her  right  onward  to  my  shady  seat ; 
And  O !  I  sigVd  that  she  would  nobly  dare 
To  come,  nor  let  her  friend  th*  adventure  share ; 
But  see  how  I  in  my  dominion  reijrn. 
And  never  wish  to  view  the  world  again. 

Thns  vras  I  musing,  seein|^  with  nfy  eyes 
These  objsets,  with  my  mmd  her  fantasies, 
And  chiefly  thinking — is  this  maid,  divine 
As  she  appears,  to  4w  this  queen  of  mine  T 
Have  I  from  henoefiirth  beauty  in  my  view, 
Not  airy  all,  but  tangible  and  true  ? 
Here  then  I  fix,  here  bound  my  vagrant  views. 
And  here  devote  my  heart,'  my  time,  my  muse* 

She  saw  not  this,  though  ladies  early  trace 
Their  beaaty*s  power,  the  glories  of*^  their  Ace ; 
Tet  knew  not  this  fair  creature — could  not  know*- 
lliat  newihom  love !  tliat  I  too  soon  must  show : 
And  I  was  musing — how  shall  I  begin  7 
How  make  approach  my  unknown  way  to  win. 
And  to  that  h^rt,  as  yet  untooch*d,  make  known 
7%e  wound,  the  wish,  the  weakness  of  my  own  7 

Such  b  my  pavt,  but Mercy !  what  alarm  7 

Dare  aught  on  earth  that  sovereign  beauty  harm  7 
Again —-the  shrieking  char mer^— how  they  rend 
T&  gentle  air— —-The  sbriekers  laek  a  friend-** 
l%ey  are  my  prinoess  and  th*.  attendant  maid 
In  so  much  danger,  and  so  much  afraid  I— 
But  whence  the  terror  7 — Let  me  haste  and  see 
MThat  has  befallen  them  who  cannot  flee— 
Wbence  oan  the  peril  rise  7  What  can  that  perU  be  7 

It  soon  appeared,  that  while  this  nymph  divine 
Hoved  on,  there  met  the  rude  uncivil  kine. 
Who  knew  her  not — ^the  damsel  was  not  there 
Who  hept  them — all  obedient — ^in  her  care ; 


Strangers  they  thus  defied  and  held  in  scorn. 
And  stood  in  threatening  posture,  hoof  and  horn : 
While  Susan — pail  in  hapd— could  stand  the  while 
And  pn^te  with  Daniel  at  a  distant  stile. 

As  feeling  prompted,  to  the  place  I  nm, 
Resolved  to  saveihe  maids  and  show  the  knan : 
Was  ea^ch  a  cow  like  that  which  challenged  Guy, 
I  had  resolved  t*  attack  it,  and  degr 
In  mortal  combat  I  to  repel  or  die. 
That  was  no  time  to  parle/<— oc  to  say, 
1  will  protect  you — fly  in  peace  away  ! 
Lo !  yonder  stile— but  with  an  air  of  grace, 
As  I  supposed,  I  pointed  to  the  place. 

The  fair  ones  took  me  at  my  sign,  and  flew, 
^ch  like  a  dove,  and  to  the  stilji  withdrew ; 
Where  safe,  at  distance,  and  from  terroM  free. 
They  tam*d  to  view  my  beastly  foes  and  me. 

I  now  had  time  my  business  to  behold, 
Atfd  did  not  like  it— let  the  truth  be  told  : 
The  cows,  though  cowsmIs,  yet  in  numberft  itroog, 
Like  other  mobs,  by  might  defi^nded  i 
In  man*8  own  pathway  fiz*d,  they  seem*d  < 
For  hostfle  measure,  and  in  order  closed, 
Then  halted  near  me,  as  I  judged,  to  treat. 
Before  we  came  to  triumph  or  defeat 

I  was  in  doubt ;  *t  was  sore  disgrace,  I  knew. 
To  turn  my  back,  and  l^t  the  cows  pursue ; 
And  should  I  rashly  mortal  strife  begin, 
*T  was  all  unknown  who  might  the  battle  win; 
And  yet  to  wait,  and  neither  fight  nor  fly. 
Would  mirth  create, — I  could  not  that  deny ; 
It  look'd  as  if  for  safety  1  would  treat, 
Nay,  sue  for  peace — Hal  rather  come  defeat  I 
*  Look  to  me,  loveliest  of  thy  sex !  and  ffive 
One  cheering  glance,  and  not  a  cow  shall  live , 
For  lo !  this  iron  bar,  this  strenuous  arm. 
And  those  dear  eyes  to  aid  me  as  a  charm.* 

Say,  goddess !  Victory  !  say,  o^  man  or  c6w 
Meanest  thou  now  to  perch  7— On  neither  now- 
For,  as  I  ponder'd,  on  their  way  appear'd 
The  Amazonian  roiliier  of  the  nerd ; 
These,  at  the  wonted  signals,  made  a  stand. 
And  woo*d  the  nymph  of  the  relieving  hand ; 
Nor  heeded  now  the  man,  who  felt  relief 
Of  other  kind,  and  not  unmix*d  with  grief; 
For  now  he  neither  should  his- courage  prove, 
Nor  in  his  dying  moments  boast  bis  love. 
My  sovereign  beauty  with  amazement  saw-* 
So  she  declared — the  horrid  things  in  awe ; 
Well  i^eaaedf  she  witnessM  what  reelect  was  paid 
By  such  brute  natures — Every  cow  afraid, ' 
Ajid  kept  at  distance  by  the  powers  of  one. 
Who  had  to  Jicr  a  dangerous  service  done, 
Tha^  prudence  had  declined,  that  valour's  self^ 
ipight  ^h\m. 

So  thought  the  maid,  who  now,  beyond  the  stile«    . 
Received  her  champion  with  a  gracious  smile ; 
Who  now  had  leisure  on  those  charms  to  dwell,. 
That  he  could  lyever  from  his  thought  expel ; 
There  are,  I  know,  to  whom  a  lover  seems, 
Praising  his  mistress,  to  relate  his  dreams ; 
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But,  Richard,  looke  like  those,  that  an^eU&oe 
Coula  I  no  more  in  sister-angel  trace; 
O !  it  was  more  than  fancj !  it. was  more 
Than  in  my  darling  views  I  saw  before, 
When  I  my  idol  made,  and  my  allegiance  swore. 

Henceforth  *t  was  bliss  upon  that  face  to  dwell, 
Till  every  trace  became  indelible  f 
I  blessM  the  cause  of  that  alarm,  her  fright. 
And  all  that  gave  me  favour  in  her  sight. 
Who  then  was  kind  and  gratefttl,  till  my  mind* 
Pleased  and  exulting,  awe  awhile  resigned. 
For  in  the  moment  when  she  feels  afiraid, 
How  kindly  speaks  the  condescending  maid ; 
She  sees  her  danger  near,  she  wants  her  lover^s  aid. 
As  fire  electric,  when  discharged,  will  strike 
All  who  receive  It,  and  they  reel  alike. 
So  in  the  shock  of  danger  and  surprise 
Our  minds  are  struck,  and  mix,  and  sympathis^. 
But  danger  dies,  and  distance  comes  between 
My  «tatc  and  that -of  myall-glorious  queen ; 
Yet  much  was  done— upon  it^y  mind  a  chain 
Was  strongly  fix'd,  and  likely  to  remain ; 
liistening,  I  grew  enait)our*d  of  the  sound, 
And  ielt  to  her  my  very  being  bound ; 
I  blessM  the  scene,  nor  felt  a  power  to  move, 
JiOst  ill  the  ecstasies  of  infimt-love. 

She  saw  and  smiled ;  the  smile  delight  oonvej*d. 

My  Idve  encouraged,  and  my  act  repaid : 

In  that  same  smUe  I  read  the  charmer  meant 

To  give  her  hero  chaste  encouragement ; 

It  spoke,  as  plainly  as  a  smile  can  speak, 

*Seek  whom  you  love,  love  freely  whom  you  seek.' 

Thus,  when  the  lovely  witch  had  wrought  her 

charm. 
She  took  th'  attendant,  maiden  by  the  arm, 
And  left  me  fondly  jpazing,  till  no  more 
I  could  the  shade  of  that  dear  form  explore ; 
Then  to  my  secret  haunt  I  turn'd  agam. 
Fire  in  my  heart,  and  fever  in  my  brain ; 
That  face  of  her  for  ever  in  my  view, , 
Whom  I  was  henceforth  feted  to  pursue. 
To  hope  I  know  not  what,  small  hope  In  what  I 

knew. 

O !  my  dear  Richard,  what  a  waste  of  time 
Gave  I  not  thus  to  lunacy  sublime ; 
What  days,  months,  years,  (to  usefhl  purpose  lost) 
Has  not  this  dire  infatuation  cost  ? 
To  this  feir  vision  I,  a  bonded  slave. 
Time,  duty,  credit,  honour,  comfort,  gave ;    • 
Crave  all — and  waited  for  the  glorious  things 
That  hope  expects,  but  fortune  never  brings. 

Yet  let  me  own,  while  I  my  feult  reprove,' 
There  is  one  blessing  still  affixed  to  love^- 
To  love  like  mine — Tor,  as  mv  soul  it  drew 
^From  reason's  path,  it  shunn*d  dishonour's  too; 
;It  made  my  taate  refined,  my  feelings  nipe, 
.  And  placeci  an  angel  in  the  way  of  vice. 

•This  angel  now,  whom  I  no  longet  viewM, 
;Far  from  this  scene  her  destined  way  pursued ; 
INo  more  that  matision  held  a  form  so  feir, 
iSbe  was  away,  and  beauty  was  not  there. 


Such,  my  dear  Richard,  was  my  early  ^am% 
My  youthful  frenzy — ^give  it  either  name ; 
It  was  the  withering  bane  of  many  a  year. 
That  past  away  in  causeless  hope  and  fear ; 
The  hopes,  the  fears,  that  every  dream  could  killt 
Or  make  alive,  and  lead  my  paflnye  wilL 

At  length  I  learnt  one  name  my  angel  bore, 

And  Rosabella  I  must  now  adore : 

Yet  knew  but  this — and  not  the  fevoor'd  plaee 

That  held  the  singel  or  th*  angelic  r^ee ;  ' 

Nor  where,  admired,  the  sweet  enchantresB  dw«It» 

But  I  had  2o0t  her--4hat,  indeed,  I  feh. 

Yet,  would  I  say,  she  will  at  length.be  jpine ! 

Did  ever  hero  hope  or  Jove  resign  I 

Though  men  oppose,  and  fortune  bids  deflpttir« 

She  Vill  in  time  her  mischief  well  repair. 

And  I,  at  last,  shall  wed  this  fairest  of  the  fior ! 

My  thrifty  uncle,  now  retum'd^  begait 

To  stir  within  me  what  remalnM  of  man ; 

My  powerful  frenzy  painted  to  the  life. 

And  ask'd  me  if  I  took  a  dream  to  wife  7 

Debate  ensued,  and  though  not  well  content. 

Upon  a  visit  to  his  house  I  went : 

He,  the  most  saving  of  mankind,  had  etill 

Some  kindred  feeling ;  he  would  ^de  my  will. 

And  teach  me  wisdom — so  affection  wrought,        , 

That  he  to  save  me  from'  destruction  sought : 

To  him  destruction,  the  meet  awful  curse 

Of  misery's  children,  was — an  empty  purse ! 

He  his  own  books  approved,  and  thought  the  pea 

An  useful  instrument  for  trading  men ; 

But  judged  a  quill  was  never  to  be  slit 

Except  to. make  it  for  a  merdiant  fit : 

He,  when  inform'd  how  men  of  taste  could  write, 

Look'd  on  his  ledger  with  supreme  delight ; 

Then  would  he  laugh,  and,  with  insulting  joy. 

Ten  me  aloud,  *  that 's  poetry,  my  boy ; 

These  are  your  golden  numbers — ^tfaem  repeat. 

The  more  you  have, the  more  you'll  find 

sweet — 
Their  numbers  move  all  'hearts— no  matter  ftr 

their  feet. 
Sir,  when  a  man  composes  in  this  style. 
What  is  to  him  a  critic's  fix>wn  or  smile  ? 
What  is  the  puppy *s  censure  or  applause 
To  the  good  man  who  on  his  banker  draws, 
Boyfe  an  estate,  and  writes  upon  the  gnmnde, 
Pay  to  A.  R  an  hundred  thousand  pounds  t 
Thus,  my  dear  nephew,  thus  your  talents  prove ; 
Leave  verse  to  poets,  and  the  poor  to  love.' 

Some  months  I  suffered  thus ;  oompeird  to  dt 
And  hear  a  wealthy  kinsman  aim  at  wit ; 
Yet  there  was  something  in  his  nature  good. 
And  he  had  feeling  fer  me  t^e  of  blood  : 
So  while  I  It^nguish'd  fer  my  absent  maid 
I  some  observance  to  my  uncle  paid."  ' 

**  Had  you  inquired  7"  said  Richard. 

»Ihadplaeed 
Inquirers  round,  but  nothing  could  be  tra6ed  ; 
Of  every  reasoning  creature  at  this  HaU, 
And  tenant  near  it,  I  applied  to  all — 
Tellrtie  if  she — and  I  described  her  well-^ 
Dwelt  long  a  guest,  or  where  retired  to  dwell  ? 
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Bat  DO  \  SQch  lady  they  rememberM  not — 
lliej  saw  that  fivc^,  stran^  beings !  and  forgot 
Nor  was  inouiry  all ;  but  I  pursued 
My  sours  -nrst  Irish,  with  hope*s  vast  strength 

endued :  v 

I  ero6a*d  the  seas,  I  went  where  strangers  go,  «. 
And  gazed  on  crowds  as  6ne  who  dreads  a  foe. 
Or  seeks  a  friend ;  and,  when  I  sought  in  vain, 
Fled  tcr  fresh  crowds,  and  hoped,  and  gazed  again.*' 

*It  was  a  strong    possession." — **  Strong    and 

strange, 
I  felt  the  evil,  yet  desired  not  change  : 
Tears  now  had  fiown,  nor  was  the  passion  cored, 
Bot  hope  had  life,  and  so  was  lifo  endured ; 
tha  mind's  disease,  with  all  its  strength,  stole  ca^ 
TQl  youth;  and  health,  and  all  but  love  were  gone. 
And  there  were  seasons,  Richard,  horrid  hours 
Of  mental  suffering !  they  o'erthrew  my  powevs. 
And  made  my  mind  unsteady — I  have  stiU, 
At  times,  a  foeling  of  that  nameless  ill,. 
That  is  not  madness — ^I  could  always  tell 
My  mind  was  wandering — knew  it  was  not  wdl ; 
Felt  all  my  loss  of  time,  the  shameful  waste 
Of  talents  perisb'd,  and  of  parts  disgraced : 
But  thoogh  my  mind  was  sane,  there  was  a  void-* 
My  undmtanding  seem*d  in  part  destroyed ; 
I  thought  I  was  not  of  my  species  one^  * 
Bat  unconnected !  injured  and  undone. 

While  in  this  state,  once  more  my  uncle  pray'd 
That  I  would  hear — I  heard,  and  I  obey'd ; 
For  I  was  thankful  that  a  being  broke 
On  this  my  sadness,  or  an  interest  took 
in  my  poor  lifo— ^but^  at  his  mansion,  rest 
Guqe  with  its  halcyon  stillness  to  my  breast : 
Sbwly  there  enter'd  in  my  mind  concern 
For  things  about  me— I  would  something  learn^ 
And  to  my  uncle  listen;  who,  with  joy, 
Fqnnd  that  ev*n  yet  I  could  my  powers  employ, 
TQl  I  oould  feel  new  hopes  ra^  mind  possefMS 
Of  ease  at  least,  if  not  of  happiness : 
Till,  not  contented,  not  in  discontent,   . 
As  my  good  ancle  connaell'd,  ott  I  went; 
GoDacioos  of  youth's  great  error— nav,  the  crime 
Of  manhood  now — a  dreary  tvaste  of  time ! 
Coiiscioas  of  that  account  which  I  must  ^ive . 
How  lifo  had  past  with  me— I  strove  to  live. 

Had  I,  like  others,  my  first  hope  attain'd, 
I  most,  at  least,  a  certainty  have  gain'd ; 
Had  I,  like  others,  kwt  the  hope  of  youth, 
'Another  hope  had  promised  greater  truth ;    • 
Bot  I  in  baseless  hopes,  and  groundless  views; 
Was  fated  time,  and  peace,  and  health  to  lose, 
Lnpetl'd  to  seek,  for  ever  doom'd  to  fail, 
b — I  distress  you — let  me  end  my  tale. 

Something  one  day  occurr'd  about  a  bill 
That  was  not  drawn  with  true  mercantile  skill, 
And  I  was  ask'd  and  anthorized  to  go 
To  seek  the  firm  of  Clutterbuck  and  Co. ; 
Their  hour  was  past — ^but  when  I  urged  the  case. 
There  was  a  youth  who  named  a  second  place : 
Where,  on  occasions  of  important  kind, 
I  mi^t-the  man  of  occupation  find 
In  his  retirement,  where  he  found  repose 
From  the  vetations  that  in  boaioess  rose. 
20 


I  found,  though  not  with  ease,  this  private  seat 
Of  qpothing  quiet,  wisdom's  still  letreat. 

The  house  was  good, -but  not  so,  pure  and  clean 

As  I  .had  houses  of  retirement  seen ; 

Yet  men,  I  knew,  of  meditation  deep. 

Love  not  their  ^ulidens  should  their  studies  sweep; 

His  room  I  saw,  and  must  acknowledge,  there 

.Were  not  the  signs  of  cleanliness  or  care : 

A'  fomale  servant,  void  of  female  grace, 

Loose  in  attire,  proceeded'to  tlie  place : 

She  stared  intrusive  on  my  slender  firame. 

And  boldly  ask'd  my  business  and  my  name. 

i  gave  them  both ;  and,  left'tobe  amused, 

^ell  as  I  might,  the  parlour  I  perused. 

The  shutters  half  unclosed,  the  curtains  fell 

Half  down,  and  rested  on  the  Ivindow-sill, 

And  thus,  confusedly,  made  the  room  half  visible : 

Late  as  it  was,  the  uttfe  parlour  bore 

Some  teil-tale  tokens  of  the  night  before ; ' 

There  were  strange  sights  and  scents  about  the  room, ' 

Of  food  high  seaspn'd,  and  of  •strong  perfume ; 

Two  unmatch'd  sofiis  ample  rents  display'd, 

Carpet  and  curtains  were  alike  decay'd ; 

A  large  old  mirror,  with  oace*gilded  finime. 

Reflected  prints  that  I  forbear  to  name. 

Such  as  a^  youth  might  purchase-^but,  in*lrathf 

Not  a  sedate  or  sober-mipded  youth  : 

The  cinders  yet  were  sleeping  in  the  grate, 

Warfga  from  the  fire,  continu^  large  and  late. 

As  left  by  careless  folk,  in  their  neglected  state ; 

The  chairs  iil  naste  seem'd  whirl'd  about  the  room. 

As  when  the  sons  of  riot  hurry  home. 

And  leave  the  troubled  place  to  solitude  and  gloom. 

All  this,  for  I  had  ample  time,  I  saw. 
And  prudence  qaestion'd — should  we  not  withdraw? 
For  he  who  makes  me  thus  on  business  wait, 
la  not  for  businesa  in  a  proper  state ; 
Bat  man  there  was  not,  was  not  he  for  whom 
To  this  convenient  lodging  I  was  come ; 
No !  but  a  lady's  voice  was  heard  to  call 
On  my  attention — and  she  had  it  all ; 
For  lo !  she  enters,  speaking  ere  in  sight, 
'I'donsieur !  I  shall  not  want  the  chair  to-nigh^— 
Where  shall  I  see  him  7' — This  dear  hour  atones 
For  all  affection's  hopeless  sighs  and  groans- 
Then  turning  to  me — *■  Art  thou  come  at  last  7 
A  thousand  welcomes— be  forgot  the  past : 
Forgotten  all  the  grief  that  alwence  briiijgs^ 
Fear  that  torments,  and  jealousy  that  stings- 
All  that  is  cold,  injurious,  and  unkind. 
Be  it  for  ever  banish'd  from  the  mind ; 
And  in  tfiat  mind,  and  in  that  heart,  hp  now   . 
The  soft  endearment,  and  the  binding  vow*** 

She  spoke — and  o'er  the  practised  features  threw 
The  looks  that  reason  charm,  and  strength  sobdne. 

Win  you  not  ask,  how  I  beheld  that  face, 
.Or  read  the  mind,  and  read  it  hi  that  place  7 
I  have  tried,  Richard,  oft-times,  and  in  vain. 
To  trace  my  thoughts,  and  to  review  that  train — 
If  train  there  weirc — that  meadow,  grbye,  and  stile, 
The  fright,  th'  escape,  her  aweetness  and  her  smile ; 
Years  since  elapsed,  and  hope,  from  year  to  year, 
To  find  her  &ee— and  then  to  find  her  heie :   ^ 
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But  it  it  Ab  7-*-0 !  yet ;  the  rose  ii  dead. 
All  beauty, fragrancei'ireBhness,  glory  fled; 
^ut  yet  H  is  she— tbe  Bame  and  not  the  same— 
Who  to  my  bower  an  heavenly  being  came ; 
Who^aked  my  sod's  first  thought  of  real  Uisa, 
Whom  long  I  sought,  Imd  now  1  find  her — this. 

I  canntil  paint  her^^^omething  I  had  seen 
So  pale  arid  slim,  and  tawdry  and  unclean } 
With  hagganl  looks,  of  Tice  and  wo  the  prey, , 
Laughing  in  languor,  miserably  gay : 


Her  fimeTwhere  &ce  appear*d,  W^  amply  spiead. 

By  art's 'coarse  pencil,  with  ill^oeen  red, 

The  flower's  fictitioas  hJoom,  the  blushing  of  the 


dead: 

But  still  the  features  were  the  same,  and  strange 
My  view  of  both — ^the  sameness  and  the  change, 
That  fiz'd  me  gazing  and  my  eye  enchain*d. 
Although  so  liUle  of  herself  remain'd ; 
It  is  the  ereature  whom  I  loved,  and  jret 
Is  far  unlike  her*- Would  I  could  forget 
The  angel  or  her  fUl !  the  once  adored 
Or  now  despised !  the  worshipp'd  or  deplored ! 

*0!  Rosabella,!'  I  prepared  to  say, 
*  Whom  1  have  loved,'  but  prudence  wbisperM  nay. 
And  ftJly  grew  ashamed— ndiscretion  hod  her  day* 
She  gave  her  hand ;  which,  as  I  lightly  press*d« 
The  cold  but  ardent  grasp  my  soufoppress'd ; 
The  ruin'd  girl  dtsturbM  me,  and  my  eyes 
Look'd,  I  conceive,  both  sorrow  and  surprise. 


But  while  I  thought  to  bait  the  amoroos  hook. 
One  set  f^  ipe  my  eager  fancy  took » 
There  was  a  crafty  eye,  that  &i  could  se^ 
And  through  my  fidlings  fascinated  me : 
Mine  was  a  childish  wish,  to  please  my  boy ; 
His  a  design,  his  wishes  to  enjoy. 
O !  we  have  both  about  the  world  been  tost. 
Thy  gain  I  know  not — I,  they  cry,  am  lost ; 
So  let  the  wise  ones  talk ;  they  talk  in  vain. 
And  are  mistaken  both  in  loss  and  gain : 
«Tis  MA  to  get  whatever  life  afibrds, 
'T  is  loss  to  spend  our  time  in  emp^  woidi.  - 

I  wae  a  f^l,  and  thoa  a  boy  wert  then. 
Nor  aught  of  women  knew,  nor  I  of  men  ^ 
Btot  I  have  traffi<^'d  in  the  world,  and  thou. 
Doubtless,  canst  boast  of  thy  experience  now ; 
Let  sa  the  knowledge  we  have  galn'd  produce. 
And  kindly  turn  it  to  our  common  use.* 

Thus  spoke  the  sjren  in  voluptuous  style«  ^ 
While  1  stood  gazing  and  perplex'd  the  while, 
Ghain'd  by  that  voice,  coniounded  by  that  smile. 
And  then  she  sang,  and  changed  from  grave  to  gjKj^ 
Tul  all  reproach  and  anger  ified  away. 


I  spoke  my  business — *  He,*  she  answer'd,  *  comes 
And  lodges  here— hb  has  the  backward  rooms — 
He  now  is  absent,  and  I  chanced  to  hear 
Will  not  before  to-morrow  eve  appear. 

And  may  be  longer  absent O !  the  niyht 

When  you  preserved  me  in  that  horrid  fhght ;  . 

A  thousand,  thousand  times,  asleep,  awake, 

I  thought  of  what  you  ventured  for  my  sake— ^ 

Now  have  you  thought — ^yet  tell  me  s^-^eceivft 

Your  Rosabella,  wiUing  to  believe  1 

O I  there  is  something  in  love's  first-born  pain 

dweeter  than  bliss — ^it  never  comes  again — 

But  has  your  heart  been  faithffal  ?* — Here  my  pride 

To  anger  rising,  her  attempt  defied — 

*  My  iailh  must  childish  in  your  sight  appear,     ' 

Who  haye  been  fiuthfiil — to  how  many,  dear  ?* 

If  words  had  iUl'd,  a  look  explain'd  their  style, 
She  could  not  blush  assent,  but  she  could  smile : 
Good  heaven  !  1  thought,  have  I  rejected  fame. 
Credit,  and  wealth,  for  one  who  smiles  at  shame  f 

She  saw  me  thoughtfW*f-eaw  it,  as  I  gness'd. 
With  some  concern,  thodgh  nothing  she  expreas'd. 

Come,  my  dear  friend,  discard  that  look  of  care, 
All  things  were  made  to  be,  as  all  things  are ; 
All  to  s^k  pleasure  as  the  end  design'd 
The  only  good  in  matter  or  in  mind; 
So  was  I  taught  by  one,  who  gave  me  all 
That  my  experienced  heart  can  wisdom  call. 

I  saw  thee  young,  love's  soft  obedient  slave, 
And  many  a  sigh  to  my  young  lover  gave ; 
And  I  had,  spite  of  cowardice  or  cow, 
Retom'd  thy  jwiuod,  and  exchanged  .my  vow ; 


*  My  Damon  was  the  first  to  wake, 

The  gentle  flame  that  cannot  die; 
MyDamon  is  the  last  to  take 

The  foithfiil  bosom's  softest  sigh : 
The  life  between  is  nothing  worth, 

O !  cast  it  from  thy  thought  away ; 
Think  of  the  day  that  gave  it  birth, 

And  this  its  sweet  returning  day. 

Buried  be  all  that  has  been  -done. 

Or  say  that  nobght  is  done  amiss ; 
For  who  the  dangerous  path  can  shon 

In  such  bewil&ring  world  ae  this  ? 
But  love  can  every  fault  fbrgive. 

Or  with  a  tender  look  reprovei 
And  now  let  naught  in  memory  live. 

But  that  we  meeti  and  that  we  Ibve.* 


And  then  she  moved  mj  pity ;  for  she  wept. 
And  told  her  miseries  till  resentmeni  slept ; 
For  when  she  saw  she  could  not  reason  blind. 
She  pour'd  her  heart's  whole  sorrows  on  my  mind, 
With  features  graven  on  my  soul,  with  sighs 
Seen  but  not  heard,  with  soft  imploring  eyes, 
And  voice  that  needed  not,  but  had  the  ^d 
Of  powerful  wotds  to  soften  and  persuade. 

*  O !  I  repent  me  of  the  past ;  and  sure 
Grief  and  repentance  make  the  bosom  pure : 
Yet  meet  thee  not  with  clean  and  single  heart. 
As  on  the  day  we  met ! — and  but  to  part. 
Ere  I  had  drunk  the  cup  that  to  my  lip 
Was  held  and  press'd  till  I  was  forood  to  sip : 
I  di^BAk  indeed,  but  never  oeaaed  to  hate, — 
It  poiaon'd,  but  could  npt  intoxicate : 
T*  excuse  my  fall  I  plead  not  love's  excess,  . 
But  a  weak  orphan's  need  and  loneliness., 
I  had  no  parent  upon  earth — no  door 
Was  oped  to  me*-young,  innocent,  and  poor. 
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Vaim  tander  tad  resentftal— «od  my  Mead 
JeakNH  of  o»e  whoTSurt  on  her  depend. 
Making  Ufe  mi«ery'»— Yon  could  witoeM  then 
That  I  was  preeioua  in  the  eyes  of  men ; 
So,  HMde  hy  them  a  goddeas,  and  denied 
.  Respect  «nd  notice  by  the  woioen*8  pride ; 
Here  soorn'd,  there  worabippM — ^will  iLatrange  ^ 

pet, 
Aflnred  and  driven,  that  I  settled  here  ? 
Tet  loved  .it  not ;  and  never  have  I  pnsaM 
One  day,  and  wishM  antrtfier  like  the  last 
There  was  a  Alien  angel,  I  have  read. 
For  whom  their  tears  the  sister-angek  shed, 
Because,  although  she  ventured  to  rebd,  . 
She  was  not  minded  like  a  child  of  helLr-* 
Sach  is  my  lot  1  and  will  it  not  be  given 
To  grifif  like  mine,  that  I  may  think  of  heaven  ? 
Behold  bow  there  the  ^k>rions  creatures  shine, 
And  all  my  soul  to  grwf  and  hope  resign  7*    , 

I  wonder'd,  doubting— «nd  iff  this  a  ikct, 
I  thought;  or'part  uou  art  disposed  to  a6t? 

*Is  U  not  writleiw  Be,  who  caxpe  to  stve 
Sinners,  the  sin*  of  deepest  d^e  fi>rgave  7 
That  he  his  meroj  to  tbeaufitrars  dealt, 
And  pardon'd  error  when  the  ill  wte  fe&7 
Tes !  I  would  hepe»  there  is  an  eyo  that  reads  , 
Wha|  is  withimand  sees  the  heart  that  bleeds—^ 
But  who  on  earth  will  one  so  lost  deplore, 
And 'who  will  holp  that  lo^t  one  to  restoie  7 
Who  will  on  trust  the  sigh  of  grief  receive ; 
Aivi— all  things  warring  with  belief— bdiase  7* 

SoAen'd,  I  said — *  Be  mine  the  hand  and  heart. 
If  with  your  work!  you  will  consent  to  part,' 
She  would— she  tried — Alas !  she  did  not  know 
Bow  deeply  tooled  eril  habits  grow ; 
She  felt  tiie  truth  upon  her  spirits  piesa, 
But  wanted  eaae,  indulgence^  ahow,  «zoes8, 
Toiuptvaua  banqueii,  i^easnres-^not  refined,  ^ 
Bvt  such  an  soothe  to  sleep  th'  opposing  min^— 
She  )ook*d  ibr  idle  vice,  th&  time  to  kill. 
And  aobCla,  atnw  apologies  Ibr  ill ;  . 
And  thus  bar  yieldiug,  unresialjng  soul 
Sank,  and  let  sin  eonfuse  bar  and  oontrol : 
Pleaaurea  that  brought  disgust  yet  brouffht  relief 
And  minds  she  hated  help*d  to  war  with  grief." 

«  Thus  then  aha  parish' Jl  7**-- 

**  Nay-*but  thus  she  proved 
Sbve  to  the  viosa  that  she  never  kived : 
But  while  she  thus  her  better  thoughts  opposed. 
And    woo*d    the  world,  the  world's   deceptions 

akaed:— 
I  had  kpg  lost  bar ;  but  I  sought  in  vain 
To  banish  pity  »— still  she  gave  ma  pain. 
Still  I  deairad  to  aid  her-4o  direct. 
And  wished  the  world,  th&t  won  her,  to  reject 
Kor  wishM  in  vain^there  came,  at  length,  request 
That  I  would  see  a  wretch  with  grief  oppressed. 
By  guilt  affrighted — and  I  went  to  trace 
Once  more  tiM  vice. worn  (batures  of  that  fkoe, 
That  sin.wrecfc*<i  being  !*  and  I  saw  her  laid 
Whara  never  worldly  joy  A  visit  paid : 
That  world  receding  fa^t !  the  world  to  come 
CouoealM  in  terrot,  ignorance,  and  gloom ; 


Sins,  sorrow,  and  neglect :  with  not  a  spark  - 
Of  rital  hope, — all  horrible  and  dark- 
It  (righten*d  me  I — I  thought,  and  shall  not  I 
Thus  fe6l  7  thu^  fear  7--thi8  danger  can  I  fly  7 
Do  I  ao  wisely  live  that  I  can  cslmly  die  7 

The  wants  I  saw  I  could  supply  with  ease, 
Bi)t  there  we're  wants  of  other  kind  than  these ; 
Th'  awakening- thought,  the  hope-inspiring  view— 
The  doctrines  awful;  grand,  alarming,  tru^ — 
fHoA  painful  to'the  soiil,  and  yet  most  healing  too : 
Still  I  could  something  offer,  and  could  send 
For  other  aid — a  more  important  fi'iend. 
Whose  duty  call'd  him,  and  his  love  no  less. 
To  help  the^grievine  spirit  in  distress ; 
To  save  in  that  sad  nour  the  drooping  prey. 
And  from  its  rictim  driVe  despair  away. 
All  decent  comfort  round  the  sick  were  seen ; 
The  female  helpers  quiet,  sober,  dean ; 
Her  kind  physician  witlr  a  smile  appeared. 
And  zealous  love  the  pious  fHend  endear*d : 
While  I,  with  mix'd  sensations,  could  inquire, 
Haat  thou  one  wish,  one  unfblfiird  desire  7^ 
Speak  every  thought,  nor  unindulfed  depart. 
If  I  can  make  thw  happier  than  mou  art 

Yes !  there  was  yet  a  female  fHend,  an  old 
And  grieving  nurse !  to  whom  it  should  be  toM^ 
If  I  would  tell— that  she,  her  child,  had  fajl'd, 
.And  turn*d  fh>m  truth !  yet  truth  at  length  prevalTd* 

*T  was  in  that  chamber,  Richard,  I  began 
To  think  more  deeply  of  the  end  of  man : 
Was  it  to  jostle  all  his  fellows  bv. 
To  run  before  them,  and  say,  *  here  Am  I, 
Fall  down,  and  worship  T— Was  it,  life  throughout, 
With  circumspection  keen  to  hunt  about 
As  spaniels  for  their  game,  where  might  be  found 
Abundance  more  for  coffers  that  aboimd  7 
Or  was  it  life's  enjoyments  to  prefer^ 
Like  this  poor  girl,  and  then  to  die  like  her  7 
lNo  !  He,  who  gave  the  feculties,  designM 
Another  use  fer  the  immortal  mind : ' 
There  is  a  state  in  which  it  will  appear 
With  all  the  good  and  ill  contracted  here ; 
With  gain  and  loss,  improvement  and  defect ; 
And  then,  my  soul !  what  hast  thou  to  expect 
For  talents  laid  aside,  life's  waste,  and  time's  neg- 
lect? 

Still  as  I  went  came  other  change^the  fl-ame 
And  features  wasted,  and  yet  riowly  came 
The  end ;  and  so  inaudible  the  breath. 
And  still  the  breathing,  we  exclaim'd— ^'t  is  daath ! 
But  death  it  was  nott  when,  indeed,  she  died, 
I  sat  and  his  last  gentle  stroke  espied  : 
When — as  it  came — or  did  my  fancy  trace 
That  lively,  lovely  flushing  o'er  the  face  7 
Bringing  back  all  that  my  young  heart  impress'd  I 
It  came— and  went ! — She  sigh'd,  and  was  at  reit  t 

Adieu,  I  said,  feir  FiniUy !  dearly  cost 
The  love  I  bore  thee — time  and  treasure  lost ; 
And  Xhave  suffiVd  many  years  in  vaip ; 
Now  let  me  something  in  my  sorrows  frain 
Heaven  would  not  oil  ihiff  wo  fur  mun  intend 
1  If  roan's  exi8t^ncc  .with  his  wo  should  en^; 
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Heftyen  would. not  pain,  an4  frie^  and  aiigiii«ti 

give, 
If  man  was  not  bj  diacipline  to  live ; 
And  for  that  brighter,  better  world  prepare, 
That  goals  with  souls,  when  porified,  shall  share, 
Those  stains  all  done  away  that  must  not  enter 

there* 

Home  I  return'd,  witli  spirits  in  that  state 
Of  vacant  wo,  I  strive  not  to  relate, 
Nor  how,  deprived  of  all  her  hope  and  strength. 
My  soul  tarn*d  feebly  to  the  world  at  length. 
I  travellM  then  till  health  again  resumed 
.  Its  former  seat— I  must  not  say  re.bloom*d ; 
And  then  I  fiil*d,  not  loth,  that  favourite  place 
That  has  enriched  some  seniors  of  our  race ; 
Patient  and  doll  I  grew ;  piy  uocle*s  pnise 
Was  largely  dealt  me  on  my  better  days ; 
A  love  (S*  money — other  Ipve  a^  rest — 
Came  creeping  on,' and  settled  in  my  breast; 
The  force  of  habit  held  me  to  the  oar, 
Till  I  could  relish  what  I  acom*d  before : 
I  now  could  talk  and  scheme  with  men  afunu^ 
Who  deal  for  millions^  and  who  sigh  for  pence; 
And  grew  so  like  them,  that  I  heard  with  joy 
Old  Blueskin  said  I  was  a  pretty  boy; 
For  I  possessed  the  caution  with  the  zeal, 
That  all  true  lovers  of  their  interest  ibel : 
Exalted  praise !  and  to  the  creature  due. 
Who  loves  that  interest  solely  to  pursue. 

But  I  was  sick,  and  sickness  brought  disgust ; 
My  peade  I  could  not  to  my  profits  trust : 
Again  some  views  of  brighter  kind  appear'd, 
Mv  heart  was  humbled,  and  my  mind  was  clearM ; 
I  ielt  those  helps  that  souls  diseased  restore. 
And  that  cold  frenxy,  avarice,  raged  no  more. 
From  dreams  of  boundless  wealui  I  then  arose ; 
This  place,  the  scene  of  infant  bliss,  I  chose, 
And  here  I  find  relief,  and  here  I  seek  repose. 

Yet  much  is  lost,  and  not  yet  much  is  fbund« 
i3ut  what  remains,'!  would  believe,  is  sound ; 
That  first  wild  passion,  that  last  moan  desire, 
Are  felt  no  more ;  but  hoUer  hopes  require 
A  mind  prepared  and  steady — n^y  reform 
Has  fears  like  bin,  who,  suffering  in  a  storm. 
Is  on  a  rich  but  unknown  country  cast. 
The  iuture  fearing,  while  he  feels  the  past ; 
But  whose  more  cheerftl  mind,  with  hope  imbu^ 
Sees  through  receding  clouds  tne  rising  good.'* 


The  morning  shone  4n  cloudless  beauty  brightj 
Richard  his  letters  iead  with  much  deUght ;    . 
Qeorgeirom  his  pillow  rote  in  happy  i^it, 
His  boeom*s  lord  sat  lightly  on  his  throne : 
They  read  the  mpming  news^^they  saw  the  sky 
Inviting  calPd  them,  md  the  earth  was  dry. 

**  The  day  invites  us,  brother,'*  said  the  'squire; 
**  Come,  and  1  'U  show  thee  something  to  admire : 
We  still  may  beauty  in  our  prospects  trace ; 
If' not,  we  have  them  in  both  mind  and  faoe. 

*T  is  but  two  miles — to  let  stfch  women  live  ' 
Unseen i>f  him,  wbat'reasoa  can  I  give  7 
Why  should  not'Kichard  to  the  girb  be  known  ? 
Would  I  have  all  their  friendship  fer  my  own  f 
Brother,  there  dwell,  yon  northern  hill  below, 
Two  favourite  maidens,  whom  't  is  good  to  know  ; 
Young,  but  experienced ;  dwellers  in  a.  cot, 
Where  they  sustain  and  dignify  their  bt, 
The  beet  ^ood  rirls  in  all  our  world  below — 
O !  you  must  know  them— Come !  and  you  ahaU 
know. 

But  lo !  the  morning  wastes — ^here,  Jacobs  slar-— 

If  Phcebe  comes,  do  you  attend  to  her ; 

And  let  ^ot  Mary  get  a  chattering  press 

Of  idle  girls  to  hear  of  her  distt«ss : 

Ask  her  .to  wait  till  my  retbm-^and  hide 

From  her  meek  mind  your  plenty  and*  your  pride  i 

I^r  vex  a  creature,  humble,  sad,  and  still,- 

By  your  coarse  bounty,  and  your  rude  good-wilL** 

This  said,  the  brothers  faasten'd  on  their  way, 
With  all  the  foretaste  of  a  pleasant  day ; 
The  morning  purpose  in  the  mind  had  fix*d 
The  leading  thought,  and  that  with  others  iniz*d. 
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Morning  Walk  and  Conversation — ^Visit  at  a  Cot* 
tage--Ofaaraeters  of  the  Sisters — ^Lucy  and  Jane 
— ?rheir  Lovers — ^Their  Friend  the  Banker,  and 
his  Li^iy — Their  intimacy — Its  Consequence — 
Different  Conduct  of  the  Lovers— The  EffectJThat 
upon  the  Sisters — ^Their  present  State-^The  In- 
fluence.  of  their  Fortune  upon  the  Minds  of 
either. 


"  How  well  it  is,"i  said  George^  ••  when  we 
The  strength  that  bears  us  up  in  our  dintress 
And  need  not  the  resources  of  our  pride. 
Our  fell  from  greatness  and  our  wants  to  hide ; 
But  have  the  spirit  and  tlie  wish  to  show. 
We  know  our  wants  as  well  as  others  kndw. 
'T  is  true,  the  rapid  tnms  of  fortune's  wheel 
Make  even  the  virtuous  and  tho  humble  feel : 
They  for  a  time  must  sufier,  and  but  few 
Can  bear  their  sorrows  and  our  pity  too. 

Hence  all  thftse  small  expedients,  day  by  dnj. 

Are  used  to  hide  the  evils  tliey  betray : 

When,  if  our  \Aty  chances  to  be  seen. 

The  wounded  pride  retorts,  with  anger  kMO, 

And  man's  insulted  giief  takes  reliige  in  his  kpleco. 

When  Timon's  board  contains  a  single  dish»  > 
Timon  talks  much  of  market-men  and  fish. 
Forgetful  servants,  and  th*  infernal  cook. 
Who  always  spoU'd  wfaate'er  she  undertook. 


But  say,  it  tries  us  from  our  height  to  fell,    . 
Yet  is  not  life  itself  a  trial  all  7 
And  not  a  virtue  in  the  boeonliives. 
That  gives  such  ready  pay  as  patience  gives ; 
That  pure^  submission  to  the  nilifig  mind, 
Fix'd,  but  not  forced ;  obedient,  but  not  blind ; 
The  will  of  heaven  to  make  her  own  she  tries, 
Or  makes  her  own  to  heaven  a  sacrifice. 
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And  is  there  aagfat  on  earth  so  rich  or  rare, 
Whooe  plearares  may  with  virtue**  pains  compere  ? 
Tbis  fruit  of  patience,  this  the  pnre  delight. 
That  *t  is  a  trial  in  her  Jad^s  sight  i 
Her  part  stiU  thriving  duty  to  sustain. 
Not  spoming  pleasure,  not  defying  pain ; 
Never  in  triumph  till  her  race  he  won. 
And  never  fainting  till  ber  work  be  done. 

/ 
With  thoughts  Hke  these  they  reaehM  the  viUage 

brook, 
And  saw  .a  kdy  sitting  with  her  book ;' 
And  80  engageidfsbe  heard  not,  fill  the  men 
Were  at  her  side,  nor  was  she  frightenM  Cben ; 
But  to  her  friend,  the  squire,  his  smile  retum'd. 
Through  which  the  latent  sadness  he  discem*d. 

1^  stranger*brother  at  the  cottage  door 
Was  now  admitted,  and  was  strange  no  more : 
Then  of  an  absent  sister  he  was^told. 
Whom  they  were  not  at  present  to  behold ; 
Something  was  said  of  nerves,  and  that  disease. 
Whose  varying  powers  on  mind  and  body  seize. 
Enfeebling  boUi ! — Here  chose  they  to  remain 
One  hour  m  peace,  and  then  returned  again. 

"  I  know  not  why,**  said  Richard,  •*  but  I  ieel 

Hie  warmest  pity  on  my  bosom^steal 

For  that  dear  maid !  Hov  well  her  looks  express' 

For  this  wof IdV  good  a  cheri*h*d  hopelessness ! 

A  res^adon  that  is  so  entire. 

It  ieels^not  now  the  stirrings  of  desire ;    ' 

What  now  to  her  is  all. the  world  esteems? 

She  is  awake,  and  cares  not  for  its  dreams : 

But  moves  while  yet  on  earth,  as  one  above 

Its  hopes  and  fears— its  loathing  and  its  love. 

•Bat  shafl  I  learn,**  said  he,  •'tiiese  sisters*  fate  T— 
And  bttnd  his  brother  willing  to  relate. 


<■  The  girls  were  orphans  earl^ ;  yet  I  saw. 
When  young,  their  fkther — his  profession  law ; 
Hie  left  them  but  a  competence,  a  store 
That  made  his  daughters  neither  rich  nor  poor ;  , 
Not  rich,  compared  with  some  who  dwelt  around ; 
Not  poor,  for  want  they  neither  fear'd  nor  found ; 
llieir  ffnardian  uncle  was  both  kind  and  just* 
One  whom  a  parent  might  in  dying  trust; 
Who^  in  dieir  youth,  the,  trusted  store  improved. 
And,  when  be  ceased  to  guide  them,  fondly  loved. 

Hiese  sister  beauties  were  in  fact  the  grace 
Of  yon  small  town, — ^it  was  their  native  plkoe; 
Like  Saul*s  famed  daughters  were  tbe  lovely  twain, 
As  Micah,  Lucv,  and  as  Merab,  Jane : 
For  thi»  was  tall,  with  free  oommanding  air. 
And  that  was  mild,  and  delicate,  and  fair. 

Jane  had  an  arch  delusive  smile,  that  chafinM 
And  threatened  too ;  aDuring,  it  alarm*d ; 
Tbe  smile  of  Lticy  her  approval  told. 
Cheerful,  not  changuig ;  neither  kind  nor  odd. 

When  children,  Lucy  love  alone  possess^, 
Jane  was  more  punish'^  and  was  more  caress*d ; 
If  told  the  childish  wishes,  one  bespoke 
A  lamb,  a  bird,  a  garden,  and  a  brook ; 


The  other  wished  a  joy  unknown,  a  rout 
Or  crowded  ball,  and  to  be  first  led  out 

Lucy  loved  all  that  grew  upon  the  ground. 
And  loveliness  in  all  things  living  found ; 
The  gilded  fly,  the  fern  upon  the  waH, 
Were  nature's  works,  apd  admirable  all ; 
Pleased  with  indulgence  of  so  cheap  a  kind. 
Its  cheapness  never  discomposed  her  mind. 

Jane  had  no  likfng  for  such  things  as  these. 
Things  pleasing  her  must  her  superiors  please , 
The  costlr  flower  was  precious  in  her  eyes. 
That  f^ill  can  vary,  -or  that  money  buys ; 
Her  taste  was' good,  but  she  was  stiU  afraid. 
Till  fashion  sanctioned  the  remarks  she  made. 

The  sisters  read,  and  Jane  with  some  delight. 
The  satires  keen  that  fear  or  nve  excite. 
That  men  in  power  attack,  and  ladies  hig(h,' 
And  give  broad  hints  that  we  may  know  them  by 
She  was  ^mused  when  sent  to  haunted  rooms. 
Or  some  dark  passage  where  the  spirit  comes 
Of  one  once  raurder*d !  then  she  Uughing  read, 
And  felt  at  once  the  folly  and  the  dread : 
As  rustic  girls  to  craAy  gipsies  fly. 
And  trust  the  liar  though  they  fear  the  lie ; 
Or  a9  a  patient,  urged  by  grievous  pains, 
Wni  fbe  the  daruig  quack  whom  he  disdains, 
So  Jane  was  pleaiied  to  see  the  beckoning  hand. 
And  trust  the  magic  of  the  Radcliffe-wand. 

In  her  reli^on — for  her  mind,  though  light. 
Was  not  disposed  our  better  views  to  slight— 
Her  jbvourite  authors  were  a  solemn  kind, 
Who  fill  with  dark  mysterious  thoughts  the  mind; 
And  who  with  such  conceits  her  fancy  plied. 
Became  her  friend,  philosopher,  and  guide. 

Sh^made  the  Progress  of  the  Pilgrim  one 
To  build  a  thousand' pleasant  views  upon ; 
All  that  connects  us  with  a  world -above 
She  bved  to  fancy,  and  she  long*d  to  prove ; 
WeU  would  the  poet  please  her,  who  could  lead 
Her  fancy  forth,  yet  keep  antouch*d  her  creed. 

Led  by  an  early  custom,  Lucy  spied. 
When  she  awaked,  the  Bible  at  her  side ; 
That,  ere  she  ventured  on  a  wcorld  of  care. 
She  might  for  trials,  joys  or  pains  prepare. 
For  every  dart  a  shield,  a  guard  for  every  snare. 

She  read  not  much  of  high  heroic  deeds. 
Where  man  the  measure  of  man's  power  exceeds; 
But  gave  to  luckless  love  and  fate  severe 
Her  tenderest  pity  and  her  soflest  tear. 

She  mix*d  not  fiiith  with  faUe,  but  she  trod 
Right  onward,  cautions  in  the  ways  of  God ;    ^ 
Nor  did  she'  dare  to  launch  on  seas  unknown. 
In  search  of  truths  by  some,  adventurers  shown. 
But  her  own  compass  used,  and  kepi  a  course  her 
own. 

The  maidens  both  their  loyalty  declared. 
And  in  the  glory  of  their  country  shared ; 
But  Jane  that  glory  felt  with  proud  delight. 
When  England's  foes  were  vanquish'd  in  the  fight 
While  Lucy's  feelings  for  the  brave  who  bled 
Put  all  such  glorious  triumphs  firom  her  bead. 
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They  both  were  frugal ;  Lucy  from  the  fear 
Of  wasting  that  which  want  esteema  so  dear,- 
But  finds  so  scarce,  her  sister  from  the  pain 
That  springs  from  want,  whea  treated  with  disdam, 

Jane  borrowed  maxims  from  n  doubting  achool, 
And  took  fbr  truth  the  test  of  ridicule ; 
>  Lucy  saw  no  such  Tirtue  in  a  jest> 
Truth  was  with  her  of  ridicule  &  teat 

They  loved  each  other  with  the  wanhth  of  youth, 
With  ardour,  candour,  tenderness,  ancT  truth ; 
And  tliottgh  their  pleajiures  were  not  just  the  sane, 
Yet  both  were  pleased  whenever  one  became ; 
Nay,  each  would  rather  in  the  act  rejoice. 
That  was  tli*  adopted,  not  the  native  choice. 

EacH  had  a  friend,  and  friends  to  minds  so  fond. 

And  good  are  soon  united  in  the  bond ; 

Each  had  a  lovier ;  but  it  seem*d  that  tkte 

Decreed  that  these  should  not  approximate. 

Now  Lucy*s  lover  was  a  prudent  swain. 

And  thought,  in  all  things,  what  would  be  his.gain ; 

The  younger  sister  first  engaged  his  view, 

But  with  her  beauty  he  her  spirit  knew; 

Her  face  he  much  admired,  *•  but,  put  the  case,* 

Said  he,  *  I  marry,  what  is  then  a  face  7  • 

At  first  it  pleases  to  have'  drawn  the  lot ; 

He  then  forgets  it,  but  his  wife  does  not ; 

Jane  too,'  he  judged,  *  would  be  reserved  and  nice. 

And  many  lovers  had  enhanced  her  price.* 

Thus  thinking  much,  but  hiding  what  ho  thought, 
The  pr\ident  lover  Lucy's  favour  sought. 
And  he  succeeded,--^he  was  free  from  art, 
And  his  appear'd  a  gentle  guileless  heart ; 
Such  she  respected ;  true,  her  sister  found 
His  placid  fiice  too  ruddy  and  too  rcftind, 
Too  cold  and  inexpressive ;  such  a  face 
Where  you  could  nothing  mark'd  or  manly  trace. 

But  Lucy  found  him  to  hia  mother  kind. 
And  saw  the  .Christian  meekness  of  his  mind  ; 
His  voice  was  soft,  his  tetnpcr  mild  and  sweet. 
His  mind  was  easy,  and  his  person  neat 

Jane  said  he  wanted  courage;  Lucy  drew 
No  ill  from  that,  though  ste  believed  it  too ; 
*  It  is  religious,  Jane,  be  not  severe  ;* 
*■  Well,  Lucy,  then  it  is  religions  fear.' 
Nor  could  the  sister,  great  as  was  her  love, 
A  man  so  lifeless  and  so  cool  approve. 

J>ine  had  a  lover,  whom  a  lady*s  pride 

Might  wish  to  see  attending  at  her  side. 

Young,  handsome,  sprightly,  and  with  good  address. 

Not  mark'd  fbr  folly,  error  or  excess  ; 

Yet  not  entirely  from  their  censure  free^ 

Wno  judge  our  failings  with  severity 4 

The  very  care  he  took  to  keep  his  name 

Stainless,  with  some  was  evidence  of  shame. 

Jane  heard  of  this,  and  she  replied,  *  Enough ; 
Prove  bi|t  the  facts,  and  I  resist  not  proof; 
Nor  is  ffiy  heart  so  easy  as  to  loVe 
The  man  hiy  judgment  bids  me  not  approve.'  - 
But  yet  that  heart  a  secret  joy  oonfess'd. 
To  had  no  slander  on  the  yOQth  would  rest ; 


His  waJ^  in  fact,  such  conduct,  that  ■  maid 
Might  think  of  marriage,  and  be  not  afraid ; 
And  she  was  pleased  to  find  a-  spirit  high. 
Free  from  all  fear,  that  sporn'd  hypocrisy. 

*  What  fears  my  sister  V  said  the  partial  &ir. 

For  Lucy  fear'd,— *  Why  tell  me  to  bewaie  ?  . 

No  smooth  deceitful  varnish  can  1  find ; 

His  is  a  spirit  generous,  free,  and  kind ; 

And  all  his  flaws  are  seen,  all  floating  in  his  nilld. 

A  little  boldness  in  his.  speech.    What  (hea  7 

It  is  the  failing  of  these  generaus  men. 

A  little  vanity,  but — 0 1  my  dear. 

They  all  would  show  it,  were  they  all  1 


But  come,  agreed ;  wc  'II  lend  each  other  eyes 
To  see  our  favourites,  when  they  wear  disguise;* 
And  all  those  errors  tha{  will  tlkn  be  shown 
Uninfluenoed  by  the  Workings  of  oqr  own.' 

Thus  lived  the  sisters,  far  from  power  xernqtved. 
And  far  from  need,  both  loving  and  beloved. 
Thus.grew,  as  myrtles  grow ;  I  grieve  at  heart 
That  I  have  pain  and  sorrow  to  impart 
But  so  it  is,  the  sweetest  herbs  that  grow 
In  the  lone  vale,  where  sweetest  waters  flow. 
Ere  drops  the  blossom,  or  appears  the  fruit, 
Feel  the  vile  grub,  and  perish  kt  the  root; 
And  in  a  quick  and  premature  decay. 
Breathe  the  pure  fragrance  of  their  life  awi^, 

A  town  was  near,  in  which  the  buildings  all 

Were  large,  but  one  pre-eminently  tall-^ 

An  hu^  high  house.     Without  there  was  «n  air 

Of  lavish  cost ;  no  littleness  Wa^  tl^ere ; 

But  room  for  servants,  horses,  whiskies,  gigs. 

And  walls  for  pines  and  peaches,  grapes  and  figs ; 

Bright  on  the  sloping  grass  the  sun-beoms  aliOBO, 

And  brought  the  summer  of  all  climates  00. 

Here  wealth  its  prowess  to  the  eye  display'd. 
And  here  advanced  the  seasons,  there  delay'd ; 
Bid  the  due  heat  each  growing  sweet  refine. 
Made  the  sun's  light  with  grosser  fire  combine. 
And  to  the  Tropic  gave  the  vigour  of  the  Line» 

Yet,  in  the  master  of  this  wealth,  behoM 
A  Itght  vsin  coxcomb  taken  fromi  bis  gold, 
Whooe  busy  brain  was  weak,  whose  boasting  hent 

was  cold. 
Oh !  how  he  ttilk'd  to  that  believing  town. 
That  he  would  give  it  riches  and  renown ; 
Cause  a  canal  where  .trea.*(ures  were  to  swim. 
And  they  should  owe  their  opulence  to  him  ! 
In  fact,  of  riches  he  insured  a  crop. 
So  they  would  give  liim  bbt  a  seed  to  drop. 
As  used  the  alchymist  his  boasts  to  make, 
*  I  give  you  millions  for  the  mile  I  take  ;* 
The  mite  they  never  could  again  behold. 
The  millions  all  were  Eldorado  gold. 

By  this  professing  man,  the  country  round 

Wks  search'd  to  see  where  moaey  could  be  fyan^ 

The  thriven  farmer,  whc  had  lived  to  spare. 

Became  an  object  of  especial  care ; 

He  took  th^  frugal  tradesman  by  the  hand. 

And  wish'd  him  joy  of  what  he  might  command; 

And  the  industrious  servant,  who  had  laid* 

His  saving  by,  it  was  his  joy  to  aid ; 
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Lu^  talk,  and  hints  of  some  productive  plan, 
Half  named,  won  all  hm  bearers  to  a  man ; 
Uncertain  projects  drew  tHem  wonderingr  on. 
And  aTarice  listen*d  till  diatrost  was  gone. 

But  when  to  these  dear  girls  he  fonnd  his  way, 
All  eas^,  artless,4hDocent  werd^hey ;. 
When  he  compelPd  his  foolish  wife  to  be 
At  once  so  great,  so  hnmble',  and  so  free ; 
Whom  others  sought,  nor  always  with  socceas ! 
But  they  were  both  her  pride  and  happiness ; 
And  she  esteemM  them,  but  attended  still 
To  the  vile  purpose  of  her  husband^s  will{ 
And  when  she  fiz*d  his  snares  about  their  piind 
Respected  Ihoae  whom  she  essay M  to  blind ;      ,^ 
.  Nay  with  esteem  she  some  cpm  passion  gave 
To  the  fiur  victims  whom  she  would  not  «ave. 

The  Banker's  wealth  and  kindness  were  her  themes, 
His  generous  plans,  his  patriotic  schemes ; 
What  he  bad  done  for  some,  a  favourite  few^ 
What  for  liis  favourites  still  he  meant  to  do ; 
Not  that  he  always  listen'd^— whi^  was  hard— 
To  her,  when  ipeiking  of  her  great  regard 
For  ceritain  friends — *  but  you,  as  I  may  say, 
Are  hiB  own  choice — I  am  not  jealous— nay  V 

Then  came  the  man  himself,  and  came  wiA  speed. 

As  just  from  business  of  im{ft)rtanGe  freed  ; 

Or'  Just  escaping,  teame  wifh  looks  of  (ire. 

As  if  heM  just  attained  his  full  deipre ;    . 

As  if  Prosperity  and  be  for  life 

Were  wed,  and  he  was  showing  off  his  wife ; 

Pleased  tadisplay  his  influence,  and  to  prove.  , 

Himself  the  object  of  her  partial  lovej 

Perhaps  with  this  was  join'd  the  latent  fear. 

The  time  would  come  when  be  would  not  be  dear« 

Jane  laQghM  at  all  their  visits  and  parade. 
And  callM  it  friendship  in  an  bot-houfee  mode; 
A  style  of  friendship  suited  to  his  taste. 
Brought  on,  and  ripenM,  like  his  gfapcs,  in  fiaste ; 
She  saw  the  wanta  that  wealth  in  vain  woold  hide; 
And  all  the  tricks  and  littlenesa  of  pride ;' 
On  all  the  wealth  would  creep  the  vulgar  stain. 
And  grandeur  strove  to  look  itself  in  vain. 

Lacy  peroeived—^but  she  replied,  *  why  heed 
Such  small  defeels? — they're  very  kind  indeed  i" 
And  kind  thev  were,  and  ready  to  produce 
Their  easy  friendship,  ever  fit  fbr  use ; 
Friendship  that  enters  into  all  affairs, 
And  daily  wants,  and  daily  gets,  repairs. 

Hence  at  the  ootta|re  of  the  sisters  stood 
The  Banker's  steed — ^be  was  so  very  good ;     • 
Oft  through  the  roads,  in  weather  fool  or  fair. 
Their  friend's  gay  carriage  bore  the  gentle  pair; 
His  grapes  and  nectarines  woo'd  the  virgins*  hand. 
His  books  and  roses  were  at  their  command ; 
And  costly  flowers, — he  took  up6n  him  shame 
lliat  he  could  purchase  what  he  could  not  name. 

Locy  was  VexM  to  have  such  favours  shown, 
And  they  returning  nothing  of  their  own ; 
Jane  smiled,  and  l^gg'd  hef  sister  to  believe,— 
'  We  give  at  least  as  much  as  vre  receive.* 


Alas !  and  more;  they  gavie  their  ears  and  eyes. 
His  splendour  <)fl.times  tooJE  them 'by  surprise; 
And  if  .in  Jane  appearHi  a  meaning  smik. 
She  eased,  admired,  and  paid  respect  the  while ; 
Woiud  she  had  rested  there!  Deluded  maid. 
She  saw  not  yet  the  fatal  price  she  paid ; 
^aw  not  that  wealth,  though  join'd  with  fbUy,  grew 
la  her  regard ;  ahe  smiled,  but  listen'd  too  l    '  ' 
Nay  would  be  grateful,  she  would  trust  her  all. 
Her  funded  source,— ^to  him  a  matter  small ; 
Taken  for  their  sole  use,  and  ever  at  their  call: 
To  be  improved — he  knew. not  how  indeed. 
But  he  had  roethod»**ahd  they  must  succeed. 

This  was  so  good,  that  Jane,  in  very  pride, 
To  6pare  him  trouble,  for  a  while  denied  ; 
And  Lucy's  prudence,  though  it  was  alarm'd. 
Was  by  .the  splendour  of  the  Banker  charm'd; 
What  was  her  paltry  thousand  pounds  to  him. 
Who  would  expend  five  thousand  on  a  whim  7 
And  then  the  portion  of  his  wife  was  known  ^ 
But  not  that  ahe  reserved  it  for  her  own. 

Lucy  her  lover  trusted  with  the  fact, 

And  frankly  ask'd,  *  if  he  approved  the  act  ?* 

*■  It  proniised  well,'  be  said ;  *  he  could  not  tell 

How  It  might  end,  but  sure  it  promised  well ;   ■ 

He  had  himself  a  trifle  in  the  Bank, 

And  should  be  sore  uneasy  if  it  sank.*  , 

Jane  from  her  Ipver  had  no  wish  to  hide 
Her  deed ;  but  was  withheld  hy  maiden  pride, 
To  talk  so  early — as  if  one  were  dure 
Of  being  his ;  she  could  not  thtit  endure. 
But  when  tlie  sisters  were  apart,  and  when 
They  freely  spoke  of  their  affairs  and  men, ' 
They  thought  with  pleasure  6f  tfa6  sum  improved, 
And  so  presented  to  the  men  they  loved. 

Thtngrs  now  proceeded  in  a  qUiet  train ; 

No  c%,nse  appcar'd  to  murmur  or  complain ; 

The  moneyed  man,  his  ever-smiling  dame, 

And  their  young  darlings,  in  their  carriage  came ; 

Jane's  sprightly  lover  smiled  their  pomp  to  see. 

And  ate  their  grapes  with  gratitude  and  glee. 

But  with  the  freedom  there  was  nothitag  mean, 

Humble,  or  forward,  in  his  freedom  seen ; 

His  was  the  frankness  of  a  mind  that  shows 

It  knows  itself,  nor  fears  for  what  it  knows : 

But  Lucy's  ever  humble  friend  was  awed 

By  the  pro/Uvion  he  could  not  applaud ; 

He  seetn'd  indeed  reluctant  to  partake 

Of  the  collation  that  he  could  not  make ; 

And  this  was  pleasant  in  tlie  maiden's  view, — 

Was  modesty — was  moderation  too ; 

Though  Jane  esteem'd  it  meanness ;  and  she  saw 

Fear  m  that  prudence,  avarice  in  that  awe. 

But  both  the  lovers  now  to  town  are  gone, 
By  business  one  is  qill'd*,  by  doty  one ; 
while  rumour  rises, — whether  false  or  true 
The  ladies  knew  not— it  was  known  to  few— 
But  fear  there  was,  and  on  tlieir  guardian-friencl 
They  for  advice  and  comfort  would  depend 
When  roee  the  day;  meantime  from  Belmont-place 
Came  vile  report,  predicting  quick  disgrace.    - 
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'T  was  told — the  aeiruts,  who  had  met  to  thank 
Their  lord  for  pUciagf  money*  io  his  Book — 
Their  kind  free  master,  who  such  wages  g^ve, 
And  then  increased  wfaateTer  they  could  save-^ 
.  They  who  had  heard  they  shisuld  their  faTings  loee, 
^Vere  weeping,  swearing,  drinking  at  the  news ; 
And  still  the  more  they  drank,  the  more  they  wept. 
And  swore,  and  railM,  and  threatened  till  they  slept 

The  morning  truth  confirmM  the  evening  dread; 
The  Bank  was  broken,  and  the  Banker  fled ; 
But  left  a  promise  that  bis  iHends  should  have, 
To  the  hat  shilling — what  his  fortunes  g^ve. 

The  evil  tidings  xeach'd  (he  sister-pair, 
And  one  Kke  Sorrow  look*d«  aAd  one  Despair; 
They  from  each  other  turn*d  th*  afflicting  look. 
And  loth  and  late  the^jfainful  silence  broke. 

*  The  odious  villain  V  Jane  in  wrath  began ; 
In  pity  Lucy,  *  the  unhappy  man! 

When  time  and  reason  oar  aflUctioa  heal, 
How  will  the  author  of  our  suffsrings  feel  V 

*  And  let  him  feel,  my  sister, — ^let  the  woes 
That  he  creates  be  bane  to  his  repose  ! 
Let  them  be  felt  in  his  expiring  hour, 

When  death  brings  all  its  dread,  and  sin  its  pow«r' : 
Then  let  the  busy  foe  of  mortals  state 
The  pangs  he  caused,  his  own  to  aggravate ! 

Wretch !  when  our  life  was  glad,  our  prospects  gay, 
With  savage  hand  to  sweep  them  all  away  : 
And  he  must  know  it — know  when  he  beguiled 
His  easy  victims — how  the  villain  smiled  I 

Ob !  my  dear  Lnoy,  could  I  see  him  cr^ve 

The  feod  denied,  a  beggar  and  a  slave, 

To  stony  hearts  he  should  with  tears  apply, 

And  Pity*0  self  withhold  the  struggling  sigh  ; 

Or,  if  relenting  weakness  should  extend 

Th*  extorted  scrap  that  justice  would  not  lend. 

Let  it  be  poisoned  by  the  curses  deep 

Of  every  wretch  whom  he  compels  to  weep!* 

*  Nay,  my  sweet  sister,  if  you  thought  such  pain 
Were  his,  your  pity  would  awake  again;  . 

Your  generous  heart  the  wretch*s  grief  would  fed. 
And  you  would  soothe  the  pangs  you  eould  net 
heaL*. 

*  Oh  !  never,  never, — I  would  still  contrive 
To  keep  the  slave  whom  I  abborr'd  alive ; 
His  tortured  mind  with  horrid  fears  to  fill. 
Disturb  bis  reason,  and  misguide  his  will ; . 
Heap  coals  of  fire,  to  lie  like  melted  lead. 
Heavy  and  hot,  on  his  accursed  head ; 

Not  cools  that  mercy  kindles  hearts  to  melt, 
But  he  ehouM  feel  them  hot  as  fires  are  felt ; 
C(»Toding  ever,  and  through  life  the  same. 
Strong  8eIf.confempt  and  ever.burQing  shame ; 
Let  him  so  wretched  feel  that  he  may  fly 
To  desperate  thoughts,  and  be  resolved  to  die— 
And  then  let  death  such  frightful  visions  give. 
That  he  tnay  dread  the  attempt,  and  beg  to  live  !* 

So  spake  th'  indignant  maid,  when  Lucr  sighed. 
And,  waiting  sof&r  timef,  no  more  rephed. 


Barlow  was  then  in  town ;  and  there  he  thoogiit 
Of  bliss  to  come,  and  bargains  to  be  bought; 
And  was  returning  homeward — when  he  foond 
The  Bank  was  broken,  and  his  venture  drown*d. 

<  Ah !  foolish  maid,'  he  cried,  *  and  what  wih  tbpa 
Sav  fer  thy  firiends  and  their  eif>es«es  now  ? 
All  now  is  brought  completely  to  an  end ; 
What  .can  the  spendthrift  now  afford  to  spend? 
Hod  my  advice  been — ^true,  I  gave  consent. 
The  thing  was  purposed;  what  could  I  prevent? 

Who  will  her  idle  taste  for  flowers  supply, — 
Who  send  her  grapes  and  peaches !  let  her  try  ^— 
There's  none  will  give  her,  and  she  cannot  buj. 

.Yet  would  she  not  be  grateful  if  she  knew 
What  to  my  feith  and  generous  love  was  doe  7 
Daily  to  see  the  man  who  took  her  hand. 
When  she  had  not  a  sixpence  ^t  command  ; 
Could  I  be  sure  that  such  a  quiet  mind 
Would  be  fer  ever  grateful,  mild,  and  kind, 
I  might  comply— ^but  how  will  Bloomer  act, 
Whtn  .he  becomes  acquainted  with  the  fact  7 
The  loss  to  him  is  trifling— bat  the  fell 
From  independence,  that  to  her  is  all ;  . 
Now  should  he  marry,  't  will  be  ffhame  to  me ' 
To  hold  myself  from  my  engasferaent  free ; 
And  should  he  not,  it  will  be  double  grace 
To  stand  alone  in  such  a  trying  case.  . 

Gome  then,  my  Lucy,  to  thy  feithful  heart 
And  humble  love  I  will  my  views  impart. 
Will  Bpe  the  grateful  tear  that  soflly  steab 
Down  the  feir  fboe  and  all  thy  joy  reveals; 
And  when  I  say  it  is  a  blow  severe. 
Then  will  I  add — restrain,  my  love,  the  tear. 
And  take  this  heart,  so  feitbflil  and  so  fond. 
Still  bound  to  thine ;  and  fear  not  for  that  bond.' 

He  said ;  and  went,  with  purpose' he  believed 
Of  generous  nature — so  is  man  deceived. 

Lacy  determined  that  her  lorer's  eye 
Should  not  distress  nor  supplication  spy ; 
That  in  her  manner  he  should  nothing  find. 
To  indicate  the  weakneos  of  h^  mind. 
He  saw  no  eye  that  wept,  no  frame  that  shook. 
No  fond  appeal  was  msde  by  word  or  k)ok ; 
Kindness  there  was,  but  join'd  with  seme  resilraint ; 
And  traces  of  the  late  event  were  faint 

He  look'd  for  rrief  deploring,  but  perceives 

No  outward  token  that  she  longer  grieves ; . 

He  had  expected  fer  his  efforts  praise. 

For  he  resolved  the  drooping  mind  to  raise ; 

She  would,  he  judged,  be  humble,  and  afraid 

That  he  might  blame  her  rashness  and  upbraid; 

And  lo !  he  finds  her  in  a  quiet  state, 

Her  spirit  easy  and  her  air  sedate ; 

As  if  her  loss  was  not  a  cause  fer  pain. 

As  if  assured  that  he  would  make  it  gain.— » 

Silent  awhile,  he  told  the  morning  news. 
And  what  he  judged  they  might  expect  to  loee  | 
He  thought  himself,  whatever  some  might  boast, 
Thp  composition  would  be  small  at  most; 
Some  shiibby  matter,  she  would  see  no  mero 
The  tilhe  of  what  she  held  in  hand  befere. 
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ilow  did  her  sitter  feel?  and  did  she  think 
Bloomer  |ra«  Jionest,  and  would  never  shrink  7 
*  But  why  that  smile  7  is  loss  like  yours-so  light 
That  it  can  aught  like  merriment  excite  7 
Well,  be  is  ricln  we  know,  and  can  afford 

?6  please  his  fancy,  and  to  keep  his  word';  ' 
b  him  *t  is  nothing ;  had  he  now,  a  ibar, 
He  must  the  mean^  of  his  sex  a^lpear ; 
Bat  the  true  honour,  as  I  judge  the  case, 
Is,  hoCh  to  feel  the  evil,  and  embrace.' 

Here  Barlow  «topp*d,  a  little  Tex'd  to  see 
No  fear  or  hope,  no  dread  or  e<;stasy : 
Calmly  she  spoke — *  Your  prospects,  sir,  and  mioe 
Are  not  the  sam^, — ^their  onion  I  decline ; 
Could  I  helieve  the  hand  for  which  you  strord 
pad  yet  its  ndue,  did  you  truly  love, 
I  bad  with  thanks  addressed  you,  and  TepUeid, 
Wait  till  your  feelings  and  ipy  own  subside^    . 
Watch  your  afiectiq^  aod«  if  still  they  live, 
What  pride  denies,  my  gratitude  shall  givtf; 
ET*n  then,  in  yielding,  1  had  first  believed 
TtiMt  I  conferr'd  the  nivour,  not  received* 

YoB  I  release — nay,  hear  me— :!  impart 
Joy -to  yoar  soul, — I  judge  not  of  your  heart 
Think'st  thou  a  heing^  to  whom  God  has  Itot 
A  feeling  mind,  will  have  her  bosom  fent 
By  man's  reproaches  ?  Sorrow  will  be  fhine, 
For  aO  thy  pity  prompts  thee  to  resign ! 
Think*st  thou  that  meekness*  self  wo^  condescend 
To  take  theiiusband  when  she  scorns  the  friend  7 
Forgive  the  frankness,  and  rejdoe  ibr  life, 
Tboaart  net  |>iirden*d  with  so  poor  a  wife. 

Go!  awi  he  happ^— teU,  ferihe  applauie . 
Of  hearts  like  thme,^e  parted,  and  the  cause 
Give,  ee  it  pleases.*    With  a  fooUsh  look 
That  a  doll  school-lK^  fixes  on  his  book 
That  he  resigns,  with  mingled  shame  and  joy ; 
So  Barlow  went,  confeuaded  like  the  boy* 

Jane,  while  she  went  to  think  her  sister^s  pain 
Was  thus  increased,  felt  infinite  disdain ; 
Bound  as  she  vras,  and  wedded  by  the  tictf^ 
Of  kive  and  hope,  that  care  and  craft  despise ; 
She  could  but  wonder  that  a  man,  whose  taste 
And  zed  fer  money  had  a  Jew  disgraced, 
Sbonld  love  her  sister;  yet  with  this^surpriae, 
She  felt  a  little  exultation  rise ; 
Hers  was  a  iovfer  who  had  always  held 
Hiis  man  as  base,  by  generous  scorn  impelTd ; 
And  yet,  as  one,  of  whom  fer  Lucy's  sake 
He  would  a  civil  distant  notice  take. 

Lucy,  vrith  saddenM  heart  and  temper  miI4 
Bow'd  to  correction,  like  an  humbled  child, 
Who  feeb  the  parent's  kindness,  and  who  knows 
Such  the  correction  he,  who  loves,  bestows. 

Attending  always,  but  attending  more 
When  sorrow  ask'd  his  presence,  than  before, 
Tender  and  ardent,  with  the  k^nd^t  air 
Came  Bloomer,  fortune's  error  to  repair ; 
Words  sweetly  poothing  spoke  the  happy  youth. 
With  all  the  tender  earnestness  of  truth.  - 
Tliere  was  no  doubt  of  his  intention  n6w-~ 
He  win  his  purpose  with  his  leve  avow  : 
23*  3H 


So  judged  the  maid ;  yet,  waiting,  she  admired 

His  still  delaying  what  he  most  desired ; 

Till,  from  b^r  spirit's  agitation  firee. 

She  might  determine  when  the  day  should  be. 

With  such  fedlity  tha  partial  4nind 

.Can  the  best  motives  Ibr  its  fiivonrites  find. 

Of  this  he  spake  not,  but  he  stay'd  beyond 

His  usual  hour  ; — attentive  still  and  ibnd ; — 

The  ^and  yet  firmer  to  the  hand  he  prest. 

And  the  eye  rested  where  it  loved  to  rest ; 

Then  took  he  certain  freedoms,  yet  so  small 

That  it  was  prudish  so  the  things  to  call ; 

Things  they  Were  notr— *  Describe' — ^that  nuue  eao 

'do, 
They  had  been  nqthiog  had  they  not  been  new ;    , 
It  was  the  manner  and  the  look ;  a  maid, 
Afivid  of  such,  is  fedishl^  afraid ; 
For  what  could  she  explain  7  The  pieieing  eye 
Of  je^us  fear  could  nought  amiss  descry. 

But  some  concern  now  roee ;  the  youth  would  sesk 
Jane  hy  herself,  and  tlyen  would  nothing  speak, 
Befere  not  spoken ;  there  was  still  delay, 
Veisatious,  wearying,  wasting,  day  by  omj^ 

*  He  does  not  surely  trifle  !*  Heaven  forbid ! 
She  now  should  doubly  scorn  him  if  he  did. 

Ah !  more  than  tliis,  unlucky  girl!  is  thine  ;- 

Thou  must  the  fondest  views  of  life  resign ; 

And  in  the  very  time  tesi^  them  too. 

When  they  Were  brightenmg  on  the  eager  view. 

I  will  be  brief; — nor  have  I  heart  to  dwell 

On  crimes  they  almost  share  who  paint  them  we9.. 

There  was  a  moment* a  softness,  and  it  seem'd 
Discretion  slept,  or  so  the  lover  dream'd ; 
And  watching  long  the  now  oonfidinr  mftid, 
He  thoush't  her  guardless,  and  grew  loss  afraid ;. 
Led  to  the  theme  that  he  had  snunn'd  before. 
He  used  a  language  he  must  use  no  more — 
For  if  it  answers,  there  is  no  more  need. 
And  BO  more- trial,  should  it  not  succeed. 

Then  made  he  that  attempt,  in  which  to  feil 
Is  shamefiil,--etill  more  shamefiil  to  prevaiL 

Then  was  there  l^htning  in  that  eye  that  sl^) 
Its  beams  upon  him, — and  his  firenxy  fled ; 
Abject  and  trembling  at  her  feet  he  laid. 
Despised  and  scom'd  by  the  indignant  maid. 
Whose  spirits  in  their  agitation  rose. 
Him,  and  her  own  weak  pity,  to  oppose : 
As  liquid  silver  in  the  tube  mounte  high. 
Then  shakes  and  settles  as  the  storm  goes  by. 

'While  yet  tlie  lover  stay'd,  the  maid  was  strong, . 
But  when  be  fled,  she  droop'd  and  felt  the  wrc 
Felt  tVe  alttrmiug  <chi/l,  th'  enfeebled  breath. 
Closed  (hfi  quick  eye,  and  saqk  in  transient  <* 
So  Lucy  found  ber ;  and  then  first  that  breast 
Knew  anger's  power,  and  own'd  the  stranger  guMtt 

*  And  is  this  love  7  Ungenerous !  Has  he  too 
Been  mean  and  abject  7  Is  no  bcinz  true  7* 
For  Lucy  judged  that,  like  her  pilident  swahi. 
Bloomer  had  talk'd  of  what  a  man  might  gain| 
dhe  did  not  think  a  man*  on  earth  was  /bund, 
A  wounded  bosom,  while  it  bleeds,  to  wou&d*; . 
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Thoaght  not  that  mortal  could  be  «o  unjasC, 
As  to  deprive  affliction  of  its  trust ; 
Thought  not  a  Tovcr  could  the  hope  enjoy. 
That  must  the  peace,  he  should  promote,  destroy ; 
Thought  not,  in  fact,  that  ito  the  worltl  were  those, 
Who,  to  their  tcndercst  friends,  are  worse  than  foes, 
Who  win  thp  heart,  deprive  it  of  its  care, 
Then  plant  remorse  and  desolation  there. 

All  I  cruel  he,  who  can  tliat  heart  deprive 
Of  all  that  keeps  its  energy  alive ; 
Can  see  oonsign'd  to  shame  the  trusting  f&ir,  . 
And  turn  confiding  fondness  to  despair ; 
To  watch  that  time— a  name  is  not  assignM 
For  crime  so  odious,  nor  shall  learning  find. 
Now,  fi'om  that  day  has  Lucy  laid  aside 
Her  proper  cares,  to  be  her  sister's  guide. 
Guard,  and  protector.  ■  At  their  uncl)d*s  fiirm 
They  past  the  period  of  their  first  alarm, 
But  soon  retired,  nor  was  he  grieved  to  leaTn 
'They  made  their  own  afiairs  (heir  own  concern. 

I  knew  not  then  their  worth;  ond>,-had  I  knowOf 
«Could  not  the  kindness  of  a  friend  have  shown; 
-For  men  they  dreaded;  they 'a  dwelling  son^t, 
.Andjthere  the  children  of  the  village  taught; 
'There,  firm  and  patient,  Lucy' still  depends   . 

Upon  her  eObrts,  not  u^ii  her  friends ; 
;She  is  with  persevering  strength  endued. 

And  can  be  cheerful — for  she. will  be  good. 
.Jane  too  will  strive  the  daily  tasks  to  share, 
'That  BO  employment  may  contend  with  care ; 
.Not  power,  but  will,  she  shows,  and  looks  aboujt 
*On  ber  small  people,  wh»  come  in  and  out ; 
.And  'seams  of  wh4t  thej  need,  or  she  caxii  -do,  in 
doubt 

'There  sits  ihe  chubby  crew  on  seaCs  around, 
While  she,  all  ruefiil  at  the  sight  and  sound, 
:  Shrinks  from  the  firee  approaches  of  the  tribe, 
Whom  she  attempts  lamenting  to  describe, 
'With  stains  the  idlers  gathered  in  their  way, 
*The  simple  stains  of  mud,  and  mould,  and  day, 
.And  compound  of  the  atr^ets,  of  what  .we  dare  not 

'With  hair  uncomVd,  grimed  fiice,  and^piteous  look, 
■  Each  heavy  student  takes  the  odious  book, 
.And  on  the  lady  casts  a  glance  of  fear,  *^     .  , 

'Who  draws  the  garment  close  as  he  comes  near; 
•  8he  then  for  Lucy's  mild' forbearance  tries. 
And  firom  her  pupils  turns  her  brilliant  eyes, 
Making  new  efforts,  and  with  some  success, 
'To  pay  attention  while  the  students  guess; 
'Who  to  the  geiitler  mistress  lain  would  glide, 
.  And  dread  their  station  at  the  lady's  side. 

rfiuch  is  their  fate :— rthere  is  a  friendly  few 
Whom  they  receive,  and  there  is  chance  fbr  you ; 
'•Their  sehool,  and  something'  gathePd  from  the 

wreck 
4IDf  that  bad  Bank,  keeps  poverty  in  cheek ; 
.  And  true  respect,  and  high  regard,  are  theirs, 
'The  children's  profit,  and  the, parent's  prayers. 

'With  Lucy  rests  the  one  peculiar  care. 
That  few  mast  see,  and  none  with  her  may  share; 
^ore  dear  than  hope  can  be,  more  sweet  tliaii  ploa- 
•Qres  are. 


For  her  sad  sister  needs  the  oare  of  love 

That  will  direct  hw,  that  will  not  reprsre, 

Bbt  waits  to  warn :  fbr  Jane  will  walk  alone. 

Will  sing  in  low  and  melancholy  tone'; 

Will  read  or  write,  or  to  her  plants  will  nm 

To  shun  her  frienda, — alas !  her  thoughts  to  ahuD. 

It  is  not  love  alone  disturbs  her  rest. 
But  loss  of  all  that  ever  hope  poesess'd ; 
Friends  ever  kind,  life's  lively  pleasures,  eaae. 
When  her  onjoymenti  could  no  longer  please ; 
These  were  her  comforts  then !  she  has  no  moie 
of  these. 

Wrapt  in  such  thoughts,  she  feels  her  mind  astzmy. 
But  knows  't  ia  true,  that  she  has  lost  ber  way ;  . 
For  -Lucy's  smile  will  check  the  sudden  flight. 
And  one  kind,  look  let  in  the  wonted  light    . 

Fits  bf  long  isilenpe  she  endures,  then  talks    ' 
Too  much-^wuth  too  much  ardour,  as  she  walks  ; 
Butatill  the  shrubs  that  she  admires  dispense 
Their'balmy  freshness  to  the  hurried  sense. 
And  she  will  watch  their  progress,  and  attend 
Her  flowering  fkvourites  as  a  guardian  friend  ; 
To  suh  or  shade  she  will  her  sweets  remove. 
And  here,  she  says,  I  may  with  safety  love. 

But  there  are  hotirs  when  on  tliat  bosom  steab 
A  rising  terror, — then  indeed  she  feels ; — 
Feels  how  she  loved  the  pit>mised  good,  and  bow 
She  feels  the  failure  of  the  promise  now. 

That  other  spoiler-did  as  robbers  do, 
Made  poor  our  state,  but  not  disgracefbl  too. 
This  spoiler  shames  me,  and  I  look  within 
To  find  tome  cause  that  drew  him  on  to  sin ; 
He  and  the  wretch  who  coold  thy' worth  fbrnJkm 
Are  the  fork'd  adder  and  the  loathesooio  aDake  ; 
Thy  snake  could  slip  in  villain-fear  away. 
But  had  no  fimg  to  fasten  on  his  prey. 

Oh !  my  dear  Lucy,  I  had  thought  to  live 
With  all  the  comforts  easy  fortunes  give ; 
A  wife  caressing,  and  caress'd, — a  friend. 
Whom  he  would  guide,,  advise,  consult,  defend. 
And, make  his  equal; — then  I  fendly  thought 
Among  superior  creatures  to  be  brought  r 
And  while  with  them,  delighted  to  behold 
No  eye  averted,  and  no  bosom  cold ; — 
Then  at  my  home,  a  mother,  to  embrace 

My- r-Oh  i  my  sister,  it  was  surely  fause ! 

1  might  ferget  the  wrong,  I  cannot  the  disgraee. 

Qh !  when  I  saw  that  triumph  in  his  eyea, 
I.  felt  my  spirits  with  his  tnvn  arise ; ' 
I  call'd  it  jqy,  and  said,  tlie  generous  youth 
Laughs  at  my  loss — no  trial  fbr  his  truth ; 
It  is  a  trifle  be  can  not  lament, 
A  sum  but  equal  to  his  annual  rent ; 
And  yet  that  loss,  the  cause  of  every  ill. 
Has  made  me  poor,  and  hira — ' 

*0!  poorer  still; 
Poorer,  my  Jane,  and  far  below  thee  now : 
The  injnrer  he,  the  injured  sufferer  thon  ; 
And  shall  such  loss  afflict  thee  7* — 

—     'Loeelnot 

With  him  what  fortonfe  csold  in  life  allot  ? 
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Lose  I  not  hope,  H(e*i  oordwl,  and  the  newi 
or  «a  aspiring  spirit  T.— O !  i  low 
Whftte*er  the  happy  feel,  whate'er  Che 
choose. 

Woold  I  oonld  loee  thie  hitter  eeiMe  of  wronf,' 
And  sleep  in  peaoe^bnt  it  will  not  be  long ! 
And  here  is  eomething.  Lacy,  in  my  brain, 
I  know  not  what — ^it  is  a  cure  for  paior;  • 
But  is  n0t  death ! — no  beckoning  hand  I  see, 
No  voice  I  hear-that  coroes  akme  to  me : 
It  «s  not  death,  but  change ;  I  am  not  now 
As  I  was  once, — nor  can  I  tell  you  how ; 
Nor  is  it  madnes8,-!-a8k,  and  von  shall  find 
In  my  replies  the  soundness  of  my  mind : 
Oh !  I  shouM  be  a  trouble  ail  day  kng, 
A  very  torment,  if  my  head  were  wrong/ 

At  times  there  is  upon  her  features  seen,- 
Wbat  moves  suspieion — she  is  too  serene.  ^ 
Such  is  the  motion  of  a  drunken  man» 
Who  steps  sedately,  just  to  show  he  can. 
Absent  at  times  siie  will  her  mother  call. 
And  cry  at  midday,  *  then  good  night  to  all', 

But  moal  she  thinks  there  will  some  good  enaoe 
IVom  something  done,  or  what  s^e  is  to  do; 
Long  wrapt  in  silence,  she  will  then  assume 
An  air  of  business,  and  shake  off  her  gloom  ;• 
Then  cry  exulting,  *  Oh !  it  must  succMd, 
Hiere  are  ten  thousand  readers — all  men  read : 
There  are  my  writings, — ^you  shall  never  spend 
Tour  precious  momenta  to  se  poof  an  end ; 
Our  peasants*  children  may  be  taught  1^  those 
Who  have  no  powers  such  wonders  to  compose ;' 
So  let  me  call  them, — ^what  the  world  allows. 
Surely  a  poet  without  shame  avows ; 
Come,  let  us  count  what  numbers  we  believe 
Will  buy  oiir  work — Ah!  sister,  do  you  grieve? 
You  weep;  thereV  something  I  have  said  amiss, 
And  vexM  my  sister^-What  a  world  is  this ! 
And  how  I  wander ! — Where  has  fancy  run  f 
Is  there  no  peem  7   Have  I  nothing  done  7 
Forgive  me,  Lucy,  I  had  fix*d  my  eye. 
And  so  my  mind,  on  works  that  cannot  die : 
Mdrmion  and  Lara  yonder  in  the  ease, 
And  so  I  put  me  in  the  poet's  place. 

Still,  be  not  frightenM ;  it  is  but  a  dream : 
I  am  not  lost,  ^wilder'd. though  I  seem. 
I  wifl  obey  thee — but  suppress  thy  fear — 
I  am  at  ease, — ^then  why  that  silly  tear  7* 
Jane,  as  these  melancholy  fits  invade 
The  busy  fancy,  seeks  the  deepest  shade ; 
She  walks  in  ceaseless  hurry,  till  her  mind 
Will  short  repose  in  verse  and  music  find : 
Then  her  own  songs  to  some  soft  tune  she  sings. 
And  laughs,  and  calls  them  melancholy  things. 
Not  ftenxy  all :  in  some  her  erring  Muse 
Will  sad,  afflicting,  tender  strains  infuse; 
Sometimes  on  death  she  will  her  lines  compose,  . 
Or  me  her  serious  page  of  solemn  prose ; 
And  still  those  fiivourite  plants  ber*&nQy  please, 
And  give  to  care  and  anguish  rest  and  ease. 


*  Let  me  not  have  this  gloomy  view. 

About  my  room,  around  my  bed ; 
But  morning  roses,  wet  with  dew. 

To  cod  my  burning  btows  instead. 
As  flow'rs  that  once  in,  Eden  grew. 

Let  them  their  firagrant  spirits  shed. 
And  every  dav  the  sweets  renew, 

Till  I,  a  ikding  flower,  am  dead. 

Oh !  let  the  herbs  I  loved  to  rear 

Give  to -my  sense  their  pet  filmed  breath ;  ^ 
Let  them  be  placed  about  my  bier,  , 

And  grace  the  gloomy  house  of  death. 
I  *11  have  my  grave  beneath  an  hill,    . 

Where  only  Luey*s  self  shall  know; 
.  Wheie  runs  the  pure  pellucid  rill 

Upon  its  gravelly  bed  below : 
There  violets  on  the  borders  bloW, 

And  insects  their  soft  light  display. 
Till,  as  the  morning  sun-beams  glow. 

The  odd  phosphoric  fire^  decay. 

That  is  the  graiw  to  Lucy  shown, 
'    The  soil  a  pure  and  silver  sand,        "" 
The  green  cold  moss  above  it  grown, 
'Unpluck*d  of  all  hot  maiden  hand: 
In  virgin  earth,  till  then  untum'd, 

There  let  my  maiden  form  be  laid. 
Nor  let  my  changed  clay  be  spurnM, 

Nor  for  iiew  guest  that  bed  be  made. 

Hiere  will  the  Urk^— the  lamb,  in  sport, 

*  In  air,— on  earth, — aecurdy  pUy, 
And  Lucy  tO'my  grave  resort, 

•  As  innocent,  but  not  so  gay. 

I  will  not  have  the  churchyard  ground, 
With^  bones  all  black  and  ugly  grown, 

To  press  my  shivering  body  round, 
Gfr  Ob  my  wasted  limbs  be  thrown.    ■ 

With  ribs  and  skulls  I  will  not  sleep, 

In  clammy  beds  of  cold  blue  clay. 
Through  which  the  ringed  earth-worms  creeps 

And  on  the  shrouded  bosom  prey ; 
I  will  not  have  the  bell  prodahn 

When  those  0ad  marnage>rites  begin, 
And  boys,  without  regard  or  shame, 

Press  the  vUe  n^oumering  masses  in. 

Say  not,  it  is  beneath  my  care ; 

I  cannot  these  odd  truths  allow; ' 
These  thoughts  may  not  afflict  me  there. 

But,  oh !  they  vex  and  tease  me  now. 
Raise  not  a  turf,  nor  set  a  alone. 

That  man  a.  maiden's  grave  may  traeei, 
.  But  thou,  my  Lucy,  come  alone, 

And  let  afeetion  find  the  place. 

O !  take  me  from  a  world  I  hate,- 

Men  cruel,  selfish,  sensual,  cold ; 
And,  in  some  pure  and  blessed  state. 

Let  me  my  sister  minds  behdd: 
From  gross  and  sordid  views  refined. 

Our  heaven  of  spotless  love  to  shere, 
For  only  generous  souls  designM, 

And  not4i  man  to  meet  us  there.* 
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BOOK  IX. 


THE  PEECEirrOB  RtJSBAXDl 

The  Mominif  Ride— Contvrsation — Character  of 
-  one  whom  they  meet -^  Hit  'emly  Hftftite  md 
Mode  of  Thinking— The  Wife  whom  be  woqld 
chooee — The  one  chosen-^His  AttempU  to  teach 
—-In  History  — In  Botany—The  X^ady^s  Profi- 
xieney — His  Complaint — Her  Defence  and  Tri- 
umpt— The  Trial  ends.    • 


■*  WpoM  paseM  we  noosing  Bear  ihe  woodman's  abe^ 
Wboee  horae  not  only  carried  him  hut  led, 
That  his  grave  rider  might  have  slept  the  time. 
Or  solved  a  problem,  4r. composed  a  rhyme  7  ^ 
A  more  abstracted  man  within  my  view- 
Has  never  come — He  recollected  you.** 

*"  Tes^— he  whs  tfaoagfatfbl^thinks  the  wMe  day 

long, 
Deeply,  and  chiefly  that  he  dnoe  thongbt  wrong ; 
He  thongbt  a  strong  and  kindred  mind  to  Craoe 
In  the  soft  outlines  of  a  trifler*s  face. 

Poor  Finch !  I  knew  him  when  st  school^— <a  boy 

Who  might  be  said  his  labours  to  enjoy ; 

So  young  a  pedant  that  he  always  took 

The  girl  to  dance  who  moat  luimired  her  book ;  . 

And  would  the  butler  and  the  cook  surprise. 

Who  listeoM  to  his  Latin  exercise ; 

The  matron's  self  the  praise  of  Finch  avow'd. 

He  was  so  serious,  and  he  read  so  loud : 

But  yet,  with  all  this  folly  and  conceit, 

The  lines  he  wrote  were  depfSnt  and  neat; 

And  early  promise  in  his  miod  appear'd 

Of  noble  effotts  when  by  reason  plearM. 

And  when  he  spoke  of  wives,  the  boy  would  say, 
Hvs  should  be  skjItM  in  Greek  and  algebra ; 
For  who  would  talk  with  one  to  whom  his  themes. 
And  favourite  studies,  were  Qp  more  than  dreams  ? 
For  this,  though  courteous,  gentle,  and  humane, 
The  boys  contemn'd  and  hated  him  as  vain, 
Stiff  and  pedantic— ** 

**  Did  the  man  enjoy, 
In  after  fife,  the  visions  of  the  boy  7** 

*  At  least  they  fbrm*d  his  wishes,  they  were  yet 
The  iavtwirite  views  on  wliich  his  mind  was  set : 
Ha  quaintly  said,  bow  happy  most  they  prov«. 
Who,  loving,  study— or  who,  studious,  love ; 
Who  feel  their  minds  with  sciences  imbued. 
And  their  warm  hearts  by  beauty's  force  subdued. 

His  widow'd  mother,  who  the  world  had  seen. 
And  better  j«a|e  of  either  sex  had  been, 
Told  him  that  j«8t  sb  their  affairs  were  placed. 
In  some  respects,  he  must  forego  his  taate ; 
That  every  beauty,  both  of  form  and  mind, 
Most  be  bv  him,  if  unendow'd,  resignM ; 
That  wealth  was  wanted  for  their  joint  affairs ; 
His  sisters*  portions,  and  the  HulTsrepairs. 


The  son  assented^-— and  the  Vife  most  brin^ 
Wealth,  learning,  beauty,  ere  he  gave  the  tvagi 
But  as  these  merits,*  wlwn  they  all  unite,. 
Are  not  produced  in  every  spil  and  site ; 
And  when  produced  are  not  the  ceflain  gain 
Of  him  who  would  these  precious  things  cbtaiA; 
Our  patient  student  waited  many  a  year. 
Nor  saw  this  phomiz  in  his  waws  appear.    • 
But  as  views  mended  in  the  jomt  estate. 
He  would  a  something  in  his  points  abate; 
Give  him  but  learning,  beauty,  temper,  sense. 
And  he  would  then  the  happy  state-commeDoa. 
The  mother  sigh'd,  but  she  at  last  Sfraed, 
And  now  the  son  was  likely  to  succeed ; 
Wealth  is  substantial  good  (he  fates  alkit. 
We  know  we  have  it,  or  we  have  it  notr 
But  all  those  graces,  whioh  men  highly  rate. 
Their  minds  Diemselves  imagine  and  create  ;   ' 
And  therefitt^  finch  was  in  a  wa^  lo€nd 
A  good  that  much  depended  on  his  miad 

He  look*d  around,  observing,  tiD  he  sair 
Augusta  Dallas  !  when  he  felt  an  awe 
Of  so  much  Jieauty  and  cQmmandipg  grace. 
That  well  became  the  honounf  of  her  race  .' 

This  lady  never  boasted  of  the  trash 

That  oonnmwce  brii^fs :  she  never  spokB  of  caak,  ' 

The  gentle  blood  that  ran  in  every  vein  ^ 

At  all.  such  notions  blunh'd  in  pore  disdain^^  ' 

Wealth  ono^  relinqnish*d,  there  was  all  beside. 
As  Finch  believed,  that  could  adorn  a  bride ; 
He  could  no(  gaze  upon  the  form  and  air. 
Without  coneluding  all  was  right  and  fair ; 
Her  mild  Bat  dignified  reserve  supprest 
All  free  inqniry<^but  Jiis  mind  could  rest. 
Assured  that  ail  was  weU,  and  in  that  view  was  Meat 

And  now  he  asked,  *  am  I  the  happy  man 
Who  can  deserve  her  7  is  there  one  who  can  ?* 
His  mother  told  him,  he  possess'd  the  land 
That  puts  a  man  in  heart  to  ask  a  hand ; 
AH  who  possess  it  feel  they  bear  about  . 
A  spell  that  pots  a  speedy  end  to  doubt : 
But  Fmch  was  modest—*  Msy  it  then  be  ihoiwiit 
That  she  can  so  be  gained?' — *  She  may  be  seognt  ^ 
*  Can  love  with  land  be  wonf  *  By  Kaad  is  beauty 

bought 
IX)  not,  dear  Charles,  with  indignatioa  glow. 
All  value  that  the  want  of  which  they  know  ; 
Nor  do  I  blame  her ;  none  that  wbrth  denies : 
But  can  my  son  he  sure  of  what  he  buys  7 
Beauty  she  has,  but  with  it  can  you  find 
The  inquiring  spirit,  or  the  studious  mind"? 
,TKis  wilt  thou  need  who  art  to  thinking  prone. 
And  minds  iuipair*d  had  better  think  alone ; 
Then  how  unhappy  will  the  husband  be, 
Whose  sole  associate  spoils  his  company  V 
This  he  would  try ;  but  nil  such  trlab  prove 
Too  mighty  for  a  man  disposed  to  love ; 
He  whom  the  magic  of  a  fitoe  enchains 
But  little  knowledge  of  the  mind  obtams;- 
If  by  his  tend^  heart  the  man  is  led, 
He  finds  how  erring  is  the  soundest  head. 

The  lady  saw  -his  purpose ;  she  could  meat 
The  inan!s  inquiry,  and  his  aim  defeat; 
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She  faftd  a  studied  flattery  in  her  look. 
She  oanld  be  aeeri  retiring  with  a  book ; 
8fae  by  attendin|r  to  bis  speech  teould  proves 
That  phe  for  leartiingf  had  a  fenrent  love ; 
Tet  love  akme  she  modeiitly  declared. 
She  must  be  spared  inquiry,  and  was  spared ; 
Of  her  ^r  studies  she  was  net  so  weak, 
As  in  his  presence,  or.  at  all,  to  speak ; 
But  to  diseoorse  with>ini — ^who,  all  ag^reed, 
'  Has  read  s6  mvch,  wooM  be  absurd  indeed ; 
Ask  what  he  might,  she  was  so  much  a  dunoe 
She  woohl  oonieaB  her  ignoraaoe  at  once. 

Aft  this  the  roaa  belifTed  not,—- doomed  to  grieve 
For  this  belief;  he  this  would  not  beUero: 
No !  he  was  quite  in  raptures  to  discern 
That  love^  and  that  aWdity  to  learn. 

*  Could  she  have  found,*  she  said,  *  a  fHettd,a  guide, 
Like  him,  to  study  had  been  ajl  her  pride ; 

But,  dooin*d  so  kAg  to  frivolous  empk>y, 
How  could  she  tboee  superior  views  enjoy  7 
The  day  might  come — a  happy  day  for  her. 
When  she  might  cheote  the  wayt  she  would  pre- 
Kr* 

Tfapn  too  he  leam*d;  in  accidental  way. 
How  moch  she  grieved  to  lose  the  given  day  * 
In  dissipation  wUd,  ip  yisitatioki  gay. 
Happy,  most  happy,  must  the  woman  prove 
Wha  proudly  looks  on  him  she  vows  to. love ; 
"Who  can  her  humble  acquisitions  state. 
That  he  ^nll  praise,  at  least  will  tolerate. 

Still  the  cool  mother  sundry  doubts  expressM,-- 

*  How !  is  Augusta  graver  than  the  rest  7 
There  are  three  others :  they  are  not  inclined    . 
To  feed  with  precious  food  the  empty  mind : 
Whence  this  strong  relish  7*  *  It  is  verj  strong,* 
Replied  the  son,  *  aud  has  poesess'd  her  long. 
Increased  indeed,  I  may  presume,  by  vieiv%*- 
We  may  suppose    ah !  may  she  not  refuser 

■  Fear  not  !^I  see  the  question  must  be  tried, 
Nay,  is  determined— Jet  us  to  your  bride.* 

Iliey  soon  were  wedded,  and  the  nymph  appeared 
By  in  her  promised  excellence  endear*d : 
acr  words  were  kind,  were  cautious,  and  were  few. 
And  she  was  proud--orwhat  her  husbai^d  knew. 

Weeks  pess*d  away,  some  five  or  six,  before, 
Bless'd  m  the  present.  Finch  could  think  of  more : 
A  month  was  next  upon  a  journey  'spent. 
When  to  the  Lakes  (he  fond  companions  went; 
.  Then  the  gay  town  received  them,  and,  at  last. 
Home  to  their  mansion,  mto  and  wife,  they  pas8*d. 

And  now  in  quiet  way  they  came  to  liVe 
.  On  what  their  fortune,  love,  and  hopes  would  give : 
The  honeyed  moon  had  nought  but  silver  rays,    - 
And  ihone  benignly  on  their  early  days;    - 
The  second  moon  a  light  less  vivid  shed. 
And  now  the  silver  rays  were  tinged  with  lead. 
They  now  began  to  look  beyond  the  Hall, 
And  think  what  irlends  would  make  a  moming. 

0aU; 
Tbdr  fencner  appetites  retum*d,  and  now 
Both  eould  their  wishes  and  their  tastes  avow; 


*T  was  now  no  longer  *  just  what  you  approve,* 
But**  let  the  wild  fowl  be  to-day,  a\y  k)ve.* 
In  faet  the  senses,  drawn  asidfe  by  tbroe 
Of  a  strong  passion,  sought  their  usual  course. 

Now  to  her  music  wouM  the  wife  repair,    * 
To  which  he  listen*d  once  with  eager  air ; 
When  there  Was  so  much  harmony  within. 
That  any  m4e  was  sure  its  way  to  win ; 
But  now  the  sweet  melodious  tones  were  sent 
From  t^  struck  chordsi  and  jione  carqd  where  they 

went. 

Full  well  we  know  that  mtoy  a  favourite  air, 
That  charms  a  party,  fails  to  charm  a  pair ; 
And  as  Augusta  play'd  she  look*d  around. 
To  see  if  one  was  dying  at  the  90und : 
But  all  wer6  gone — a  husband,  wrapt  in  gloom, 
Sta]k*d  careless,  listless,  up  and  down  tlie  room. 

An^  now  *t  is  time  to  fill  th^t  ductile  mind 
With  knowledge,  flrom  his  stores  of  various  kind: 
His  mother,  in  a  peevish'  mood,  had  ask*d, 

*  Does  your  Augusta  profit  7  is  she  task*d  V 

'  Madam  V  he  cried,  offended  with  her  looks, 

*  There 's  time  fer  all  things,  and  not  all  for  books  * 
Just  on  one*s  marriage  to  sit  down,  and  prate 

On  points  of  learning,  is  a  thing  I  hate—* 

*  *T  is  right,  my  son,  and  it  appears  to  m'e 
If  deep  Jour  hatitMi,  you  orast  well  agree.* 

Finch  was  teo  vagty  fer  a  man  so  wise,    • 

And  said,  *  Insinuation  I  despise^! 

Nor  db  r  wish  to  have  a  mind  so  fbll 

Of  lekrned  trash — it  makes  a  woman  dull: 

Let  it  suffice,  that  f  in  her  discern 

An  aptitude,  and  a  desire  to  leam^ — * 

The  matron  smiled,  but  she  observed -a  finowm. 
On  her  son*s  brow,  and  calmbr  sat  her  down ; 
Leaving  the  truth  to  Time,  who  solves  our  4pQbt, 
By  bringing  his  all-glorious  daughter  out-^ 
Truth !  for  whose  beauty  all  their  love  profess,' 
And  yet  how  many  think  it  ugliness  1 

*  Augusta,  love,*  said  Finch,  *  while  you  engage 
In  that  embroidery,  let  me  ri^ad  a  page ; 
Suppose  it  Hume*s ;  indeed  he  takea  a  side, 
But  still  an-  author  need  not  be  our  guide; 
And  as  he  writes  with  elegance  and  ease, 

Do  now  attend — ^he  will  be  sure  to  please. 
Here  at  the  Revolution  we  commence^ — 
We  date,  you  know,  our  liberties  from  henoe.* 

*  Yes,  sure,*  Augusta  answer'd  with  a  smile, 

*  Our  teacher  always  talk*d  about  his  style ; 
When  we  about  the  Revolution  read. 

And  how  the  martyrs  to  the  flames  wcse  led ; 
The  good  old  bishops;,  I  forget  their  names, 
But  they  were  &11  committed  to  the  flamCs  ;' 
Maidens  and  widows,  tmchelors.and  wives,— 
The  very  babes  and  sucklings  loet  their  lives. 
I  read  it  all  in  Guthrie  at  the  school,-^ 
What  now  ! — I  know  you  took  me  for  a  fbd; 
There  were  five  bishops  taken  from  the  stall, 
And  twenty  widows,  I  remember  all; 
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And  by  this  token,  that  our  teacher  tried 
To  cry  for  pity,  till  she  how)*d  and  cried* 

Tilie,  true,  my  lore,  but  yon  mistake  the  thin|r, — 
The  Revolution  that  made  William  king 
Is  what  I  mean ;  the  Refonpation  you,   . 
In  Edward  and  Elizabeth.*---*  *T  is  true  : 
But  the  nice  reading  is  the  love  between 
The  brave  lord  Essex  and  the  cruel  queen  ; 
And  how  he  sent  the  ring  to  save  his  head. 
Which  tin  &lse  Udy  kept  till  he  was  dead. 

This  is  aU  true  t  now  read,  and  I  *ll  attend :  - 

But  was  not  she  a  roost  i^eceitful  friend  ? 

It  was  a  monstrous,  vilo,  and  treacherous  tiling; 

To  shpw  no  gity,  and  to  kejsp  the  ring ; 

But  the  queen  shook  her  in  her  dying  bed. 

And  *  Cod  forgive  you !'  was  the  word  she  nid ; 

*Not  I  for  certain  :* Come,  I  will  attend. 

So  read  the  Revolutions  to  an  end.' 

Finch,  with  a  timid,  stxange,  inquiring  look, 
Softly  and  slowly  laid  aside  the  book 

With  sigh  inaudible *  Come,  never  heed,* 

Said  he,  recovering,  *  now  I  cannot  read.* 

They  wa]k*d  at  leliure  through  their  wood  and 

groves* 
In  fidds  and  lanes,  and  talk*d  of  plants  and  lovctf, 
And  loves  of  plants.— Said  Finch,  *  Augosta,  dear. 
You  said  yon  loved  to  leafn, — ^were  you  sincere  7 
Do  you  remember  that  you  told  me  once 
H6w  much  you  grieved,  and  said  you  were  a  dimoe? 
That  is,  you  wanted  information.    Say 
What  would  yon  learn  ?  I  will  direct  your  way.' 

*  Goodness  !*  said  she,  *  what  n^anings  you  diacan 
In  a  ftw  words !  I  said  I  wisb*d  to  Cam, 

And  so  I  think  I  did ;  and  you  replied, 
The  wish  was  good :  what  would  you  now  beside  7 
Did  not  you  say  it  sliow'd  an  ardent  mind ; 
And  pray  what  more  do  yon  expect  to  find  7' 

*  My  dear  Augusta,  could  yon  wish  indeed 
For  any  Imowledge*,  and  liot  then  ptooeed  7 
That  is  not  wishing—** 

*  Mercy!  how  yon  teaee ! 
You  knew  I  said  it  with  a  view  to  please ; 
A  compliment  to  you,  and  quite  enough,—  ' 
You  would  not  kill  me  with  that  putuiiig  stntf ! 
Sure  I  might  say  I  wish'd ;  but  thdl  is  still 
Far  from  a  promise ;  it  is  not, — *  I  irilL* 

« But  come,  to  show  yon  thit  I  will  not  hide 
My  proper  talents,  you  shall  be  my  guide ; 
^And  lady  Bootbby,  when  we  meet,  shall  cry. 
She  *s  quite  as  good  a  botanist  as  I.* 

*  Right,  my  Augusta  ;*  and,  in  mtnner  grave. 
Finch  his  first  feoture  on  the  science  gave ; 
An  introduolion, — and  he  said,  *  My  osar. 
Your  thought  was  happy, — let  us  persevere ; 
And  let  no  trifling  cause  our  work  retard, — * 
Agreed  the  lady,  but  she  fear*d  it  hard. 

Now  o'er  the  grounds  they  rambled  many  a  ntile ; 
He  show*d  the  flowers,  the  stamina,  the  style, 


Calls  and  corol,  pericarp  and  fruit, 

And  all  the  plant  produces,  branch  and  root; 

Of  thew  he. treated,  every  varying  shapes 

Till  poor  Augusta  panted^  to  escape : 

He  show'd  nSo  various  foliage  plants  ptoduoea 

Lunate  and  lyrate,  runcinate,  retnse ; 

Long  were  the  learned  words»  and  urged  with  fttoe^ 

Pandoriform,  pinnatifid,  preraorae. 

Latent,  and  patent,  papulous,  and  plane, — 

*  Oh !'  said  the  pupil,  *  it  will  turn  my  brain.* 

*  Fear  not,*,  he  answer*d,  and  anin,  intent 
To  fill  that  mind,  o'er  class  and  order'went ; 
And  stopping,  *  Now,*  said  he, '  my  love,  attend.' 

*  I  do,'  said  she,  *  but  when  will  be  ail  end  7' 
When  we  have  made  some  progress, — now  begins 

Which  is  the  stigma,  show  nie  with  the  pin : 
Come,  I  have  toM  you,  dearest,  let  me  see, 
Timei  very  many,— tell  it  now  to  me.' 

Stigma !  I  know,— >the  things  with  yellow  beadi^ 
Tliat  shed  the  dui^  and  grow  upon  the  threads ; 
You 'call  them  wives  and  husbands,  but  you  know 
That  is  a  joke — ^here,  look,  and  I  will  show 
All' I  remember.'— Dolefhl  was  the  look 
Of  the  preceptor,  when  he  shot  Ms  book, 
(The  system  brought  to  aid  t^em  in  their  view^ 
And  now  with  sighs  retuTn'd — *  It  will  not'da' 

A  handsome  face  first  led  him  to  wioppOK^ 
There  must  be  talent  with  such  looks  as  those  ; 
The  want  of  talent  taught  him  now  to  find 
The  fiuse  less  handsome  with  so  poor  a  mind; 
And  half  the  beauty  faded,  when  he  found 
His  cherish'd  hopes  were  fidlinn^  to  the  ground. 

Finch  lost  his  .spirit ;  but  e'en  then  he  sought 
For  fancied  powers :  she  might  in.  time  be  taught. 
Sure  there  was  nothing  in  that  mind  to  fear ; 
The  favourite  study  did  not  yet  appear^ — 

Once  he  express'd  a  doubt  if  she  could  loclk 
For  five  succeeding  minutes  on  a  book  ; 
When,  with  awaken'd  spirit,  she  replied. 
He  was  mistaken,  and  she' would  be  tried.* 

With  th^  delighted,  Jie  new.  hones  ezpress'd, — 

*  How  do  I  know  7— She  may  abide  the  test  7 
Men  I  have  known,  and  &mou8  in  their  day. 
Who  were  by  chance  directed  in  their  way  : 
I  have  been  hasty. — Well,  Augusta,  well. 
What  is  your  ftvourtte  reading  ?  prithee  teU ; 
Our  difierent  tastes  may  different  books  require,** 
Yours  I  may  not  peruse,  and  yet  admire : 

Do  then  explain* — *  Good  Heaven  !*  said  she,  in 

haste, 
( How  do  I  hate  these  lectures  upon  taste !' 

*  I  lecture  not,  my  love ;  but  do  declare,— 
You  read  you  say-— what  your  attainments  are.* 
'  Oh !  you  believe,'  said  she,  *  that  other  things 
Are  read  as  well  as  histories  of  ki^gs, 

And  loves  of  plants,  with  all  that  simple  stuff 
About  their  sez,^  of  which  I  know  enough. 
Weii,  if  I  must,  1  wiH  my  studies  name. 
Blame  if  you  please — I  know  you  love  to  UanM. 
When  all  our  childish  books  were  set  apiurt. 
The  first  I  read  was  *  Wanderings  of  the  heart  :* 
It  was  a  story,  where  was  done  a  deed 
So  dreadiii]^  that  akme  I  fetr'd  to  n^ 


TALES  OP  THE  HALL. 


263 


The  next  wm  *  The  Confesskuis  of  a  Noiit—- * 
T  was  qoiU  a  ahame  such  evil  should  be  done ; 
Ntfn  oP-no  matter  for  the  creature'a  name, 
For  thcro  are  girls  no  nuno^y  can  tame : 
Tlieo  was  the  stor^  of  the  Haunted  Hall, 
Where  the  hiiM  picture  nodded  from  tha  wall 
When  the  old  lord  l^okM  up  with  trembling  dread. 
And  I  grew  ]iak,  and  shudderM  as  I  read : 
Then  came  the  tales  of  Winters,  Summers,  Springs, 
At  Bath  and>BrJghton, — they  were  pretty  things  \ , 
No  ghosts  nor  spectres  there  were  heard  or  seen, 
Bot  all  was  love  and  flight  to  Gretna-giieeB.  .. 
Pertiapi  your  mater  laming  may  despise 
What  others  Uke,  and  there  your  wisdom  Ilea,-— 
Well !  do  not  frown,-<-I  read  the  tender  taks 
Of  lonely  oots,  retreats  in  silent  rales 
For  naids  fiNrsaken,  and  suspected  wives. 
Against  whose  peace  some  foe  his  plot  contrives ; 
Wnb  all  the  iiidden  schemes  that  itone  can  cleajr 
TUl  the  last  book,  and  then  the  ghosto  appear.      . 

I  read  all  plays  that  on  the  boards  succeed, 
I  And  ail  tho  works,  that  ladies  ever  read, — 
Shakspoare,  and  ajl  the  rest,— rl  did,  indeed,-^ 
At  !  you  may  stare ;  but,  sir,  believe  it  true 
That  ^e  can  read  and  leam,  as  well  as  you. 

I  would  not  boa8t,-^but  I  coold  act  a  scetoe  - 
In  any  play,  before  I  was  fiAcen. 

Nor  is  this  all ;  for  many  are  the  times 

I  read  itx  P^pe  and  Milton,  prose  and  rhymes ; 

They  were  our  lessons,,  and,  at  ten  ^ears  old, 

1  could  repeat ^but  new  enough  is  told. 

Sir,  I  can  tell  you  I  my  mind  applied  ^ 
To  all  my  studies,  and  was  not  dienied' 
Fraiie  for  my  progress        are  you  satisfied  ?* 


*  Eotirelyi  madam !  else  were  I  poeses^d 
Bv  a  strong  spirit  who  could  never  rest. 
Yes !  yes,  no  more  I  question, — here  I  close 
Tbe  theme  fiir  ever— let  us  to  repose.*  ** 
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8av«  their  kind  friend  the  rector,  Richard  yet 
Had  not  a  &vourite  of  his  brother  met ; 
Now  at  the  Hall  that  welcome  guest  appeared. 
By  trust,  by  trials,  and  by  time  endear*d ; 
Of  him  the  grateful  squire  his  love  profess'd. 
And  full  regard — he  was  of  friends  the  best ; 
**  Ycft  not  to  him  alone  this  good  I  owe^ 
This  social  pleasure  that  our  friends  bestow ; 
The  sex,  that  wrought  in  earlier  li/e  my  woes, 
With  loss  of  tim^  who  murder*d  my  repose,^ 


They  to  my  joys  administer,  nor  vex 
Me  more ;  and  now  I  venerate  the  sex ; 
And  boast  the  fi'iendship  of  a  spinster  kind. 
Cheerful  and  pleasant,  to  her  fiite  resigQ*d : 
Then  bv  her  side  my  bachelor  I  place. 
And  hold  them  honours  to  the  human  race. 
Yet  these  are  they  in  tale  and  song  'dispfay'd. 
The  peevish  man,  and  the  repining  maid ; 
Creatures  made  up  of  misery  and  spite. 
Who  taste  no  {Measures,  except  those  they  blight ; 
From  whomthVafirigfatenM  niece  and  nephew  fiy«— 
f  ear*d  while  they  live^  and  useless  till  they  die. 

Not  such  these  friends  of  mine ;  they  never  meant 
That  yoath  should  so  be  Ipst,  or  life  be  spent. 
They  had  warm  passionsi  tender  hopesi  desires 
Tliat  youth  indtriges,  and  that  love  inspires ; 
But  fortune  frown*d  on  their  designs,  displaced 
The  views  of  hope,  and  love*s  gay  dreams  dl».  ' 

graced; 
Took  fram  the  soul  her  sunny  tiewtf,  and  spread 
A  cloud  of  dark  but  varying  gloom  instead : 
And  shall  we  these  with  ridicule  pursue. 
Because  they  did  not  what  they  could  not  do  7 
If  they  their  kit  preferr*d,  still  why  the  jest 
On  those  who  took  tl^  way  they  judged  the  best? 
But  tf  they  sought  a  change,  and  sought  in  vain, 
'T  is  worse  than  brutal  to  deride  their  pain— » 
But  you  will  see  thein ;  see  the  man  I  praise. 
The  kind  protector  in  my  troubled  days, 
Himself  in  tioublcr';  you  shall  see  him  now. 
And  leam  his  worth !  and  my  apjdause  a|bw.** 

This  friend  Appeared,  with  talents  formM  to  pleaaet 
And  with  some  looks  of  sprightlineas  and  ease ; 
To  him  indeed  the  ills  of  life  were  known, 
But  misery  had  not  made  faim  all  her  own. 

They  spoke  on  various  themes,  aiid  George  design'd 
To  show  his  brother  this,  the  favourite  mind ; 
To  lead  the  friend,  by  subjects  he  could  choose. 
To  paint  himself  his  life,  and  earlier  views. 
What,  he  was  blessM  to  hope,  what  he  was  doom*d 
to  lose. 

They  spoke  of  marriage,  and  he  understood 

Their  call  on  him,  and  said,  **  It  is  not  good 

To  be  alone,  although  alone  to  be 

Is  freedom ;  so  are  men  in  deserts  free. 

Men  who  unyoked  and  unattended  groan, 

Condemn'd  and  grieved  to  walk  their  vray  akoe : 

Whatever  ills  a  married  pair  betide. 

Each  feels  a  stay,  a  comfort,  or  a  guide ; 

*  Not  always  comfort,*  will  our  wits  reply^ — 

Wits  are  not  judges,  nor  the  cause 'shall  try. 

Have  r  not  seen,  when  grief  hi^  vidts^aid, 
That  they  were  easier  by  communion  made  ? 
True,  with  the  quiet  times  and  days  serene. 
There  have  been  flyin?  clouds  of  care  and  sfdeeli ». 
But  is  not  man,  the  solitary,  sick 
Of  his  existence,  sad  and  splenetic  ^ 
And  who  will  help  him,  when  such  evila  come. 
To  bear  the  pressure  or  to  clear  tbe  gloom  7 

Da  you  not  find,  that  joy  within  the  breast 
Qf  the  unwedded  man  id  soon  suppressed ; 
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While,  to  the  boflom  of  a  wife  convej*d, 

Increase  19  by  participation  made  ? 

The  lighted  lamp  that  giie»  another  light, 

Say  I  ia  it  by  th*  imparted  blaze  less  bHght  f 

Are  not  both  gainers  when  the  heart*^B  diatren 

Is  M)  divided,  that  the  pain  is  less  ? 

And  when  the  tear  has  stood  in  either  ejre, 

Love*9  sun  shines  out,  and  they  -are  quickly  dfy.** 

He  ended  here,-<-bat  would  he  not  oonfess, 
H0W  came  theee  feelings  on  his  mind  to  press  ? 
He  would !  nor  /ear'd  Ms  weakness  to  display 
To  men  like  them ;  their  weakness  too  iiad  they. 

Bright  fthone  the  fire,  wine  sparkled,  sordid  care 
Was  banish*d  far,  at  least  appeared  not  there; 
A  kind  and  social  sphit  each  possess*;!. 
And  thus  began  his  tale  the  firiendly  guest 


**  Near  to  my  Other's  mansioii,->but  ap^ 
I  must  acknowledge,  from  my  fatherHi  hearts- 
Dwelt  a  keen  sportsman,  in  a  pleasant  seat ; 
Nor  met  the  neighbours  as  should  neighbounmeet; 
To  them  revenge  appear'd  a  kind  of  right, 
A  lawful  pleasure,  an  avowM  delight ; 
Their  tieighbohrs  too  blew  up  their  passion^s  fire, 
And  urg^  the  ang;er  of  each  rival-squire ;  - 
More  soil  their  waspish  tempers  to  inflame^ 
A  party-spirit,  friend  of  ai^r,  came ; 
Oft  would  my  father  cry^  *  that  tory-knave. 
That  viUain-plaoeman,  would  the  land  enstave.* 
Not  that  his  neighbour  had  indeed  a  place. 
But  would  accept  one — ^tbat  was  his  disgrace ; 
Who,  in  his  turn,  waa  sure  my  fiither  plannM 
To  sevolutioniae  his  native  land. 
He  dared  the  most  destmetive  things  advance. 
And  even  pray'd  (or  liberty  to  France ; 
Qad  still  good  hope  that  Heaven  would  grant  his* 

prayer^ 
That  he  might  see  a  revolution  there. 
At  this  the  tory-squire  was  much  perplexed,  • 
*  Freedom  in  France  !-^what  wtfl  he  utter  outt  t 
Sooner  should  I  in  Paris  look  to  see 
An  English  army  sent  their  guard  to  be.^ 

My  poor  mamma,  who  had  her  mind  subdved 
By  whig-control,  and  hated  every  feud. 
Would  have  her  neighbour  met  wHh  mind  aerme  f 
But  fiercer  spirit  fiiid  the  tory^ueen : 
My  parents  both  had  given  her  high  disgust, 
Which  she  resenting  said.  Revenge  is  just; 
And  till  th.*  offending  parties  chose  to  stoops 
She  judged  it  right  to  keep  resentment  up; 
Could  she  in  friendship  with  a  woman  live     , 
Who  could  the  insult  of  a  man  forgive  7 
Did  not  her^sband  in  a  crowded  room 
Onoe  call  her  idiot,  axid  the  thing  was  dumb  7 
'The  man*s  attack  yvM  brutal  to  be  sure, 
But  she  no  less  an  idiot  to  endure. 

'This  loft^  dame,  with  unrelenting  soul, 
Had  a  fair  girl  to  govern  and  control ; 
'The  dear  Maria ! — whom,  when  first  I  met,— 
.  Shame  on  thia  weakojcss !  do  I  feel  it  yet  7 

'  The  parentis  anger,  you  will  oft-times  see, 
iPkvpares  the  children''s  minds  for  amity ; 


Youth  win  not  enter  into  such  .debate, 
*T  is  not  in  Ihem  to  cherish  groundless  hate 
Nor  can  they  feel  men V  quarrels  or  their 
Of  whig  or  tory,  partridges  or  hares. 

Long  ere  we  loved,  this  gentle  girl  and  I 
Gave  to  our  parents'  discord  many  a  sigh ;  ' 
It  was  not  ours, — ai^d  when  the  meisting  earner 
It  pleased  us  much  to  find  our  thoughts  the 
But  grief  and  trouble  in  our  minds  aroae 
prom  the  fierce  spirits  we  could  not  oorapeee ; 
And  much  it  ^x*d  us  that  the  friends  so  dear 
To  us  should  (bes  among  themselves  appear. 

Such  was  this  maid,  the  an^  of  her  race. 

Whom  I  hiid  loved  in  any  time  and  |dace, 

But  in  a  time  and  place  which  chance  assign'd ; 

When  it  was  almost  treason  to  be  kind  < 

If^ben  we  had  vaat  impediments  in  view, 

Then  wonder  pot  that  love  ifi  terror  greW 

With  double  speed — ^we  look*d,  and  strove  to  find 

A  kindred  spirit  in  the  hostile  mind ; 

But  is  it  hostile !  there  appears  no  sign 

In  those  dear  looks  of  warfare — ^none  have  mine. 

At  l^gth  I  whisper'd— 'Would  that  war  mifiit 


Between  our  houses,  end  that  all  was  pence  (' 
A  sweet  confusion  on  her  features  rose, 

*  She  oould  not  bear  to  thuik  of  havih^  fees. 
When  we  might.all  aa  friends  and  neighboors  five^ 
And  for  that  blessing,  O !  what  would  she  give  V — 

*  Then  let  us  try  and  our  endeavours  hleod,' 
I  said,  *  to  bring  these  quarrels  to  an  end ; 

Thus,  with  one  purpoee  in  our  hearts,  we  stroveii     « 
And,  if  ao  more,  increased  our  secret  love  t 
Love  that  with  such  impediments  in  view 
To  meet  the  growing  danger  stronger  grew ; 
And  fit>m  that  time  each  heart,  resolved  and  soi^ 
Grew  firm  in  hope,  and  patient  to  endure. 


To  those  wha  know  this  season  of  delight 
I  need-  not  strive  their  feelingk  to  excite ; 
To  thoee  who  know  not  the  detight  or  pain, 
The  best  description  would  be  lent  in  vain : 
And  to  the  grieving,  who  will  no  more  find 
The  bower  of  bliss,  to  paint  it  were  unkind; 
I  pass  it  by,  to  tell>  that  long  we  tried 
To  bring  our  fathers  otet  to  our  side; 
'T  was  bootless  on  their  wives  our  skill  to  tzy* 
For  one  would  not,  and  one  in  vain  comply. 

l^st  I  began  my  fkther*s  heart  to  move, 
By  boldly  saying, » We  are  bom  to  love ;! 
My  father  answef*d,  with  an  air  of  ease» 
*  Well  I  very  well !  be  loving  if  you  please ! 
Except  a  man  insults  us  or  offends. 
In  my  opinion  we  should  all  be  fi>iends.* 

Thi^'gain'd  me  nothing ;  little  would  accrue 
F>om  clearing  points  so  useless  though  so  true ; 
But  with  some  pains  I  brought' him  to  oonftsa,  ~ 
That  to  forgive  our  wrongs  is  to  redress : 

'  It  might  be  so,'  he  answer'd,  yet  with  doubt 
That  it  might  not^*  but  what  is  this  about  V 
I  dared  not  speak  directly^  but  I  strove 
To  keep  my  subjects,  himnony  and  love. 
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OoftQj  my^  father  lookV),  afi<f  mach  enjoyM 
The  brpken  eloquence  faift  eye  destroy'd ; 
Yet  less  oonfuaed,  and  more  resohed  aC  last, 
With  bolder  effort  tQ  my  point -I  pa«t ; 
And  fondly  speaking  of  my  peerless  maid, 
I  caIN  her  worth  and  beauty  to  my  aid, 
^Tben  m^ke  her  mine !'  I  said,  ahd  for  his  fhTOur 
pray'd 

My  father's  look  wa  one  I  seldom  saw. 
It  ghtB  no  pleasure,  nor  created  awe ; 
It  was  the  kind  of  cool  contemptnom  smile 
Of  witty  perponi^  overcharged  with  hile ; 
Atfnt  bespoke  pot,  nor  at  laM  to  i 


'Well  now,  and  what  if  subh  a  thin|f  oonki  be?  * 
What  if  the  boy  should  his  addresses  pay 
To  the  tall^irl,  would  that  old  tory  s^  7 
I  fasFe  no  hatred  to  the  dog,— but,  still. 
It  w»  some  pteasure  wheftl  used  him  ill ; 
Thii  I  BHBt  kise  if  we  should  brethren  be, 
Tetmay  be  not,  fbi^ brethren  disagree ; 
Tlie  finl  is  right,-*4here  ift  no  bar  in  life - 
gainst  thfeir  raarriage,--let  her  be  his  wife. 
WeD,  sir,  you  hear  me  !* — Never  man.  caimp]ied« 
And  fefta  beggar  BO  disaatisiied ; 
llioagh  all  was  granted,  yet  was  grace  leffaaed: 
I  ftlt  as  one  indolged,  and  yet  abiued, 
Andyei,althoagb  ptovokad,  I  wu  liot  vnamnaed. 

hi  a  reply  like  this  appearM  to  meet . 

Allthdt  encourage  hope,  and  that  defeat ; 

GoQieat,  though  oool,  had  been  finr  me  enoogh, 

Bat  thb  consent  had  son^ething  of  reproof) 

I  had  prepared  mj.  answer  to  his  rage. 

With  his  contempt  I  thought  not  te  Engage : 

I,  Kke  a  hero,  woald  my  castle  storm, 

•And  meet  the  giant  in  his  proper  form ; 

Tten,  conquering  him,  would  set  my  prinoeas  free, 

Tlui  would  a  trial  and  a  triumph  be : 

When  lo !  a  sneering  menial  brings  the  key^ 

^  cries  in  seorn,  VGome,  enter,  if  you  please ; 

loam  find  the  lady  sitting  on  h^  bed, 

And  His  expected  that  yoa  woo  and  wed.* 

Tel  not  so  easy  was  my  con^iuesf  fbund ; 
Inst  with  trouble  ere  with  triumph  drown'd* 
I    TVioiaph,  alas !— My  father  little  thought, 
Aking at  home,  how  other  mindA  are  wi#ght ; 
|nK»  his  meek  neighbour  was  a  gentle  squire, 
^  hfcd  a  soul  averse  from  wrath  and  ire ; 
He  aaswer'd  fVankl^y,  when  to  him  I  went,  • 
*J  give  you  little*  sir,  in  my  consent :' 
He  and  my  mother  were  to  us  inclined,    • 
«•  powerless  party  with  the  fieacefui  mind ; 
wt  that  meek  man  was  destined  to  obey    r 
A  wvereign  lady*8  unremitted  sway ; 
Who  bore  no  partial,  no  divided  rule, 
^  were  obedient  pupils  in  her  'school 
*«  had  religious  zeal,  both  strong  and  sour, 
*Mt  g^Te  an  active  stemness  to  her  power; 
fist  few  could  please  her,  she  herself  was  one 
g;  whoqi  that  deed  was  very  seldom  done ; 
With  such  a  being,  so  disposed  lo  feed 
Gtmtempt  and  scorn — h<»w  was  I  to  succeed  ? 
Bot  love  commanded,  and  I  made  my  prayer 
f 0  the  stem  lady,  with  an  humble  air : " 
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Said  all  that  lovers  h6pe,  all  measures  tried 
That  love  suggested,  and  bow'd  down  to  pride. 

Tes !  I  have  now  the  tigress  in  my  eye — 
When  I  had  ceased  and  waited  her  reply,' 
A  pause  ensued,. and  then  she  slowly  rgae, 
With  bitter  smile  predictive  of  mj  woes ; 
A  look  she  saw  was  plainly  understood 

•  Admire  my  duughter !  Sir',  you  're  very  good, 
The  girl  is  decent,  take  her  all  in  all, —  • 

Genteel,  -We  hope — ^perhaps  a  thought  too  taH : 
A  daughter's  portion  hers — yvtk  Tl  think  her  for- 
tune small. 
Perhaps  her  uncles,  in  a  cause  so  good. 
Would  do  a  little  for  their  flesh  and  blood ; 
We  are  not  ill  allied, — and  ^y  we  make 
Her  portion  decent — whither  would  you  take? 
Is  there  some  cottage  on  your  father's  ground, 
Where  may  a  dwelling  for  the  girl  he  found  7 
Or  a  small  farm,  your  mother  tmderstands 
How  to  make  useful  such  a  pair  of  hands. 

But  this  .we  drop  at  present,  if  you  please, 

We  shall  have  leisure  for  such  tiungs  as  these; 

They  will  be  puroper  ere  yon  Ax  the  day 

For  the  poor  girl  to  honour  and  obey ; 

At  preMnt  therefore  we  may  put  an  end ' 

To  our  diseourse-— Good  morrow  to  yon,  friend  1' 

Then  with  a  solemn  curtsey  and  profbunci, 
Her  laughing  eye  she  lifled  from  the  ground. 
And  left  me  lest  in  thought,  and  gazing  idly  round. 

Still  we  had  hope,  an^,  growing  bold  hi  time, 
I  would  engage  the  fatter  in  our  crime ; 
But  he  refused,  for  though  he  wish'd  us  well,' 
He  said,  *  he  must  not  make  his  house  a  hell  I — '^ 
And  sure  the  meaning  look  that  I  convey 'd 
Did  not  inform  him  that  the  hell  was  madd. 

Still  hope  existed  that  a  mother's  heart 
Would  in  a  daughter's  feelings  take  a  part ; 
Nor  was  it  vain,— for  there  is  found  access 
To  a  hard  heart,  in  tune  of  its  distress : 

jDie  mother  sicken'd,  and  the  daughter  sighM, 
And  we  petition'd  tin  our  queen  complied ; 
She  thought  of  dying,  and  if  power  must  cease 
Better  to  make,  than  cause  th' expected  peace} 
And  sure  this  kindness,  mixing  with  the  blood, 
lis  balmy  influence  caused  the  body's  good ; 
For  as  a  charm,  it  work'd  upon  the  frame 
Of  the  reviving  and' relenting  dame; 
^For  when  recovered,  she  no  more  opposed   - 
Her  daughter's  wishes. — Here  contention  closed. 

Then  Miss  ensued,  so  exquisitely  sweet,   ' 

That  wkh  it  once,  once  only,  we  can  meet ;  ' 

For  thoogh  we  love  again,  and  tl^ogh  once  more 

We  ^1  Ui'  enlivening  hope  we  fblt  before. 

Still  the  pure  freshness  of  the  joy. that  cast 

Its  sweet  around  us  is  for  ever  past. 

O !  time  to  memory  precioaB,->%ver  dear. 

Though  ever  painBil  thift  eventful  year ; 

What  Miss  is  now  in  view !  and  now  what  woes 

a}>pear ! 

Sweet  hours  of  expectation !— I  was  gone 
1^)  the  vile  town  to  press  onr  buainess  on ; 
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To  urge  iU  formal  inBtrumenta,— 4U3<1  lo ! 

'  Cuiues  wilh  dire  looks  a  mesaenf  er  of  wo, 
With  tidings  sad  as  death! — With  all  my  speed 
[  reachM  her  home !— bat  that  pare  soul  wfcUB  frced-t- 
She  was  no  more — for  ever  shut  that  eye, 
That  lookM  all  soul,  as  if  it  could  not  die ; 
It  cpuld  not  see  rae—O  T  the  strange  distress 
Of  these  hew  feelings! — ^misery's  excess; 
What  can  describe  it?  words  will  not  express. 
When  I  Jook  blick  upon  that  dreadful  scene, 
i  feel  ienew*d  the  anguish  that  has  been ; 

And  reason  trembles Yes !  you  bid  me  cease, 

Nor  try  to  think ;  but  I  will  think  in  peace. —  ' 

Unhid  and  unfinrbidden,  to  the- room 

I  went,  a  gloomy  wretch  amid  that  gloom ; 

And  there  the  lovely  bein^  on  her  bed 

Shrouded  and  cold  was  laid-^Maria  dead ! 

There  was  I  left, — and  I  havf  now  no  thought 

Remains  with  me,  how  fear  or  fancy  wrought ; 

I  know  'I  gazed  upon  the  marble  cheek, 

Aud'prayM  the  dear  departed  girl  to  speak —  . 

Further  J  know  not,  for,  till  years  were  fled. 

All  was  extinguish'd^-ail  with  her  was  dtead, 

I  had  a  gsneral  terror,  dread  of  all 

That  could  a  thinking,  feeling  man  befall ; 

I  was  desirous  from  mvself  to  run. 

And  something,  but  I  knew  not  what,  to  sbon : 

•  Therer  was  a  Ua&k  from  this  I  eannot  fiU, 
It  is  a  puzkle  and  a  terror  stilL 
Yet  did  I  feel  some  internals  of  bliss,    ■ 
Ev*n  with  the  horrors  of  a  fate  like  this ; 
And  dreams  of  wonderful  construction  paid  * 
For  waking  horror — dear  angelic  maid ! 

When  peace  retumM,  unfelt  for  many  a  year, 
And  hope,  discarded  flatterer,  daf  *d  t*  appear ; 
[  heard  of  my  estate,  bow  &ee  from  debt, 
And  of  the  comforts  life  afibrded  vet;' 
Beside  the  best  of  comforts  in  a  life 
So  sad  as  mine — a  fond  and  faithful  wife. 
My  gentle  mother,  now  a  widow,  made 
These  strong  attempts  to  guide  me  or  persuade. 

'  Much  time  is  lost,*  she  said,  *  but  yet  my  son 
May,  in  the  race  of  li&,  have  much  to  run ; 
When  I  am  gone,  thy  life  to  thee  will  seem 
Lone^  and  sad,  a  melancholy  dream ; 
Get  thee  a  wifer-I  will  pot  say  to  love, 
But  one,  a  friend  in  thy  distress  to  prove ; 
One  who  will  kindly  kel)i  thee  to  sustain 
Thy  spirit*s  burden. in  its  hours  of  pain ; 
Say,  will  you  marry  7 — I  in  haste  replied, 

*  And  who  would  be  the  self-devoted  bride  7 
There  is  a  melancholy  power  that  .reiffns 
Tyrant  within  me — who  would  bear  his  chains, 
Andliear  them  clicking  every  wretched  hpur. 
With  will  to  aid  me,  but  without  the  power  7 
But  if  such  one  were  found  with  easy  mind. 
Who  would  not  ask  for  raptures ^I  *m  resignM. 

*  *T  is  quite  enough,*  my  gentle  mother  cried, 

*  We  leave  the  raptuites,  and  will  Qnd  the  bride.* 

nere  ^as  a  lady  ivsar  us,  quite  discreet. 
Whom  in  our  visits  *t  was  our  chance  to  mpet. 
One  grave  and  civil,  who  had  no  desire 
That  men  thoald  pra^pe  her^beauties  or  admire  i 


She  in  our  walks  would  sometimes  take  my  ann. 
But  had  no  foolish  fluttering  6r  alarm  ; 
She  wished  no  heart  to- wound,  no  truth  to  prove. 
And  seemed,  like  me,  as  one  estranged  from  love; 
My  mother  praised  i^ef,  and  with  so  much  skill, 
She  gave  a  ceruin  bias  to  my  will ;  ^ 

But  ea}m  indeed  our  courtiship ;  1  prQfeas*d 
A  due  regard — My  mother<iid  the  rest ; 
Who  soon  declared  that  we  should  lovp,  and  grow 
As  fond  a  couple  as  the  world  iBould.  show ; 
And  taUcM  of  boys  and  girls  with  so  much  glee^ 
That  I  began  to  wish  the  thing  pould  be. 

Still  when  the  Bay  that  soon  would  come  was  natead, 

r  feh  a  cold  fit,  and  was  half  ashamed ; 

But  we  too  far  proceeded  to  revoke. 

And  had  been  much  loo  serious  for  a- joke. 

I  shook  away  the  fear  that  fqan  annoys. 

And  thought  a  little  of  the  girls  and  boys. 

A  week  rtoiain'd,— for  seven  socoeediug  day« 
Nor  man  nor  woman  might  control  my  ways ; 
For  seven  dear  nights  I  might  to  rest^retire  ^ 
At  my  owki  time,  and  none  tiie  cause  require  i 
For  seven  blest  dajys  I  might  go  in  and  out. 
And  ncme  demam^  *  Sir,  what  are  ^ou  about  7* 
For  one  whole  week  I  might  at  will  disooune 
On  any  subject,  with  a  fr^man's  force. 

Thos  while  I  thought,  I  utier*d,  as  men  sing 

In  under.voioe,  reciting '  With  this  ring,* 

That  when  the  hour  should  come,  i  might  nel 

dread 
These,  or  the  words  that  follow'd,  *  I  thee  wed.' 

Such  was  my  state  of  mind,  exul^ng  now 
And  then  depcessM— I  cannot  tell  yon  how — 
\^hen  a  poor  lady,  whom  her  fronds  could  i 
On  any  niessage,  a  oonvenient  friend. 
Who  had  all  feelings  of  her  own  o*ercome. 
And  could  pronounce  to  any  man  hb  doom ; 
Whose  heart  indeed  was  marble,  but  whose  &oe 
Assumed  the  look  adapted  to  the  case ; 
£nter*d  my  room,  commission'd  to  assuage 
What  was  foreseen,  my  sorrow  and  mj  rage. 

It  seem*d  the  hidy  whom  I  OQuld  prefer. 
And  could  my  much-loved  freedom  lose  for  her. 
Had  bold  attempts,  but  not  successful,  made. 
The  hMt  of  some  jich  cousin  to  invade ; 
Who,  half  resisting,  half  complying,  kept 
A  cautious  distanoe,  and  the  business  slept. 

This  prudent  swain  his  own  importance  knew. 
And  sWore  to  part  the  now  affianced  two : 
Fill*d  with  insidious  purpose,  forth  he'  went, 
Profess*d  his  love,  and  woo*d  her  to  consent  : 
*  Ah !  were  it  true  !*  she  sigh*d ;  hp  boldly  swore 
His  love  sincere,  and  mine  was  sought  no  more. 

All  this  the  witch  at  dreadful  length  revcaTd, 
And  begg*d  me  calmly  to  my  fate  to  vidd : 
Much  jxiins  she  took  engagements  old  to  state^ 
And  hoped  to  bear  ine  curse  my  cruel  fate, 
Threat*ning  my  luckless  life ;  and  thought  it 
In  me  to  bear  the  unexpected  change: 
In  my  calm  feelings  she  beheld  disguise. 
And  told  of  some  strange  wildne^  m  my  ejree. 
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Bbt  thtre  was  nothing  in  th»  eye  amiM, 
And  the  heart  oalmly  bore  a  stroke  like  this ; 
Not  so  my  mother ;  though'  of  gentle  kind, 
She  could  no  mercy  for  the.  creature  find. 

*yile  pbtr  ahe  said.—*  But,  madam,  if  they  plot, 
And  you  would  have  revenge,  dieturb  them  not' 

*  Wfa&t  can  we  doi  my  son  7' — ^  Consult  our  eaae, 
And  do  just  nothing,  madam,  if  yoo  please.* 

'Whatwall  be  nud  7*-r' We  need  not  that  discuss; 
Oar  friends  and  neighbours  will  do  that  for  as/ 

'Do  yoo  so  lightly,  son,  your  loss  sustain  7 — * 
'May,  my  dei^  madam,  but  I  count  it  gain.* 

*Tb6  world  will  blame  us  sure,  if  we  be  still.'— 
'And,  if  we  stir,  yoa^ay  be  sure  it  w3l.* 

Not  to  soch  loss  your  father  had  agreed.' — 
*N^  fcr  my  &ther*s  had  been  loss-  indeed.*  < 

WiCb  gfradoos  smile  my  mother  gave  assent,. 
And  M  th*  afiir  slip  by  With  much  content 

Some  sU  dispute,  the  lover  meant  should  rise. 
Sons  point  of  strife  thev  could  not  compromise. 
Displeased  the  squire — he  from  the  field  withdrew, 
Mot  quite  ooooeal*d,  not  fully  placed  in  view ;  / 
But  half  advancing,  half  retreating,  kept 
At  bis  old  distance,  and  the  business  slept 

Six  years  had  past,  and  forty  ere  the  six, 
Wliea  Time  began  to  play  his  usual  tricks : 
The  loeks,  once  oom^y  in  a  Virginia  sight, 
Loeks  of  pore  brown  display'd  th*  encroaching 

white; 
TIk  bk)od,  once  fervid,  now  to  cool  began. 
And  Time's  strong  pressure  to  subdue  the  man : 
I  rode  or  walk*d  as  I  was  wont  before, 
Bot  now  the  bounding  spirit  was  no  more ; 
A  flMxIerate  pace  womd  now  my  body  heat, 
A  walk  of  moderate  length  distress  ray  feet. 
I  dwwM  mv  straiiger.^uest  those  bilk  sublime, 
Ikil  said, '  ue  view  is  poor,  we  need  not  olimb.* 
At  a  friend's  mansion  I  began  to  dread 
The  cold  neat  parlour,  axld  the  gay  glazed  bed ;     . 
At  home  I  felt  a  more  decided  taste. 
And  must  have  all  things  in  my  order  placed; 
loeased  to  hunt,  my  horses  pleased  me  less. 
My  dinner  more ;  I  Ieam*d  to  play  at  chess ; 
1  took  my  dog  and  gun,  but  saw  the  brute 
Was  disappointed  that  I  did  not  shoot ; 
My  morning  walks  I  now  could  bear  to  lose. 
And  bless'd  the  shower  that  gave  me  not  to  choose : 
ui  fret,  I  felt  a  languor  stealing  on ;      - 
^  active  arm,  the  agile  hand  were  gone ; 
SoBaO  daily  adtions  into  habits  grew, 
^  new  dislike  to  forms  and  feshioo  new ; 
j  lond  my  trees  in  order  to  dispose, 
I  aamber'd  peaches,  look'd  how  stocks  arose. 
Told  the  aam^  stojry  ofl-*!n  short,  b^gan  to  prose. 

My  books  were  changed ;  I  now  preferred  the  truth 
^J^  light  reading  of  unsettled  youth ; 
p*^  grew  tedious,  but  by  choice  or  chance, 
1  itill  had  interest  in  the  .wild  romaooe : 


There  is  an  age,  we  know,  when  tales  of  love 
Form  the  sweet  pabulum' our  hearts  approve; 
Then  as  we  read  we  feel,  and  are  indeed. 
We  judge  th*  iieroic  men  of  whom  we  readi 
Bat  m  our  aiier  life  these  fancies  fa^ 
We  cannot  be  the  heroes  of  the  tale ; 
The  parts  that  Cliffords,  Mordaunts,  Bevilles  play 
We  eannot,— cannot  be  so  ssoart  and  gay. 

But  all  the  mighty  deeds  snd  matchless  powers 
Of  errant  knights  we  never  fancied  ours,    . 
And  thus  the  prowess  of  each  gifted  knight 
Must  at  all  times  create  the  same  delight ; 
Lovelace  a  forward  youth  might  hope  to  seem. 
But  Laneelot  never,-^that  he  could  not  dream ; 
Nothing  reminds  us  in  the  majj^c  page 
Of  M  romance,  of  our  declining  sge : 
If  once  our  fancy  mighty  draguns  slew. 
This  is  no  more  than  fency  now  can  do ; 
But  when  the  heroes  of  a  novd  come, 
Conquer'd  and  conquering,  to  a  drawing-room* 
^We  no  more  feel  the  vanity  that  sees 
Within  ourselves  what  we  admire  iaifaese, 
And  so  we  leave  the  modem  tale,  to  fly 
From  realm  to  -realm  with  Tristram  or  Sir  Guy. 

Not  quite  a  Quixote,  I  could  not  auppose 
That  queens  would  call  me  to  subdue  their  feet; 
But,  by  a  voluntary  weakness  sway*d. 
When,  fancy  call*d,  I  willingly  obey*<L 

Such  1  became,  and  I  b^ievcd  my  heart- 
Might  yet  be  pierced  by  some  peculiar  dart 
Of  right  heroic  kind,  and  I  could  prove 
Fond  of  some  peerless  nymph  that  deign'd  to  love, 
Some  high-8oul*d  virgin,  who  had  spent  her  time 
In  studies  grave,  heroic  and  sublime ; 
Who  would  not  like  me  less  that  I  had  spent 
Years  eight  and  forty,  just  the  age  of  Kent ; 
But  not  with  Kent's  discretion,  for  I  grew 
Fond  of  a  creature  whom  mj  fiuicy  drew ; 
A  kind  of  beings  who  are  never  feund 
On  middle-earth,  but  grow  on  fairy-ground. ' 

Thes6  found  1  not ;  but  I  had  hick  to  find 
A  mortal  woman  of  Ihia  feiry  kind;     ^ 
A  thin,  tall,  upright,  serious,  slender  maid. 
Who  in  my  own  romantic  regions  8tray*d ; 
From  the  wor]d*B  glare  to  this  sweet  vale  retired, 
To  dwell  uAseen,  unsullied,  unadmired ; 
In  all>  her  virgin  excellence,  above 
The  gaze  of  crowds,  and  hopes  of  vulgar  Uyve. 

We  spoke  of  noble  deeds  in  happier  times, 
Of  glorious  virtues,  of  debasing  crimes : 
Warm  was  the  season,  and  the  sobject  too, 
And  therefore  ^arm  in  <nir  discourse  we  grew. 
Love  made  such  haste,  that  ere  a  month  was  flown 
Since  flrst  we  met,  he  had  us  for  his  own : 
Riches  ore  trifles  in  a  heroics  sight. 
And  lead  to  questions  low  snd  unpolite ; 
I  nothing  said  of  money  or  of  land. 
But  bent  my  knee^  and  fondly  ask*d  her  hand , 
And  the  dear  ladv,  with  a  grace  divine, 
Gave  it,  and  frankly  ansWer*dt  *  it  is  thine.* 

Our  reading  was  not  to  romance  confined, 
Bvt  still  it  gave  its  ooluor  to  the  miad ;,- 
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Guye  to  our  studies  ^flometfaingf  of  its-fi>ree, 
Aad  made  profound  and  tender  our  disooarie ; 
Our  subjects  all,  and  our  religion,  took 
The  grave  and  solemn  spirit  of  our  book : 
And  who  bad  seen  us  walk,  or  beard  ns  read,    . 
Would  say,  *  these  lovers  are  saUUne  indeed.* 

'  I  knew  not  whv,  but  when  the  day  was-named 
My  ardent  wishes  felt  a  little  tamed ;  ' 

My  mother's  sickness  then  awaked  my  fned^ 
And  vet;  to  own  the  truth,  was  some  relief; 
It  left  uncertain  thai  decisive  time  ^ 

That  made  my  feelings  nervous  and  sublunet 

Still  all  was  kindness^  and  at  mora  end  eve 

J  made  a  visit,  Ulk'd,  »nd  took  my  leave : 

Kind  were  the  lady's  looks,  her  eyes  were  bright. 

And  swam,  I  thought,  in  exquisite  delight ; 

A  lovely  red  siiflRised  the  virgin  cheek, 

.A^d  spoke  more  phunty  thad  the  tongue  ooold 

•litk; 
Plainly  all  seemM  to  promise  love  and  joy. 
Nor  fearM  we  a«ght  thftt  might  our  bUss  destroy. 

Engaged  by  business,  I  one  morn  delay*d 
My  usual  call  on  the  accomplishM  maid ; 
But  soon,  that  small  impediment  removed, 
I  paid  the  visit  that  decisive  proved ; 
For  the  fair  lady  Kad,  with  gYieving  heart, 
^  I  believed,  retired  to  sigh  apart ; 
I  saw  her  friend,  and  begflr'd  her  to  entreat 
My.  gentle  nymph  her  sighing  swain  to  meet 

Thti  gossip  gone — What  demon,  in  his  spite 
To  love  and  man,  could  my  frail  mind  excite. 
And  lead  me  curious  on,  against  all  sense  of  right  ? 


*^ But,**  said  the  squire,  •'did  tfaas  yonr  cowtsfaip 


There  met  my  eye.  unclosed,  a  doset*s  door — 
Shame !  how  coula  I  the  secrete  there  explore  ? 
Pride,  honour,  friendship,,  love,  oondemn'd  the  deed» 
And  yet,  in  spite  of  all,  I  could  ][>roceed ! 
I  went,  I  saw — Shall  I  describe  the  hoard 
Of  precious  worth  m  seal*d  depoeite  stored 
Of  sparkling  hues  T  Enough — enough  is  told, 
.  *T  is  not  for  man  such  mysteries  to  unfold. 

Thus  far  I  dare— Whene'er  those  orbite  swam 
In  that  blue  liquid  that  restrain*d  their  flame. 
As  showets  the  sunbeams — when  the  crimson  glow 
Of  the  red  rose  b*erspread  those  cheeks  of  snow, 
I  saw,  but  not  the  cause— *t  was  not  the  red 
Of  transient  blush  that  o*er  her  fsQe  was  spread; 
*T  was  not  the  lighter  red,  that  partly  streaks 
The  Catherine  pear,  that  brighten*d  o'er  her  cheeks, 
Nor  scarlet  blush  of  shame— but  such  disclose 
The  velvet  petals  of  the  Austrian  rose 
When  first  unfolded,  warm  the  glowing  hue. 
Nor  cold  as  rouge,  but  deepening  on  the  view : 
Such  were  those  cheeks--the  causes  unexpbred 
Were  now  detected  in  that  secret  hoard ; 
And  ever  to  that  rich  recess  would  turn 
My  mind,  and  cause  for  such  effect  discern. 
Such  was  my  fortune,  O !  my  friends,  and  such 
The  end  of  lofly  hopes  that  pfrasp'd  too  much. 
This  was,  indeed, -a  trying  time  m  life, 
I  lost  at  once  a  mother  and  a  wife ; 
Tet  compensation  came  in  time  for  these. 
And  what  I  Vmt  in  joy,  I  gainM  in  eaae.**-*- 


Hesign'd  your  mistress  herbetroth'd  in  pem  t'^— 
«  Yes ;  and  had  senso  her  feelings  to  restrain. 
Nor  ask'd  me  once  my  -conduct  to  explain ; 
But  me  she  saw  those  swimming  eyes  exploie, 
And  explanation  she  required,  no  more  r 
Friend  to  the  last,  I  lefl'her  with  rcgretp— 
Nay,  leave  her  not,  for  we  are  neighbours  yet 

These  views  exthnst,  I  travell'd,  not  with  taste, 
But  so  that  time  ran  wickedly  to  waste; 
I  penn'd  some  note^  and  might  a  book  have  mad^ 
But  I  had  no  connexion  with  the  trade  ^ 
Bridges  and  churches,  towers  and  holla,  I  t^w^ 
Maioi  and  madonnas,  and  could  sketch  and  dnsr: 
Yes,  I  had  made  a  book,  but  that  my  pride 
In  the  not  making  was  more  gratified. 

Iliere  was  one  feeling  upon  foreign  ground. 
That  more  distressing  than  the  rest  was  fbqnd ; 
That  though  with  joy  I  should  my  oountiy  aea, 
There  none  had  pleasure  in  expecting  me. 

I  now  was  sixty,  but  could  walk  and  eat; 

My  food  was  pieasant,  and  my  slumbers  sweet; 

But  what  could  urge  me  at  a  day  V>  late 

To  think  of  women  7 — ^my  unlucky  fate. 

It  was  not  sudd6n ;  I  had  no  alarms. 

But  was  aUack'd  when  resting  on  my  arms ; 

Like  the  poor  soldier ;  when, the  battle  raged 

The  man  escaped,  though  twice  or  thrice  engaged, 

But  when  it  ended,  in  a  quiet  spot 

He  fen,  the  victim  of  a  random-shot 

With  my  good  friend  the  vicar  ofi  I  spent 
The  evening  hours  in  quiet,  as  I  meant' ;^ 
He  was  a  friend  in  whom,  although  untried 
By  aught  severe,  I  found  I  could  confide ; 
A  pleasant,  sturdy  disputant  was  he. 
Who  had  a  daughter — such  the  Fates  decree. 
To  prove  how  weak  is  man — ^poor  yielding  maiv 
like  me. 

Time  after  time  tho  maid  went  out  and  in. 

Ere  love  was  vet  beginning  to  begin ; 

The  first  awakening  proofthe  early  doubt. 

Rose  fh>ra  observing  she  went  in  and  out 

My  friendr  though  careteas,  seem*d  my  mfaid  to 

explore, 
*  Why  do  you  look  so  often  at  the  door  T* 
I  then  was  cautious,  but  it  did  no  good. 
For  she,  at  least,  my  meanings  understood ; 
But  to  the  vicar  nothing  she  convey'd     - 
Of  what  she  thought— she  did  not  feel  afraid. 

I  must  confess,  this  creature  in  her  mind 
Nor  face  had  beauty  that  a  man  would  blind  ; 
No  poet  of  her  matchless  charms  wouki  write. 
Yet  sober  praise  thev  fairly  would  excite : 
She  was  a  creature  fi>rm*d  man's  heart  to  mako 
Serenely  happy,  not  to  pierce  and  shake; 
If  she  were  tried  for  breaking  human  hearts. 
Men  would  acquit  her — she  had  not  the  arts  ;     . 
Yet  without  ait,  at  first  without  design. 
She  soon  becai^  the  arbltress  of  mine ; 
Without  prete^ons — na^,  without  pretence. 
But  by  a  native  stranga  mtolligenoe 
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Women  poiBeM  when  they  behold  m  man 
Whom  thej  can  teaae,  and  are  aaawed  they  can ; 
Then  'tie  their  8ool*8  deJight  and  pride  to  reign 
0*er  the  fend  slave,  to  give  him  ease  or  pain, 
And  stretch  and  loeae  by  turba  the  weighty  view- 


Hioo^  modi  the  knew,  y«t  nothing  couM  she 

jnvfe; 
I  had  not  yet  confessM  the  cfrime  of  iove ; 
Bat  in  an  hour  When  guifrdian-angels  dee^ 
I  fiul'd  the  aeciet  of  my  soul  to  keep ; 
And  then  I  saw  the  triumph  in  those  eyes 
That  spoke — f  Ay,  now  you  arc  indeed  my'  prize.* 
I  aloBost  thought  I  saw  compassion,  too. 
For  all  the  cruel  things  she  meant  to  da 
WeH  I  can  call  to  mind ,  the  managed  air 
That  gave  no  comfort,  that  brought  no  despair, 
That  in  a  dubious  balance  held  ue  mind, 
To  each  side  turning,  nevef  much  inclined. 

She  spoke  with  kindness — thought  the  hoi^our  high, 

And  knew  not  how  to  give  a  fit  reply ; 

She  could  not,  would  not,  dared  not,  must  not  deem 

Soeh  lanpnage  proof  of  aught  but  my  esteem; 

It  made  her  proud — she  never  could  forget 

My  partial  thoughts,— she  feh.her  much  in  debt : 

8bs  who  had  never  in  her  Hie  indulged 

The  ibooght  of  hearing  what  I  now  divulged, 

I  who  haa  jeen'so  many  and  so  much,^- 

It  was  an  honour— <«he  would^deem  it  such : 

Our  different  years,  -indeed,  would  put  an  end 

To  other  views,  but  still  her  falher^s  friend 

To  her,  she  humbly  ho|ied,  would  hi^  regard  extend. 

nw  saying  nothing,  all  she  meant  to  say. 
She  play*d  the  part  the  sex  delFj^hts  to  play ;  - 
Now  hy  some  act  of  kindness  giving  scope 
To  the  Qew  workings  of  excited  hope. 
Then  by  an  air  of  something  like  disdain^ 
Bbt  eearoely  seen,  repelling  it  again ; 
tlien  for  a  seasoo,  neither  cold  nor  kind, 
She  kept  a  sort  of  balance  in  the  mind. 
And,  as  hia  pole  a  dancer  on  the  rope, 
nie  equal  poise  en  both  sides  kept  me  up. 

Is  it  not  strange  that  roan  can  iahrly  view 
Parmit  like  thia,  and  jret  his  point  ponue? 
While  be  the  folly  ftirly  wiU  confess. 
And  even  ftel  the  danger  of  socoess  7 
But  so  it  is,  and  nought  die  Ciroes  care 
How  ill  their  victims  with  their  poison  fare. 
When  thus  they  trifle,  and  with  quiet  soul 
Mix  their  ingredients  in  the  maddening  bowl, 
Their  high  regard,  the  softness  of  their  air, 
The  pitying  grief  that  saddens  at  a  prayer, 
Their  grave  petitions  for  the  peace  of  mind 
That  tbey  determine  you  shall  never  find. 
And  all  their  vain  amazement  that  a  man 
like  yo«i  should  love— they  wander  how  you  eufL 

For  oMoths  the  idler  play'd  her  wicked  part, 
then  foirly  gave  the  secret  of  her  heart 
'  She  faoped'-^I  now  the  smiling  gipsy  view—  " 
'Her  fother's  fHend  would  be  her  lover*a  too, 
Young  Henry  Gale* — But  why  delay  so  long  7 
She  cOTld  not  tetl--she  foar*d  it  might  be  wrongs 


*  But  I  was  good*— I  knew  not,  I  was  weak. 
And  stKike  as  love  directed  me  to  speak. 

When  in  my  arms  their  boy  Ad  girl  I  take, 

I  feel  a  fondness  for  the  mother's  sake ; 

But  though  the  dears  some  softening  thoughts  e». 

cile, 
I  have  no  wishes  for  the  father^s  riglit  - 

Now  all  is  quiet,  and  the  mind  Sustains 
Its' proper  comfor^,  its  befitting  pains; 
The  heart  reposes ;  it  has  had  its  share 
Of  love,  as  much  as  it  could  fiurJy  bear. 
And  what.is  left  |n  Ufo,  that  now  demands  its  care  7 

For  O !  my  friends,  if  this  were  all  indeed, 
Could  we  believe  that. nothing  would  succeed  ;   " 
If  all  were  but  this  daily  dose  of  life. 
Without  a  care  or  cemfort,  child  or  wife  { 
These  walks  for  health  with  nothing  more  in  view* 
This  doing  nothing,  and  with  labour  too; 
This  fiT)(}ttent  asking  when  *t  is  time  to -dine. 
This  daily  dozhig  o*er  the  news  and  wine; . 
This  age*s  riddle,  when  each  day  appears 
So  Tory  long,  so  very  short  the  years ; 
If  this  were  all*^but  let  me  not  tnppoee — 
What  then  were  lifo !  whose  virtues,  irials,  woei. 
Would  sleep  th*  eternal  sleep,  and  there  the  scene 
would  close.  '' 

This  cannot  be— but  why  has  Time  a  pace 
That  seems  unequal  in  oat  mortal  race  7 
Quick  is  that  pace  in  early  life,  but  slow. 
Tedious,  and  heavy,  as  we  older  grow ; 
But  yet,  though  slow,  the  movements  are  alike. 
And  with  no  foree  upon  the  memory  strike. 
And  therefore  tedious  as  we  find  tfaiem  aO, 
They  leave  us  nothing  we  in  view  recall ; 
But  days  that  we  so  dull  and  heavy  knew 
Are  now  as  moments  passing  in  review. 
And  henoe  arises  ancient  men's  report. 
That,  days  are  tedious,  and  yet  years  are  short** 
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TnaxK  days  remain'd  their  fliend,  and  then  again 
The  Brothers  left,  themselves  to  entertain ; 
When  spake  the  younger-*'*  It  would  please  me 

well    . 
To  hear  thy  spinster-friend  her  story  tell , 
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And  oor  attention  would  be  nobly  paid 
Tbns  to  compare  the  Bachelor  and  Maid.*' 

**  Frank  aa  she  i V\jreplied  the  squire*  **  nor  one 
Is  more  disposed  to  show  what  she  has  done 
With  time,  or  time  with  her ;  yet  all  her  care 
And  every  trial  she  might  not  declare 
To  one  a  stf  an^rer ;  but  to  me,  her  friend* 
She  has  the  story  of  these  trials  pennM  ; 
These  shalt  tkoQ  heai\  for  well  the  maid  I  know> 
And  will  her  efforts  and  her  conquests  show. 
Jacques  is  abroad,  and  we  hlone  shall  dine, 
And  then  to  give  this  lady's  tale  be  mine ; 
Thou  wilt  attend  to  this  good  6pinster*s  life, 
And  irrieve  and  wonder  she  is  not  a  wife*; 
But  if  we  jud^e  by  either  words  or  looks,    . 
Her  mode  of  life,  her  morals,  or  her  books. 
Her  pure  devotion,  unaffected  sense, 
Her  placid  aid,  her  mild  benevolence, 
Her  gay  good  humour,  and  her  manners  free, 
She  is  as  happy  as  a  maid  can  be; 
If  as  a  wife,  I  know  not,  and  decline 
Question  like  this,  till  I  can  judge  of  thine.** 

Then  from  a  toeret  hoard  drew  forth  the  sqoife 
His  tale,  and  said,  ^  Attention  I  require-— 
My-verse  y«u  may  condemn,  my  theme  yoa  must 
admire.*' 


I  to  your  kindness  speaks  let  that  prevail. 
And  of  my  frailty  judge  as  beings  frail.*— • 

My  father  dying,  to  my  mother  left 
An  infimt  charge,  of  all  things  else  bereft ; 
'Poor,  but  experienced  m  the  world,  she  knew 
What  others  did,  and  judged  what  she  could  do ; 
Beauty  she  justly  weighed,  was  never  blind 
To  her  own  interest,  and  she  read  mankind :   . 
She  view*d  my  person  with  approving  glance, 
And  judged  the  way  my  fortune  to  advance ; 
Taught  me  betimes  that  person  to  improve, 
And  made  a  lawful  merchandize  of  love ; 
Bade  ipe  my  temper  in  suftjeetion  keep, 
And  not  permit  my  vigilance  to  sleep ; 
I  was  not  one,  a  miss,  who  might  presume 
Now  to  be  crazed  by  mirth,  now  sunk  in  gWn ; 
Nor  to  be  fretful,  vapourish,  or  give  way 
To  spleen  and  anger,  as  the  wealthy  may ; 
But  I  must  please,  and  all  I  felt  of  pride, , 
Contempt,  and  hatred,  I  must  cast  aside. 

**  Have  not  one  friend,*'  my  mother  cried,  *^  not  one ; 
That  bane  of  our  romantic  triflers  shun; 
Suppose  her  true,  can  she  afford  you  aid  7 
Suppose  her  false,  your  purpose  is  jbetray'd ; 
And  theh  in  dubious  points,  and  matters  nice, 
How  can  you  profit  by  a  child's  advice  ? 
While  you  are  Writing  on  from  post  to  post. 
Your  hour  is  over,  and  a  man  is  lost ; 
Girls  of  their  hearts  are  scribblmg ;  their  desires, 
And  what  the  folly  of  the  heart  requires. 
Dupes  to  their  dreams— but  I  the  truth  impart, 
YoQ  cannot,  child,  afford  to  have  a  heart ; 
Think  nothing  of  it;  to  yourself  be  true. 
And  keep  life's  first  great  business  in  ^oor  view  ;— 
Take  it,  dear  Martha,  for  a  useful  rule, 
She  who  ia  pnor  is  t:^ly  or  a  fool ; 


Or,  worse  thim  either,  has  a  bosom  fill*d 
With  eoft  emotions,  and  with  raptures  thrill*4 

Read  not  too  much,  nor  write  in  verse  or  pnMt, 
For  then  you  make  the  dull  and  Ibolish  faem ; 
Yet  those  who  do,  deride  not  nor  oondemn. 
It  is  not  safe  to  raise  op  foes  in  them ; 
For  though  they  harm  you  not,  as  hiockheads  do^ 
There  is  some  malice  in  the  scribbling  crew.** 

Such  her  advice ;'  full  hard  with  h^r  had  dealt 
The  world,  and  she  the  usage  keenly  felt. 

**  Keep  your  good  name,"  she  said,  **  and  that  t» 

keep 
You  must  not  suffer  vigilance  to  sleep : 
Some  havcj  perliape,  the  name  of  chaste  retain'd« 
When  nought  of  chastity  itself  remain'd  ; 
But  there  is  danger — few  have  means  to  blind    • 
The  keeiv^yed  world,  and  none  to  make  U  kindi 

And  one  thing  more — ^to  free  yourself  from  loes 
Never  a  secret  to  your  friend  disclose ; 
Secrets  with  girls,  like  loaded  guns  with  boys,' 
Are  never  valued  till  they  make  a  noise : 
To  show  how  trusted,  they  their  power  llsplay ; 
To  show  how  worthy,  they  the  trust  betray ; 
Like  pence  in  children's  pockets  secrets  lie 
In  female  bosoms-— they  must  burn  or  fly. 

Let  not  your  heart  be  soften'd ;  if  it  be. 
Let  not  the  man  his  softening  infinence  see ; 
For  the  most  ^nd*will  sometimes  tyrants  pro^ 
And  wound  the  bosom  where  they  trace  the  kive. 
But  to  your  fortune  look,  on  that  depend 
For  your  life's  comfort,  comforts  tliat  attend 
On  wealth  alone— wealth  gone,  they  have  their 
end.** 

Such  were  my  mother*8  cares  to  mend  mj  lot* 
And  such  her  pupil  they  suoceeded  not 

It  was  conoeived  the  person  I  had  then 

Might  lead  to  serious  thought  some  wealthy  mat, 

Who  having  none  their  purpose  to  oppose 

Would  soon  be  won  their  wishes  to  disclose : 

My  mother  thought  I  was  the  very  child 

By  whom  the  old  and  amorous  are  beguiled ; 

So  mildly  gay,  so  ignorantly  fair, 

And  pure,  no  doubt,  as  sleeping  Infants  are : 

Then  I  had  lessons  how  to  look  and  move. 

And,  I  repeat,  make  merchandize  of  love. 

Thrice  it  was  tried  if  one  so  young  eould  bring 

Old  Wary  men  to  buy  the  binding  ring ; 

And  on  the  taper  finger,  to  whose  tip 

The  fond  old  swain  would  press  his  withering  lip. 

Place  the  strong  charm : — and  one  would  win  my 

heart 
B^  rcHissuroing  youth — a  trying  part ; 
Gids,  he  suppMcd,  all  knew  the  young  were  bold. 
And  he  would  show  that  spirit  in  the  old ; 
In  boys  they  loved  to  hear  the  rattling  tongoe. 
And  he  would  talk  as  idly  as  the  young ; 
He  knew  the  vices  our  Lotharios  boast, 
And  he  would  show  of  every  vice  the  ghost,' 
The  evil's  self,  wKhout  disguise  or  dress. 
Vice  in  its  own  pure  native  ugliness ; 
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Not  as  tho  drunkeilnetffl  of  slaves  to  prove 
Vice  hateful,  but  that  seeing,  I  migfbt  love. 
He  drove  me  out,  and  I  was  pleased  to  see         ^ 
'Gare  of  himself,  it  served  as  care  for  me ; 
FiM*  he  would  tell  me,  that  l)c  should  not  spare 
MaOf  horse,  or  carriage,  if  I  were  not  there  : 
Provoked  at  last,  my  malice  I  obeyed. 
And  smiling  said,  **  Sir,  I  atn  not  afraid.'* 

This  chei^k'd  his  spirit ;  but  he  said,  **  Could  you 
Have  charge  so  rich,  you  would  be  carefiil  too/* 

And  hei  indeed,  so  very  slowly  drove. 
That  we  dismissed  tlie  over<<»iutious  love. 

My  next  admirer  was  of  equal  age, 

And  wishM  the  chifd's  affection  to  engage, 

And  keep  the  flattering  bird  a  victim  in  his  oagd : 

He  had  no  portion  of  his  rival's  ^lee,       ^ 

But  gravely  praised  the  gravity  in  me; 

Religious,  moral,  both  in  word  and  deed,  > 

But  i^armly  disputatious  in  his  creed  r 

Wild  in  his  younger  time,  as  we  were  told, 

And  therefore  like  a  penitent  when  old. 

Strange-!  be  should  wish  a  lively  girl  to  look 

Upon  the  methods  his  repentance  took. 

Then  he  would  say,  he  was  no  more  a  rake 
To  squander  money  for  his  passions'  sake;. 
Tet,  upon  proper  terms,  as  man  discreet. 
He  with  my  mother  was  disposed  to  treat. 
To  whom  he  toM,  **the  price  of  beautv  fell 
In  every  market,  and'but  few  could  ^11 ; 
That  trade  in  India,  once  alive  and  bri^, 
W9S  overdone,  and  scarcely  worth  the  risk." 
Then  stopp'd  to  speak  of  board,  and  what  for  life 
A  wife  would  cost if  he  should  take  a  wife. 

Hardly  he  hargain'd,  and  so  much  desired. 
That  we  demurr'd ;  and  he,  displeased,  retired. 

And  now  I  hoped  to  rest,  nOr  act  a^in 
The  paltry  part  for  trhicb  t  felt  disdain. 
When  a  third  lover  came  within  our  view, 
And  somewhat  difiering  from  the  former  two; 
He  bad  been  much  abroad,  and  be  had  seen 
TTie  world's  weak  side,  and  read  tho  hearts  of  men ; 
Bat  an,  it  seem'd,  this  study  could  produce, 
Was  fbod  for  spleen,  ddrision,  and  abuse ; 
He  levellM  aH,  as  one  who  had  intent 
To  dear  the  viM  and  spot  the  innocent ; 
He  praised  my  sense,  and  said  I  ought  to  be 
From  girl's  restraint  and  nursery  maxims  free ; 
He  praised  my  mother ;  but  he  judged  her  wrong 
To  keep  us  from  th'  adiniring  world  so  long ; 
He  praised  hitnself ;  and  then  his  vices  namedt 
And  caird  them  folKes,  and  was  not  ashamed. 
He  more  than  hinted  that  the  lessons  taught 
By  priests  were  all  with  superstition  fraught ; 
And  I  must  think  them  for  the  crowd  dengn'd, 
Kot  to  alarm  the  free  and  liberal  mind. 

Wisdom  with  him  was  virtue.    They  were  wrong 
And  weak,  he  said,  who  went  not  with  the  throng ; 
Han  must  his  passions  order  and  restrain 
In  all  that  givee  his  fe}low.«ibiects.  pain ; 
But  yet  of  guilt  he  would  in  pity  speak. 
And  ae  he  judged,  the  wicked  were  the  weak. 


Such  was  the  lover  of  a  vimple  tnaid, 
Who  seem'd  to  call  his  logic  to  |>i8  aid. 
And  tfi  mean  something :  I  will  not  pretend 
To  judge  the  purpose  of  my  reaitoning  fHend, 
Who  was  dismiss'd,  in  quiet  to  complain 
That  so  much' labour  was  bestoi^'d  in  vain.    - 

And  now  my  mother  scem'd  disposed  to  try 
A  life  of  reason  and  tranquillity ; 
Ere  this,  her  health  and  'Spirits  were  the  beet, 
Hera  the  day's  trifling,  and  the  nightly  rest ; 
But  sometliing  new  was  in  her  mind  inetili'd  ^    . 
Unquiet  thoughts  the  matron  bosom  SU'd  ; 
For  five-and-forty  peaceful  years  she  bore 
Her  placid  looks,  and  dress  becoming  wore : 
She  could  a  compliment  with  pleasure  take, 
But  no  absurd  impression  c6uld  it  make. 
Now  were  her  nerves  disorder'd ;  she  was  weak, 
Ahd  must  the  hblp  of  a  physician  seek ; 
A  Scotch  physician,  who  htad  just  began 
To  settle  near  us,  quite  a  graceful  man. 
And  very  clever,  with  a  soft  addresA, 
7%at  would  his  meaning  tenderly  express. 

Sick  as  iny  mother  seem'd,  when  he  inquired   ■ 
If  she  was  ill,  he  found  h^r  well  atUred ; 
She  purchased  wares  so  showy  and  so  fine. 
The  venders  all  believed  th'  indulgeooe  mine : 
But  I,  whp  thrice  was  woo'd,  had  lovers  three. 
Must  now  again  a  very  iniknt  be ; 
While  the  good  lady,  twenty  years  a  wife, 
Was  to  decide  the  colour  01  his  life : 
And  she  decided.    She  was  wont  t'  appear 
To  these  unequal  marriages  severe ;  ^ 

Her  thoughts  of  sueh  with  energy  ehe  told, 
And-  was  repulsive,  dignified,  and  cold  ; 
But  now,  like  ihonarchs  weary  of  a  throne, 
She  would  no  longer  reign-— at  least  alone. 

She  gave  her  pulse,  and,  with  a  nranner  sweet, 
Wish'd  him  to  feel  how  kindly  tliey  could  beat; 
And  H  is  a  thing  quite  wonderful  to  tell 
How^soon  he  understood  thtfm,  and  how  welL 

Now,  when  she  married,  I  from  home  was  aent. 
With  grandmamma  to  keep  perpetual  Lent; 
For  she  would  take  me  on  conditions. cheap, 
For  what  we  scarcely  could  a  parrot  keep : 
A  trifle  added  to  the  daily  fare 
Would  feed  a  maiden  who  must  learn  to  spare. 

With  grandmamma- 1  lived  in  perfect  ease ; 
Consent  to  starve,  and  I  wae  sure  to  please. 
Full  well  I  knew  the  painful  shifts  we  made 
Expenses  aH  to  lessen  or  evade, 
And  tradesmen's  flinty  hearts  to  soften  and  per* 
suade. 

Poor  grandmamma  among  the  gentry  dwelt 
Of  a  small  towfi',  and  all  Uie  honour  felt; 
Shrinking  from  all  approaches  to  disgrace   . 
That  might  be  mark'd  in  so  genteel  a  place ; 
Where  every  daily  deed,  as  soon  as  done. 
Ran  through  the  town  as  fast  as  it  could  run : —     - 
At  dinners  what  appear'd — at  cards  who  lost  or  won. 

Our  good  appearance  through  tho  town  was  known; 
Hunger  and  thirst  were  matters  of  por  own; 
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And  yott  would  judge  that  she  in  soandal  dealt 
«    Who  told  on  what  wjb  fed,  or  hoW  we  felt 

.  We  had  a  little  maid,  soine  four  feet  high« 
Who  was  employ*d  our  bouBefa()ld  stores  to  bi^ ; 
For  she  -would  weary  every  matt  in  trade, 
And  lease  t*  assent  whom  she  eould  not  persoade. 

Metlunks  I  see  her,  with  her  pigmy  Hght, 
Precede  her  mistresa  in  a  moonless  night ; 
From  the  small  lantern  throwing  through  the  street 

•  The  dtmmM  effulgence  at  her  bdy's  feet; 
What  time  she  wept  to  prove  hef  well-known  skill 
With  rival  friends  at  their  beloved  quadrille. 

**  And  how  *s  your  pain  7*'  inquired  the  gentle  maid. 
For  that  was  asking  if  with  luck  she  play*d ; 
And  this  sheanswcr'd  as  the  cards  decreed, 
^  O  IUd4y !  .askcnot^very  bad  indeed  ;** 
Or,  in  more  cheerftkl  tone,  from  spirit'  light, 
•*  Why,  thank  you,  Biddy,  pretty  well  to>night'** , 

The  good  old  Jady  often  thought  me  vain. 
And  of  my  dress  would  tenderly  oomplahi ; 
But  liked  my  taste  in  food  6f  every  kind, 
^  from  all  grossness,  like  hti  own,  refined : 
Yet  when  she  hinted  that  on 'herbs  and  bread 
Girls  of  my  age  and  spirit  should  be  fed, 
Whate*er  my  age  had  borne,  ny  flesh  and  bkxxl. 
Spirit  and  strength,  the  interdict  withstood ;  ' 
But  though  I  might  the  frugal  9oul  offend 
Of  the  goed  nlatron,  now  my  only  friend. 
And  though  her  purse  suggested  rules  so  atriet. 
Her  love  could  not  the  punishment  inflict : 
She  sometimes  watch*d  Che  morsel  with  a  fit>wn, 
And  sighM  to  aee,  but  let  it  still  go  down. 

Our  butchers  bill,  to  me  a  monstrous  sum, . 
Was  such,  that  mimmon'd,  he  ferbore  te  come : 
Proud  man  was  he,  and  when  the  bill  waa  paid, 
He  put  thte  money  in  bis  ba^  and  play'd^ 
Jerking  it  up^  and  catching  it  spun. 
And  poising  in  his  hand  in  pure  disdain ; 
While  the  good  lady,  awed  by  man  ao  iiroud. 
And  yet  disposed  to  have  her  claims  allow*d. 
Balanced  between  humility  and  pride. 
Stood  a  feirn  emproas  at  the  butcher's  aide. 
Praising  his  nieatvaa  delicate  and  nice  ■ 
**  Yes,  madam,  yea  1  if  people  phy  the  price.** 

•  So  lived  the  lady,  and  ao  mnrmur*d  I, 
In  all  the  ffrief  of  pride  and  poverty : 
Twice  in  the  year  there  came  a  note  to  tell 

How  well  mamma,  who  hoped  the  child  waa  well ; 
It  was  not  then  a  pleasure  to  be  atylecl, 
By  a  mamma  of  such  experience.  Child-! 
But  I  suppressed  the  feelings  of  my  pride, 
Or  other  feelings  set  them  all  aside. 

There  was  a  youth  from  college,  just  the  one      / 
I  judged  mamma  would  value  as  a  son ; 
He  was  to  me  good,  handsome,  learned,  o 
I  cannot  now  what  then  I  thought  reveal 
But,  in  a  word,  he  was  the  very  youth 
Who  told  me  what  I  judged  the  very  truth. 
That  love  like  his  and  charma  like  mine  agreed, 
For  all  description  they  must  both  exceed :     . 
Yet  Scarcely  can  I  throw  a  smile  on  things 
So  ptinflili  but  that  Time  his  comfert  brings* 


Or  rather  throwa  oblivion  on  the  mind. 
For  we  are  more  fbrgetfrd  Ihaa  rasign'd. 

We  both  were  yoqng,  had  heard  of  love  and  read* 

And  could  see  nothing  in  the  thing  to  dread* 

But  like  a  simple  pair  our  time  employed 

In  pleasant  views  to  be  in  time  enioyM ; 

When  Frederick  came,  the  kind  old  lady  smSkd 

To  see  the  youfh  so  taken  with  her  child ; 

A  nice  yoUng  man,  who  came  with  unaoilM  feet 

In  her  beat  room,  and  neither  drank  nor  eat: 

Alas  I  he  planted  in  a  vacant  bfeaat 

The  hopea  and  fears  that  robb'd  it  of  its  rest 

All  now  appeared  ao  right,  so  feir;  so  just. 
Wo  surely  might  the  lovely  proepeet  trust ; 
Alaa !  poor  Frederick  and  his  charmer  feond 
That  they  were  standing  on  faHaeioua  ground  > 
All  that  the  fether  of  the  youth  eoold  do 
Was  done — and  now  he  must  himself  poiWM 
Success  in  life;  and,4ioiiest  truth  to  state. 
He  Was  not  fitted  for  a  candidate : 
I,  too,  had  nothing  in  this  world  below. 
Save  what  a  Scotch  pbyaieian  oould  bestow. 
Who  for  a  pittance  took  my  mother'a  hand. 
And  if  diaposed,  what  had  they  to  command  t 

But  these  were  after  fears,  nor  came  t*  annoy 
The  tender  children  in  their  dream  a  of  joy ; 
Who  talkM  of  glebe  and  garden,  tithe  and  reo^ 
And  how  a  fencied  income  ahould  be  apeiit ; 
What  friends,  what  social  parties  we  should  sed^ 
And  live  with  what  genteel  economy ; 
In  fact,  we  gave  our  hearts  as.  children  give^ 
And  thought  of  living  as  our  neighbours  Uv«. 

Now  when  asanred  ourselves  that  all  was  weD, 
T  was  right  our  friends  of  these  designa  to  leO ; 
For  thia  we  parted. — Grandmamma,  amaxed« 
Upon  her  child  with  fond  compassion  gaaed  ; 
Then  pious  tears  appear*d,  but  not  a  word 
In  aid  of  weeping  till  she  cried,  **  G^od  Lord  !* 
She  then,  with  hurried  motion,  sought  the  staii% 
And  calling  Bid^y,  bade  ber  oome  to  prayers. 

Yet  the  good  lady  early  in  her  life 

Was  cail*d  to  vow  the  duties  of  a  wifes 

She  sought  the  altar  by  her  friends'  advice. 

No  free-will  offering,  but  a  sacrifice : 

But  here  a  forward  girl  and  eager  boy 

Daied  talk  of  life,  and  turn  their  heads  with  joy^ 

To  my  mamma  I  wrote  in  iust  the  Way 
I  felt,  and  aaid  what  dreammg  lasses  say ; 
How  handsome  Frederick  was,  by  all  ooafesa'd, 
How  well  he  look*d,  how  very  well  be  dreasM  f 
WiUi  learning  much,  that  would  fer  both  provide^ 
His' mother's  darling,  and  his  fether*s  pride; 
And  then  he  loves  me  more  than  mind  okn  gueit, 
Than  heart  conceive,  or  ekiquenoe  express. 

No  letter  came  a  doubtful  mind  to  ease. 
And,  what  was  worse,  no  Frederick  came  to . 
To  college  gpne^se  thought  6ur  little  maid^ 
But  not  to  see  mo !  I  waa  much  afraid ; 
I  walkM  the  garden  round,  and  deeply  aigh*d. 
When  grandmamma  grpw  feint !  and  dropt,  md 
died: 
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A  ftte  so  Bwfnl  and  so  sudden  drove 

All  dee  away,  and  half  cxtin^ivlt'd  lov^ 

Stranfs  ptople  came-;   they  searchM  ike  boose 

aroandf 
And,  Tul^r  wretches !  sold  whiite*^r  they  fbond } 
The' secret  hoards  that  In  thd  drawers  were  kep^ 
The  stiver  toys  that  with  the  tokens  slept, 
The  precious  beads,  the  corals  with  their  beOs, 
That  laid  secure,  lockM  up  in  secret  cells, 
The  costly  silk,  the  tabby,  the  brocade. 
The  very  ^rment  for  the  wedding  made, 
Were  brought  to  sale,  with  many  a  jest  thereon ; 
"Goinjj — a  bridal  drese^fbr — Going ! — Gone." 
Thai  ring,  dear  pledge  of  early  love  and  trae* 
That  to  the  wedded  nng^  almost  grew, 
Wu  sold  for  six  and  ten-penca  to  a  Jew  I 

Great  was  the  fkncied  worth ;  bnt  ah !  how  small 
The  sum  thus  made,  and  yet  how  valued  all ! 
But  all  that  to  the  shameful  service  went 
Just  paid  the  bills,  the  burial,  and  the  rent; 
And  I  and  Biddy,  poor  deserted  maids ! 
Were  tornM  adrift  to  deck  for  other  aids. 

Now  left  by  all  the  world,  as  I  belieted, 

I  ^onder'd  raoeh  that  I  so  little  grieved ; 

Tet  I  was  frigbten*d  at  the  painfiil  view 

Of  shifUess  want,  and  saw  not  what  to  do : 

Id  times  like  this  the  poor  have  little  dread,* 

They  dan  bnt  work,  and  they  shall  then  be  ied{ 

And  Biddy  cheerM  me  with  such  thoughts  as  this, 

**  You  11  find  the  poor  have  their  enjoyments.  Miss!" 

Indeed  I  saw,  fbr  Biddy  took  me  home 

To  a  forsaken  hovers  cold  and  gloom ; 

And  while  my  tears  in  plenteous  flow  were  shed. 

With  her  own  hands  she  placed  her  proper  bed,  . 

Reserved  for  need — A  fire  was  quickly  made. 

And  food,  the  purchase  fbr  the  day,  display *d : 

8be  let  in  air  to  make  the  damps  retire, 

lien  placed  her  sad  companion  at  her  fire ; 

%e  then  began  her  wonted  ppace  to  feel, 

Sie  bought  ber  wool,  and  sought  her  favourite 

wheel, 
That  as  she  tum'd,  she  sang^with  sober  glee, 
]!  Begone,  dull  Care !  I  'U  have  no  more  widi  thee  ;** 
Then  tum*d  to  me,  and  bade  me  weep  no  more, 
^  try  and  tas^  the  pleasures  of  the  poor. 

When  dinner  came,  on  table  brown  and  bare 

Were  placed  the  humblest  forms  of  earthen  ware. 

With  one  blue  dish,  on  which  our  food  was  phtced. 

For  appetite  provided,  not  fbr  taste : 

I  look|d  disgusted,  having  lately  seen 

^  10  minutely  delicate  and  clean ; 

jet,  as  I  sate,  I  found  to  ray  surprise 

A  TQigar  kind  of  inclination  rise, 

^  near  my  humble  friend,  and  nearer  drew. 

Tried  the  strange  food,  and  was  partaker  too. 

I  walk'd  at  eve,  bat  not  where  I  Was  seen, 
And  thought,  Vith  sorrow,  what  can  Frederick 
"  mean? 
I  most  not  write,  I  said,  for  I  am  poor ; 
And  then  I  wept  till  I  could  weep  no  more. 

Kbd-henrted  JKddy  tried  my  griefs  to  heal, 
"^  Is  a  nothing  to  what  others  feel ;  ' 
2K 


Lifo  has  a  thousand  sorrows  worse  than  this, 
A  Ibver  lost  is  not  a  fortune.  Miss ! 
One  goes,  anofher  comes,  and  which  is  best 
There  is  no  telling — set  your  heart  at' rest" 

At  night  we^prayM — I  dare  not  say  a  word 

Of  our  devotion,  it  was  so  absurd ; 

And  very  pious  upon  6id{|^*s  part, 

But  mine  were  all  effusions  of  the  heart; 

While  she  her  angelscaird  their  peace  to  shed, 

And  bless  the  corners  of  our  little  .bed. 

All  was  a  dream  !  I  said,  is  this  indeed 

To  be  mv  life  7  and  thus  to  lodge  and  feed. 

To  pay  for  what  I  have,  and  work  for  what  I  need  T 

Must  1  be  poor  ?  and  Frederick,  if  we  meet,. ' 

Would  not  so  much  as  know  me  in  the  street? 

Or,  as  he  walk*d  with  ladies,  he  would  try 

To  be  engaged  as  we  were  passing  by^- 

And  then  I  wept  to  think  that  I  should  grow 

Like  them  whom  he  would  be  ashamed  to  know 

On  the  third  day,  while  striving  with  my  fate. 
And  hearing  Biddy  all  its  comforts  stat^ 
Talking  of  all  her  neighbours,  all  her  schemes,  • 
Her  stories,  merry  jests,  and  warning  dreams ; 
WHh  tales  of  mirth  and  murder !  O !  the  i^ights 
Past,  said  the  maiden,  in  such  dear  'delights, 
And  I  was  thinking,  can  th^  time  arrive 
When  I  shaHlhus  be  humbled, and  survive?    < 
Then  I  beheld  a  horse  and  handsome  gig. 
With  the  gocid  air,  tall  form,  and  comely  wig 
Of  Doctor  Maekey — I  in  fear  began 
To  sa^,  Good  heaven  preserve  me  from  the  man  V 
But  fears  ill  reason, — heaven  to  such  a  mind 
Had  lent  a  heart  compassionate  and  kinct. 

From  him  I  learnt  that  one  had  call'd  to  know 
What  Mcith  my  hand  my  parents  could  bestow ; 
And  when  he  learn*d  the  truth,  in  high  disdain 
He  told  my  fate,  and  home  retum*d  again. 

"Nay,  be  not  grieved,  my  lovely  girl;  but  few 
Wed  the  first  love,  liowever  kind  and  true ; 
Something  there  comes  to  break  the  strongest  voVr^ 
Or  mine  had  been  my  gentle  Mattie  now. 
When  the  good  lady  died — but  let  me  leave* 
All  gloomy  subjects — 'tis  not  good  to  grieve." 

Thus  the  kind  ScoCehman  soothed  jne:  hesustain'A 

A  father's  past,  and  my  submission  gain'd : 

Then  my  auction ;  and  he  often  told     , 

My  sterner  parent  that  lier  heart  was  cold ; 

He  grew  in  honour — he  obtain'd  a  name-— 

And  notv^  a  fkvoorite  with  the  place  became ; 

To  me  most  gentle,  he  would  condescend 

To  read  and  reason,  be  the  guide  and  friend  ; 

He  taught  me  knowledge  of  the  wholesome  kind*. 

And  fiU'd  with  many  a  usefhl  truth  my  mind : 

Lifo's  common  burden  daily  lighter  grew, 

And  even  Frederick  lessen'd  in  my  view  : 

Cold  and  repulsive  as  he  oiice  appeared. 

He  was  by  every  generous  act  endear'd  ; 

And,  above  all,  that  he  with  ardour  fiU'd 

My  soul  for  truth^ — a  love  by  him  instill'd ; 

Till  my  mamma  grew  jealous  of  a  maid 

To  whom  an  husband  such  attention  paid : 

Not  grossly  jealous ;  but  it  gave  her  pain, 

And  she  observed,  "  He  made  her  daughter  vaiilt 
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And  what  \n»  help  to  one  who  nraat  not  look 
To  gain  her  bread  by  poringr  on  a  book  7** 

This  was  diatress  ^  but  thk,  and  all  beside, 
Was  lost  in  grief--n)jr  kinder  parent  died, 
When  praja^d  and  loved,  when  joy  and  health  h^ 

gave, 
He  sank  lamented  to  ^  early  grave : 
Then  love  iind  wo — ^the  parent  and  the  child. 
Loft  in  one  gtief,  allied  and  reconciled. 

Yet  soon  a  wiU,  that  left  me  half  his  worth. 
To  the  saine  spirit  gave  a  siecond  birth  : 
But  *t  was  a  mother^s  spleen ;  and  she  indeed 
Was  sick,  and  sad,  and  had  of  comfort  need ; 
I  WatchM  the  way  her  anxious  spirit  took. 
And  often  found  her  musing  o^er  a  book ; 
She  changed  her  dress,  her  -church,  her  priest,  her 
prayer, 

.  JoinM  a  new  aedt,  and  sought  her  comforts  there ; 

'Some  strange  coarse  people  came,  and  were  so  free 
In  their  addresses,  they  offended  me; 
But  my  ntemma  threw  all  her  pride  away—     - 

IMore  numble  she  as  more  assuming  they. 

•^  And  what,"  they  said,  as  having  power,  ••  are  now 
*11ie  inward  conflicts  7  do  you  strive  X  and  how  7*' 
^Themselves  confessing  thoughts  sq  new  and  wild, 
'I  thought  them  like  the  visions  of  a  child. 
***  Could  we,**  they  ask,  *«  our  best  good  deeds  oon- 

dem'n  7 
.And  did  we  long  to  touch  the  (prment^s  hem  7 
.And  was  it  so  with  us  7  fgr  so  it  was  with  them." 

.A  younger  few  assumed  a  softer  part. 
And  tried  tq  shake  the  fortress  of  mj  heart ; 
'To  this  my  pliant  mother  lent  her  aid, 
.And  wished  the  winning  of  her  erring  maid : 
'1  was  constrained  her  female  friends  to  hear ; 
But  suffered  not  a  bearded  convert  near : 
'Though  more  than  one  attempted,  with  their  whine^ 
And  **  Sister !  sister !  how  that  heart  of  thine  7" 
But  thb  was  freedom  I  for  ever  checked : 
Mine  was  a  heart  no  brothet  could  affect 

iBot  **  would  I  hear  the  preacher,  and  receive 
^The  dropping  dew  of  his  discourse  at  eve  7 
'The  sofl,  sweet  words  7"  I  gave  two  precious  hours 
iTo  hear,  of  gifU  and  graces ;  helps  and  powers ; 
When  a  pale  youth,  who  bhould  dismiss  the  flock, 
•iJave  to  my  bosom  an  electric  shock. 
'  While  in  that  act  he  look'd  upon  my  &ce 
.As  one  in  that  all-equalizing  place : 
~Nor,  though  he  sought  me,  would  he  lay  aside 
Their  cokl,  dead  freedom,  or  their  dull,  sad  pride. 

^Of  his  conversion  he  with  triumph  spokci 
Before  he  orders  from  a  bishop  took  : 
Then  how  his  father's  anger  be  had  braved, 

.  And,  safe  himself,  his  erring  neighbours  sated. 

.Me  he  rejoiced  a  sister  to  tehold 

.Among? the  members  of  his  fkvourite  fold; 

IHe  had  not  sought  me,  the  availing  call 

>I>em9nded  ^1  hie  love,  and  had  it  all ; 

IBot,  now  thus  met,  it  must  be  heaven's  design. 

.Indeed  I  I  thought,  it  never  shall  be  mine ; 
Yea,  we  roust  wed.    He  was  not  rich :  and  I 
Bad  of  the  earthly  good  a  mean  supply ; 


But  it  sufficed.    Of  his  conversion  then 
He  told,  and  Uboura  in  converting  men; 
For  he  was  chosen  all  their  bandfe  among— 
Another  Daniel  I  honour'd,  though  so  young.  * 

He  calPd  me  sisier :  «how*d  me  that  he  knew 
What  I  possessM;  and  told  what  it  wm^  do. 
My  looks,  I  judge,  ezpress'd  my  ftill  disdain. 
But  it  was  ffiven  to  the  man  in  vain : 
They  preach  till  they  are  flroud,  and  pride  diatariia 
*     the  brain. 

Isjhis  the  youth  once  timid,  mild,  polite  7 
How  odious  new,  and  sick'ning  to  the  eicfat  I 
Proud  that  he  sees,  and  yet  so  truly  blind, 
With  all  this  blight  and  mildew  oin  the  mindf ! 

Amazed,  the  solemn  creature  heard  me  vam 
That  I  was  not' disposed  to  take  him  now.' 

**  Then,  art  tholi  changed,  fair  maiden  ?  ehnnged 

.    thy  heart  7" 
I  answered,  "  No ;  but  I  perceive  thou  art** 

Still  was  my  mother  sad,  h^r  nerves  relaz*d. 
And*  our  small  iHDome  for  advice  wav  tax'jd. 
When  I,  who  long'd  for  change  and  freedom,  cried, 
Let  sea  and  Sidmouth's  balmy  air  be  tried ; 
And  so  they  were,  and  every  neighbouring  sec 
That  jnake  the  bosom,  like  the  cUme,  serene, 
Yet  i^ere  her  teachers  loth  to  yield  assent ; 
And  not  without. the  warning  voice  we  went; 
And  there  was  secret  counsel  all  unknown 
To  me — bu(  I  had  counaieiof  my  own. 


And  now  there  passM  a  portion  of  my  time 

In  ease  delicious,  and  in  joy  sublime — 

With  friends  endear'd  by  kiridness— with  deligliti— 

In  all  that  could  the  feeling  ibind  excite. 

Or  please,  excited,  walks  in  every  place 

Where  we  could  pleasure  find  and  beauty  tjnee. 

Or  views  at  night,  where  on  the  rocky  steep 

Shines  the  full  moon,  or  .glitters  on  the  deep. 

Yes,  they  were  happy  days ;  but  they  are  fled ! 
All  now  are  parted — part  are  with  the  dead  ! 
Still  it  is  pleasure,  though  *t  is  raix*d  with  peia. 
To  think  of  joys  that  cannot  live  again  I 
Here  cannot  livje ;  but  they  excite  desire 
Of  purer  kind,  and  heavenly  thoughte  inspire  I 

And  now  my  mother,  weaken'd  in  her  mind. 
Her  will,  subdued  before,  to  me  resign*d. 
Wean'd  flom  her  late  directors,  by  degrees 
She  sank  -resigned,  and  only  sought  for  easei 
In  a  small  town  upon  the  eoast  we  fix*d. 
Nor  in  amusement  with  associates  mix*d. 
My  years^ — but  other  mode  will  I  pursue. 
And  <onnt  my  time  by  what  I  sought  to  da 

And  was  that  mind  at  ease  7  could  I  avow 
That  no  onoe  leading  thoughte  engaged  me  now  ? 
Was  I  coHYinced  th*  enthusiastio  man 
Had  ruin*d  what  the  loring  boy  began  7 

I  answer  doubting — I  could  still  detect 
Feelings  too  8ofi---yet  him  I  eould  reject-^ 
Feelings  that  came  when  I  had  least  employ. 
When  common  pleasures  I  could  least  enjoy-— 
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When  I  was  ftJtAur  londy  in  tho  raya 
Of  a  (Ul  moon,  in  kmely  walks  and  ways—* 
When  I  was  sighing  o'er  a  tale^  distresi. 
And  paid  attention  to  ray  Bible  Ibss. 

These  fiwnd,  |  sought  my  remedies  for  these;  . 
I  sufibrM  common  things  ihy  mind  to  please, 
And  oommon  pleasures :  seldom  walk*^  atone, 
Nor  when  the  moon  upont  the  waters  shone ; 
"Bat  then  my  candles  lU,  ray  windovy  ckned. 
My  needle  took,  and  with  my  neigKbonrs  prosed:' 
And  in  one  year — nay,  ere  the  end  of  one,  * 

My  labour  coded,  and  my  love  was  done. 

My  heart  at  rest,  I  boldly  lookM  within,     , 
And  dared  to  ask  it  of  its  secret  sin ; 
Aks !  with  pride  it  aiiswer*d,  **  Look  around, 
And  tell  me  where  a  better  heart  is  found." 
And  then  I  traced  my  virtues :  O !  how  few. 
In  fact,  they  were,- and  yet  how  vain  I  grew! 
Thought  of  my  inndness,  condescension,  ease. 
My  will,  niy  wishes,,  nay,  my  power  to  please. 
I  judged  me  nrudent,  rational,  discreet. 
And  yoid  of  folly,  falsehood  and  deceit 
I  read,  not  lightly«  as  I  some  had  known. 
But  made  kn  aothor^s  meaning  all  my  own : 
In  short,  what  lady  could  a  pqet  choose 
As  a  superior  subject  ibr  his  muse  7 

So  said  my  heart,  and  Conscience  straight  replied — 

*■  I  say  the  matter  is  ncA  fairly  tried : 

I  am  ofFended,  hurt,  dissatisfied :     . 

Fiist  of  the  Christian  graces,  let  me  see     '* 

What  thy  pretensions  to  hnmiltty  7 

Art  tlioQ  prepared  for  trial  7  Wilt  thou  say 

I  am  this  being,  and  for  judgment  pray  7 

And  with  the  gallant  Frenchman,  wilt  thou  cry, 

When  to  thy  Judge  presented,  thus  am  I — 

'Dios  was  I  fomrd — ^these  talents  I  possessM — 

So  I  empIoyM  them — and  thou  knoW^st  flie  rest** 

Thus  Conscience ;  »and  she  then  a  picture  drew. 
And  bade  me  think  and  tremble  at  the  yiew. 
One  I  beheld — a  wi&,  a  mother-— go 
To  gkmniy  scenes  of  wiekedneH  ^d  wo ; 
She  sought  her  way  through  all  things  yile  and  base, 
And  m^  a  prison  a  religious  place : 
Fighting  her  way — the  way  that  angels  fight 
With  powers  of  darknes8-*to  let  in  the  Hght^, 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  hast  Uioq  such  rictory  Won 
As  this,  a  amner  of  thy  aex,  has  done, 
And  caHs  herself  a  sinner  7  What  art  thoaT 
And  where  thy  praise  and  epilation  now  T 
Tet  is  she  tender,  delicate,  snd  nice, 
And  shrinks  from  all  depravity  and  rioe ; 
Shrinks  from  the  ruffian  gaze,  the  sayage  fdoom, 
That  reign  where  guilt  and  mitery  find  an  home  : 
Guilt  chain'd,  and  misery  purchased ;  and  with  them 
All  we  abhor,  abominate,  condemn — 
The  look  of  scorn,  the  scowl,  tb^  insulting  leer 
Of  shame,  aU  fix'd  on  her  who  Tentures  here  t 
Tet  all  she  brayed !  she  kept  her  stedfast  eye 
On  the  dear  cause,  and  brush'd  the  baseness  by. 

Bo  would  a  mother  press  her  darling  child 
Close  to  her  breast,  with  tainted  rags  defiled. 
But  than  hast  talents  truly !  say  the  ten : 
Come,  let  us  look  at  their  improvement  then.  ' 


What  hast  thou  done  to  aid  thy  snfiering  kind, 
To  help  the  sick,  the  deaf,  the  lame,  the  blind  f 
Hast  thou  not  spent  thy  intellectual  force 
On  books  abstruse^  in  critical  discourse  I 
'Wasting  hi  useless  energy  thy  d^ys. 
And  idly'  listening  to  their  common  pralsoi 
Who  ckn  a  kind  of  transient  fame  dispense, 
And  say—''  a  woman  of  exceeding  eense.^  ' 

Thus  tried,  and  failing,  the  suggestions  fled, 
And  a  corrected  spirit  reign*d  inMead. 

Mr  mother  jet  was  living ;  but  the  flame 
Of  life  now  flash'd,  and  fainter  then  became ; 
I  made  it  pleasant,  and  was  nleased  po  see 
A  parent  looking  as  a  child  to  me. 

And  now  our  humble  place  grew  wond*Tous  |^y; 

Came  gallant  persons  in  their  red  array : 

All  strangers  welcome  there,  extremely  iPotoonM 

they. 
When  in  the  church  I  saw  inquiring  eyes 
Fix'd  on  my  fiK»  with  pleasure  and  surprise  ( 
And  soon  a  knocking  at  my  door  was  heard ; 
And  soon  the  lover  of  my  yodth  appear'd— • 
Frederick,  in  all  his*  glory,  glad  to  meet,     • 
And  say;  **  his  happiness  was  now  complete.? 

He  UAd  bis  flight  from  superstitious  zeal ; 
But  first  what  torments  he  was  doom*d  to  feel  >— > 
''The  tender  tears  he  saw  from  women* fiill— 
The  strong  persuasions  of  the  brethren  all— 
The  threats  of  crazed  enthusiasts,  bound  to  keep 
The  struggling  mind,  and  awe  the  straying  sheep— 
TVom  these^  their  love,  their  curses,  and  ti^ir  ereed. 
Was  1  by  reason  and  exertion  freed." 

Then,  like  a  man  who  often  had  been  told 
And  was  convinced  success  attends  the  bold. 
His  former  purpose  he  renew*d,  and  swore 
He  never  loved  me  half  so  well  before : 
Before  he  ibh.a  something  to  divide 
The  heart,  that  now  had  not  a  k>ve  beside. 

In  eariier  times  had  I  myself  amused, 
And  first  my  swain  perplex'd,  and  then  refhsed; 
Cure  for  conceit ; — but  now  4n  purpose  grave. 
Strong  and  decisive  the  reply  I  gave. 
Still  he  would  come,  and  talk  as  idlers  do, 
Both  of  his  old  associates  and  his  new ; 
Those  who  their  dreams  and  reveries  receive 
For  ikcts,  and  those  who  would  not  facts  believe. 

He  now*  conbeived  that  truth  was  hidden,  placed 
He  knew  not  where,  she  never  could  be  traced ; 
**  ^Dt  that  in  every  place,-  the  world  around. 
Might  some  resemblance  of  the  nymph  be  found : 
Tet  wise  man  knew  these  shadows  to  be  vain, 
Sach  as  our  true  philosophers  disdain,-*- 
/They  laugh  to  see  what  vul^r  minds  pursue— 
'  ^ruth,  as  a  mistress,  never  m  their  view — 
But  there  the  shadow  flies,  and  that,  they  017,  is 
true." 

Thus,  at  the  college  and  the  meetmg  train*d. 
My  lover  seem*d  his  aem^  to  have  gain'd ; 
With  some  .compassion  I  essay*d  a  cure : 
**  If  truth  be  hidden,  why  art  thou  ao  sure.r* 
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This  he  iBMtook  for  tea^rneM^  and  cried, 
•"  If  Hise  of  thM,  I  cure  not  what  begider 
Compelled  to  lilenoe,  I,  in  pore  disdain. 
Withdrew  from  one  bo  ineolent  and- vain ; 
Ha  then  retired,  and,  I  was  kindly  told, 
**  III  pure  compaaaion  grew  eatruiged  and  obtd." 

My  mother  died ;  but,  in  my  grief,  drew  near  ' 
A  bosom  friend,  who  dried  the  aeelees  tear. 
We  lived  together : .  we  combined  oor  abaraa 
Of  the  world's  good,  and  learned  to  brave  its  cai:^ : 
We  were  the  ladies^  of  the  place,  and  found 
Protection  and  respect  the  cocmtrr  round ; 
We  gave,  and  largely,  for  we  wish'd  to  live 
In  good  repute*— for  this  H  is  good  to  give ; 
Our  annual  present  to  the  priest  convey'd 
Was  kindlji  taken ; — we  In  comfort  prayM ; 
There  none  molested  in  tlie  crimson  p^w 
The  worthy  ladies,  whom  the  vicar  knew : 
And  we  began  to  Uiink  that  life  might  be, 
Not  happy  all,  but  innof^ntly  frep. 

Mt  fiibnd  in  early  life  was  bound  to  (me 
Of  gentle  kindred,  but  a  younger  son. 
He  fortune's  smile  with  persexenmce  wooM, 
And  .wealth  beneath  the  burning  sun  pocsued : 
There,  urged  by  love  and  youthful  hope,  he  went, 
Loth ;  but  'fwoi  all  his  fortune  could  present 
From  hence  he  wrote ;  and,  with  a  lover's  fears^ 
And  gloomy  ibndness,  talk'd  of  future  years; 
To  her  devoted,  his  Priscilla  found 
His  faithful  heart  stiU  suflbring  with  its  wound. 
That  Would  not  heal.    A  second  time  she  heard ; 
And  then  no  more :  nor  lover  since  appear'd. 
Year  after  year  the  country's  fleet  arrived, 
Confirm'd  her  fear,  and  yet  her  love  survived ; 
It  still  was  living ;  yet  her  hope  was  dead,     . 
And  youthful  dreams,  nay,  youth  itself,  was  fled; 
And  he  was  lost :  so  urged  her  friends,  so  she 
At  kngth  believed,  and  thus  retired  with  me ; 
She  would  a  dedicated  vestal  prove, 
And  give  her  virgin  vows  to  heaven  and  love ; 
She  dwelt  with  fond  regret  on  pleasures  past. 
With  ardent  hope  on  those  that  ever  last ;  ' 
Pious  and  tender,  every  day  she  view'd 
With  solemn  joy  our  perfect  solitude ; . 
Her  reading,  that  which  most. delighted  her. 
That  soothed  the  passions,  yet  would  gently  sttr ; 
The  tender,  softening,  melancholy  strain. 
That  caused  not  pleaaure,  but  that  vanquishM  pain. 
In  tears  she  read,  and  wept,  and  long'd  to  read  agaiik 

But  othmr  worlds  were  her  supreme  delight, 
And  there,  it  seem'd,  she  long'd  to  take  her  flight  ( 
Yet  patient,  pensive,  arm'd  by  thoughts  sublisie, 
ShQ  watch'd  the  tardy  step  of  lingermg  time. 

My  friend,  with  (ace  that  most  would  handsome 

call,       . 
PossessM  the  charm  that  wins  the  heart  of  aU;       ' 
And,  ihrioe  entreated  by  a  lover's  prayer. 
She  thrice  refused  him  with  determined  air, 

**  No !  bad  the  world  one  monarch,  and  was  ha 
All  that  the  heart  tould  wish  its  lord  to  be, — 
Lovely  and  loving,  generous,  brave,  and  true^— < 
Vafin  vei»  hie  bopet  ta  waken  ben  anew  !*' 


For  she  was  iredded  to  ideal  tievm, 
And  iiuMy's  prospecis,  that  she  wouki  not  loMb 
Would  not  forego,  to  be  a  mortal's  wife, 
And  wed  the  poor  realities  of  lifo. 

There  was  a  day,  ere  yet  the  aaComn  closed. 
When,  ere  her  wintry  wvs,  the  earth  reposed, 
When  from  the  yeUow  weed  the  feathery  crown, 
Liffht  as  the  curling  smoke,  fell  slowly  down ; 
When  the  v^ing'd  insect  settled  in  our  sight,' 
And  waited  wind  to  recommence  he^  flight « 
When  the  wide  river  was  a  silver- sheet. 
And  on  the  ocean  slept  th^tinanchor'd  fleet; 
When  fVom  our  garden,  as  ve  look'd  above. 
There  was  no  dood,  and  nothing  seemed  to  move ; 
Then  was  my  friend  in  ecstasies—she  cried, 
**  There  is,  I  feel  there  is,  a  World  beside ! 
Martha,  dear  Martha !  we  shall  hear  not  then 
Of  hearts  distr^'d  by  good  or  evil  men. 
But  all  will  constant,  tender,  iaithfbl  be— 
So  had  I  been,  and  so  had  one  with  me ; 
But  h)  this  world  the  fondest  and  the  best 
Are  the  most  tried,  most  troubled,  and  disfressM  s 
This  is  the  place  for  trial,  here  we  prove, 
And  there  enjoy,  the  fiiithfuhiess  of  k>ve. 

Nay,  were  he  here  in  all  the  pride  of  youth« 
With  honour,  valour,  tenderness^  and  truth. 
Entirely  mine,  yet  what  could  I  seeuie, 
Or  who  one  day  of  comfort  could  iosur^  7 

No !  all  is  closed  on  earth,  and  there  is  now 
Nothing  io  break  th*  indissoluble  vow ; 
But  in  that  world  will  be  th*  abiding  bliss. 
That  pays  for  every  tear  and  aigh  in  this,** 

Soch  her  ^iscdurse,  and  more  refined  it  grew. 
Till  she  had  all  her  glorious  dream  in  view ; 
And  sho  would  further  in  that  dream  propeed  . 
Than  I  dare  go,  who  doubtfully  agreed : 
Smiling  I  ask'd,  again  to  draw^  soul 
From  flight  so  hi|^  and  fancy  to  control, 
**  If  this  be  truth,  the  lover's  happier  way 
Is  distant  still  to  keep  the  purposed  day  s 
The  real  bliss  woold  mar  the  fancied  joy. 
And  marriage  all  the  drsam  of  love  destroy.** 

She  softif  smiled,  and  as  we  gmvely  talk'd, 
We  saw  a  man  who  up  the  gravel  walk'd, 
Not  quite  erect,  nor  quite  by  age  depress'd, 
A  travell'd  man,  ai)d  as  a  merehant  dress'd  ; 
Large  chain  of  gold  upon  his  watch  he  wo 
Small  golden  buckles  on  his  feet  he  bore ; 
A  head  of  gold  his  ebstly  cane  display 'd, .     . 
And  all  ^bout  him  love  of  gold  betray 'd. 

This  oome\y  man^moved  onward,  and  a  pair. 
Of  comely  maidens  met  with  serioos  air; 
Till  one  exclaim'd,  and  wildly  look'd  arbund, 
«'  O  heav'n,  't  is  Paul !"  and  dropt  upon  the  g 
But  she  reoover'd  soon,  and  you  must  guess 
What  theu  ensued,  and  how  much  happtoean. 

They  parted  lovers,  both  distvess'd  to  part ! 
The^  met  as  nei^)ibonni,  heal'd,  and  whole  ofhaait 
She  in  Ilia  absence  look'd  to  heaven  for  bliss. 
He  was  Motonted  with  a  world  like  this; 
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And  she  prepared  in  tome  ney^  stat^  to  meet* 
T^e  roan  now  apeking  for  souie  snug  Tetreat 
He  kindly  told  her  he  was  firm  and  tme. 
Nor.  donhted  her,  fttid  bade  her  then  adiea !   ' 

**  What  shall  I  do?*'  the  aighing:  maid  hegtn, 
•  How  loat  the  lo?er !  O,  how  gren  the  man." 

For  the  plain  dealer  had  his  wish  decbft^d, 
Nor  she,  devoted  victim  I  ooaM  be  apared : 
He  qK»ke  aa  one  decided  i  she  as  one 
Wko  lear'd  the  love,  and  wonld  the  lofwahun; 

**  O  Martha,  sister  of  my  soul !  -how  dies 
Each  lovely  view  f  for  can  I  truth  disguise, 
nat  this  is  he  ?  No !  no^ng  shall  persoadlB'; 
This  is  a'  man  the  naughty  World  h»  mtfde, 
An  eatinc,  drinking,  buying,  b^gaintng 
And  >can  1  love  him  ?  No !  1  never  can, 
What  oDce  be  was,  what  fancy  gave  beside^ 
•  FUl  vrell  I  know,  my  love  was  Uien  my  pride; 
What  time  has  done,  what  trade  ahd  travel 
Ton  see  I  and  yet  your  sorrowing  fri^isd^  t»9i 
But  can  I  take  him  ?"— *  Take  hytrMff*  I  crjed, 
*"  If  so  averse^bnt  wh^  so  soon  Ateid^!*"     ^ 

Mesixtinwadttly  eQest<hemai(iI|^^'d(   ' 
Set  aU  his  sail,  «nd  for  his  pnrpSiDBt^M^    -■    ^ 
Load  and  fiuniliar,  loving,  neroe  wrfftfeT  7^  ** ' , ' 
He  o^crpower'd  her  soft  timidity;  ^^:^-r**  *'  '^ 
Who^  weak  and  vain,  and  grateral  to.behcM^*-  -  -  ^ 
The  mto  w«8  hers,  and  hers  would  be  the  goM ; 
Thns  sondij  motives,  more  than  I  can  name, 
•Leagued  on  hispairt,  ftnd  she  a  wifo  became. 


A  home  was  offer'd,  bat  I  knew  too  WibII 
What  comfort  was  with  married  friends  to  dwell ; 
I  was  resigned,  and  had  I  folt  distress, 
Again  a  l^er  ofo*d  some  redress ;       .       .        . 
Behold,  a  hero  of  the  buskin  heays 
My  loss,  and  with  csnsoling  love  appetrs ; 
Frederiok  was  now  a  hero  on  the  stage, 
>  In  all  its  glories^  rhapsody,  and  rags ; 
Again  himself  he  offer*d,  offer'd  all 
That  his  an  hero  of  the  kind  can  calL 

He  for  my  sake  would  hope  of  fome  resyo, 

irldfor  I 


•Thus'  WIS.  my  lover  lost ;  yet  even  mnw 

He  claims  one  thought,  and  this  we  wiU  allow. 

His  &ther  lived  to  an  extreme  old  a|re. 
But  never  kind ! — his  son  had  left  the  stage. 
And  gainM  some  office,  bat  an  hnmUe  ^sce,  ' 
And  that  he  kwt !  Want  shafpen'd  his  disgrace, 
Ur^  him  to  seek  hisfothei^^but  too  late. 
His  jealous  brothers  wateh'd  and  bwrr'd  the  gate. 

The  old  nian  died ;  but  there  is  one  who  pays 
A  moderate  pension  for  his  Isftter  days, 
Who,  tfaou|rh  assured  inquiries  will  offend. 
Is  ever  sskmg  for  l&is  unknown  iHend ; 
Some  partial  lady,  whom  he  hopes  to  find 
As  to  his  Wairts  so  to  ins  wishes  kind. 

**  Be  still,**  a  cool  adviser  sometimes  writes— 
**  Nay,  but,"  says  be,  '*  the  gentle  maid  invites — 
Do,  let  me  know  the  youtg !  the  soft !  the  fiur  *.** 

»•  Old  man,"  't  is  answer'd, « take  tiiyself  to  praetor ; 
SK'^lsaB,  be  sober,  to  thr  nrisst  apply, 
And-^ifesd  to  an  around  toeo^-^eaorn  tb  die  f 

Now  ii«d  IjefA  ftom  Cfo's  strong  hop^s  and  foarsa 
Al^  Ho^liAurbance  mark'd  the  living  years ;  - 
So  on  in  quift  might  those  years  have  past, 
Bq^.%  ^Ikht  advenlare^  and  a  last 

"A-iandsome  boy,  from  school-day  bondage  firee, 
Oune  with  jnaauna  to  ga^e  upon  the  sea ; 
With  soft  blue  eye  he  look'dupon  the  waves, 
And  talk'd  of  tresoheroas  rooks,  and  seamen's 


And  leave  the  applanse  oreU  the  world 

Hard  ihto  was  Frederick's  never  to  sncoeed, 

Tet  ever  try — but  so  it  was  decreedi 

His  mind  was  weaken'd;    he  would  la^gh  and 


And  swore  proftisely  f  had  murdered  sleep. 

Had  quite  onmana'd  him,  deft  his  heart  in  twain,* 

And  he  should  never  be  himself  again. 

He  «m  himsalf ;  wea|[«  nervous,  kind,  and  pooK,  . 
HI  dress'd  and  idls,  he  beneged  ray  door, 
Borraw'd^— -or,  worse,  made  verses  on  my  ohanns, 
And  did  bis  best  to  fill  me  with  alarms; 
I  had  some  pity,  and  I  sought  the  prioe 
Of  my  repose — ^my  hero  was  not  nice; 
lliere  waji;  a  loan,  and  promise  I  should  be' 
From  an  the  efforts  of  his  fondness  free, 
Trcm  hunt's  ftitnre  claims,  or  those  of  vanity. 
"  Tet,"  said  he,  bowing,  **  do  to  study  take ! 
O !  what  a  Desdemona  wooldst  thon  make  !'* 
34 


There  was  muob  sweetness  in  his  boyish  smile. 
And  signs  o^  feelings  franks  that  knew  not  guiW. 

The  pSftiiBl  mother,  of  her  darliiqr  proud, 
Besoogfat  ray  friendship^  and  her  own  avow'd ; 
She  praised  her  Rupert's  perscm,  spirit,  ease, 
How  fond  of  stud  V,  yet  how  form'd  to  please ; 
In  our  disoonrse  he  often  iiore  a  put, 
And  talk'd,  heaven  bless  him!  of  his  fooling  hearts 
He  spoke  of  pleosores  seals  like  his  ei^y, 
And  hated  Lovdaoe  like  a  virtuous  boy ; 
He  felt  for  Clementina's  holy  strife, 
And  was  Sir  Charles  as  large  and  true  as  life: 
For  Virtne's  heroines  was  Us  sonl  distress'd ; 
True  love  and  guileless  honoar  fiU'd  hie  brSMA, 
Wheii,  as  the  sobjeots  drew  the  firequent  sigh. 
The  tear  stood  trembling  in  his  large  blue  eye, 
An4«oftly  he  oxolaim'd,  **  Sweet,  sweetest  ^ympa^ 

When  thus  I  heard  the  higidsome  stripling  speak, 
I  smiled  assent,  and  thought  to  pat  his  cheek; 
But  when  I  aaw  the  feelings  blushing  there. 
Signs  of  emotion  strong,  they  said,  forbear  I 

The  youth  would  speak  of  his  intent  to  live 
On  that  estate  winch  heaven  Was  pleased  to  give, 
There  with  the  partner  of  his  joys  to  dwell. 
And  nnrs6  the  virtues  that  he  loved  so  well-; 
The  humble  good  of  happy  swains  lo  share, 
And  from  the  cottage  drive  distress  and  care ; 
To  the  dear  infants  make  some  pleasures  known. 
And  teach,  he  gravely  said,  the  virtues  to  bis  oWn. 
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He  loved  to  read  in  vene,  and  Terse-like  pnmOf 
The  aoftast  tales  of  love-inflicted  woes ; 
When,  looking  fondly,  he  would  smile  and  cry, 
**  Is  there  not  tfliss  in  sensibility  ?** 

We  walk*d  together,  and  it  seemed  ^lot  harm 
In  Unking  thought  with  thought,  uid  arm  with  «nn, 
Till  the  dear  boy  would  talk  too  much  of  blisst 
And  indistinctly  murmoi^"  such  as  this*" 

When  no  maternal  wish  her  heart  beguiled. 
The  lad^  call'd  her  son  ^  the  darling  child  ;** 
When  with  some  nearer  nriew  her  speech  began, 
8be  changed  her  phrase,  and  saM,  <^  the  good  young 

man!" 
And  lost,.wheD  hinting  of  some  future  bride. 
The  woman's  prudence  in  the  mother*^  pride. 

St]U.deGent  fbar  and  conscious  folly  strove 
With  fimd  presumption  and  aspiring  love,. 
But  now  too  plain  to  me  the  strife  appeared. 
And  what  he  sought  I  knew,  and  what  he  feaf 'd ; 
The  trembling  hand  and  frequent  sigh  disclosed 
The  wish  that  prudence, 'oaro,  and  tune  opposed. 

Was  I  nqt  pleased,  will  you  demand  ? — Amused 
By  bOTJsh  love,  that  woman's  pride  refused  7 
TfhiM  I  acknowledge,  and  from  day  to  day 
Eesolved  no  longer  at  such  game  to  play ; 
•Tet  I  forbore,  though  io  my  purpose  true. 
And  firmly  ^'d  to  bid  the  youth  adieu* 

There  was  a  nioonlight  6ve,  sirenely  cool^ 
When  the  vaat  ocean  seem'd  a  mighty  pool ; 
Save  the  small  rippling  waves  that^gently  beat,  - 
We  scarcely  heard  them  falling,  at  our  feet : 
His  mother  absent,  absent  every  sound 
And  every  sight  that  could  the  youth  oonfbund ; 
The  armi  fast  lock'd  in  mine,  bis  /ear  betray'd. 
And  when  he  spoke  not,  his  designs  Oonvey'd ; 
He  oft-times  gasp^d  for  breath,  be  tried  to  speafc. 
And  studying  words,  at  last  had  words  to  seek* 

Silent  the  boy,  by  silence  more  betray'd. 
And  fearinr  kst  he  should  appear  af^d. 
He  knelt  abruptly,  and  his  speech  began—   - 
**  Pity  the  pangs  of  an  unhappy  man." 

**  Be  sure,"  I  answer'd,  ''and  relieve  them  too — 
But  why  that  posture  7  What  the  woes  to  yon  7 
To  feel  for  others'  sorrows  is  humane. 
But  too  mnoh  feeling  is  our-viytue's  bana 

Come,  my  dear  Ropert !  now  your  tale  disclose, 
That  I  may  know  the  sufferer  and  his  woes, 
Know  there  is  pain  that  wilful  man  endures, 
That  our  reproof  and  not  our  pity  cures ; 
For  though  for  such  assumed  distress  we  grieve. 
Since  they  themselves  as  well  as  us  deceive, 
Yet  we  assist  "hot"— — The  unhappy  youth, 
Unhappy  then,  behdd  not  all  the  truth. 

<*  0 !  what  is  this  7"  exclaim'd  the  dtibious  boy, 
**  Words  that  confuse  the  being  they  destroy  7 
So  have  I  read  the  gods  to  madness  drive 
The  man  condemn'd  with  adverse  fateiti  strive ; 
O !  make  thy  victim  though  by  misery  sjire, 
And  let  me  koow  the  pangs  I  must  endure  i 


For,  Hke  the  Grecian  warrior,  I  can  pray 
Falling,  to  perish  in  the  face  of  day." 

**  Pretty,  my  Rupert ;  and  it  proves'  the  use    . 
Of  all  that  learning  which  the  achoob  produce : 
But  corner  your  arm — no  trembUn^,  ,but  attend 
To  sober  truth,  and  a  maternal  friend. 

You  ask  l^r^ity  7»»— « O !  indeed  I  da" 
**  Well  then,  you  have  it,  and  assistance  too  : 
Suppose  us  married !'! — ^^*0 !  the  heavenly  tboughtT* 
"  Nay — nay,  my  friend,  be  you  hy  wisdom  tai^t; 
For  wisdom  tells  you,  love  would  soon  subside, 
FaB,  and  make  room  for  penitence  and  pride ; 
Then  would  you  meet*  the  public  eye,  and  bknie 
Your  private  taste,  and  be  o^erwhelm'd  with  shame ; 
How  must  it  then  your  bosom's  peace  destroy 
To  hear  it  said,  *  The  mother  and  her  bo;r !' 
And  then  to  show  the  sneering  world  it  bes. 
You  would' assume  the  man,  and  tyrannize; 
Ev'a  Time,  Carets  freneral  soother,  would  augrnqDi 
Your  seIf.<«proaching,  growing  diecontent 

Add  twenty  ^ears  to  my  precarious  life. 
And  lo !  your  aged,  feeUe,  wailing  wife ; 
Displeased,  displeasing,  discontented,  blamed; 
Both,  and  with  cause,  ashamipg  and  ashamed  ; 
When  I  shall  bend  beneath  a  press  of  time. 
Thou  wilt  be  all  erect  in  manhood's  prime : 
Then  wilt  tfiou  fly  to  younger  minds  I*  assuage 
Thy  bospm's  pain,  and  I  in  jealous  age 
Shajl  moFc  contempt,  if  stiU — if  active,  raga^: 
And  though  in  anguish  all  my  days  are  past,  ^ 
Yet  far  beyond  thy  wishes  they  may  last ; 
May  last  Ull  thou,  i^y  better  Drospeola  fled. 
Shall  have  no  comfort  when  thy  wife  is  dead. 

Then  thdu  in  turn,  though  none  will  call  thee. oid» 
Will  feel  thy  spirit  fled,  thy  bosom  cold  ; 
No  strong  or  eager  wish  to  make  the  will, 
Life  will  appear  to  stagnate  and  be  still,' 
As  now  with  ine  it  slumbers ;  O !  rejoice 
That  I  attend  not  to  that  pleading  voice ; 
So  will  new  hopes  this  troubled  dream  succeed. 
And  one  will  gladly  hear  my  Ruport  plead.** 

Ask  yod,  while  thus  I  could  the  youth  deny 

Was  i  unmoved  7 — Inexorable  I, 

Fix'd  and  determined :  thrice  he  made  his  pcayar. 

With  looks  of  sadness  first,  and  then  despair ; 

Thrice  doom'd  to  bear  refusal,  not  exempt. 

At  the  last  effort,  from  a  dight  contempt. 

Did  his  distress,  his  pains,  your  joy  excite  7«—    • 
No ;  but  I  fear'd  his  perseveranoo  mighL 
Was  there  no  danger  in  the  moon^s  sofl  rays,. 
To  hear  the  handMme  stripling's  earnest  praise  < 
Was  there  no  fear  that  while,  my  words  reproved 
The  eager  youth,  I  might  myself  be  moved  7 
Not  for  his  sake  alone  I  cried  persist 
No  ii^ore,  and  with  a  frown  the  cause  dismisa'd 

Seek  you  ^'  event  7 — I  scarcely  need  reply. 
Love,  unneturn'd,  will  langulSsh,  pine,  and  die : 
We  lived  awhile  in  friendship,  and  with  joy 
I  saw  depart  in  peace  the  amorous  boy. 
We  met  some  ten  years  after,  and  he  then 
Was  married,  and  as  cocoas  married  vasai 
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He  ti^*4  of  war  and  taxes,  tradd  and  fi^rras, 
And  thought  no  more  of  me,  ^r  of  my  channs. 

We  spc^e ;  and  when,  aHudinff  to  the  past,* 
Something  of  meaning  in  my  look  I  cast,  ^   • 
He,  who  ootrfd  never  UxNight  or  wish  disguise, 
LookM  }n  my  face  with  trouble  and  surprise ; 
To  kill  reaerve,  I  seized  his  arm,  and  cried, 
**  Know  me,  my  lord  !'*  when  laughing,  he  replied^ 
Wonder'd  again,  and  look'd  upon  my  ^ce, 
And  eeemM  unwilline  marks  of  time  to  trafle; 
But  soon  I  brought  him  fiiirly  to  confess, 
That  boys  in  love  judge  ill  of  happiness. 

Love  had  his  day — ^tograver  subjects  led, 
My  will  is  govem'd,  and  my  mind  is  fed ; 
And  io  more  vacant  bosoms  I  resign^ 
The  liopes  and  fears  that  once  affected  mine. 


BOOK  XIL 


.  filK  OWEN  DALE.. 

The  Rector  at  the  Hall— Why  absent— He. relates 
tfie  story  of  Sir  Owen^^Ius  Marriage — Death 
of  bis  lAdy— llis  Mind  acquires  new  Energy — 
His  Passions  awake — His  Taste  and  Sensibility 
— Admires  a  Lady— Camilla — ^Her  Purpose — 
Sir  Owen's  Disappointment — ^His  Spirit  of  Re- 
veiigB— -How  gratified— The  Dilemma  of  Love 
— ^Ab  Example  *of  Forgiveness— Its  Effect 


AoAsa  the  Biotfaen  saw  their  friend  the  priest,    « 
Who  shaved  the  cbrofiirts  ha  so  much  increased ; 
Absent  of  late— and  thus  the  squire  address*d. 
With  welcome  smile,  his  ancient  friend  and  guest 

"  What  has  detain'd  thee?  some  parochial  case 7 
SoiQe  man'e  desertion,  or  some  maid*s  disgrace  7 
Or  wert  thou  call*d,  jas  parish  priest,  to  give 
Name  to  a  new-bom  thing  that  would  not  live. 
That  its  weak  glance  upon  the  world  bad  thrown, 
And  ^hrank  in  terror  ^m  the  prospect  shown  7 
Or  hast  thou  heard  seme  dying  wretch  deplore, 
That  of  his  pleasures  he,  cotd^  taste  no  more  7  ' 
Who  wish'd  thy  aid  his  spirits  to  sustain, 
A^d  drive  away  the  fears  that  gave  him  pain  7 
For  priests  are  iholi^hi  to  have  a  patent  charm   .. 
To  ease  the  dying  smner  of  alarm  : 
Or  was  thy  business  of  &e  car^  sort, 
And  thou  wert  gone  a  patron's  smile  to.  court. 
And  Croft  or  Cresswell  wouldst  to  Binninsr  add« 
Or  take,  kind  soul !  whatever  could  be  had  7 
Once  more  I  guess :  th'  election  ilow  is  near ; 
My  friend,  perhaps,  is  sway'd,  by  hope  or  fear, 
And  all  a  patriot's  wishes,  forth  to  ride, 
And  hunt  for  votes  to  prop  the  fav'rite  side  t^ ' 

■■  More  privete  duty  calTd  me  henoe^  to  pay 
My  iKende  respeOt  on  a  rejoicmg  day,** 
Refriied  the  Rector :  **  there  is  born  a  son, 
Pride  of  an  ancient  race,  who  pray'd  fo^  one, 
And  kmg  desponded.    Would  you  hear  the  tale^ 
Ask,  end  *t  b  gnmted— of  Sir  Owen  Dale  T 


**  Grant,"  said  the  Brothers,  **  for  we  humbly  ask; 

Ours  be  the  gretitude,  and  thine  the  task  : 

Yet  dine  We  first :  then  to  this  tale  of  thine. 

As  to  thy  sermon,  seriously  Incline : 

In  neither  case  our  rector  shall  complain. 

Of  this  recited,  that  composed  in  vain. 

Something  we  heard  of  vengeata'ce,  who  appaU'd 
Like  an  inferpal  spirit,  him  who  calPd ; 
And,  ere  he  vanish'd,  would  perform  his  part, 
Inflicting  tortures  on  the  wounded  heart ; 
Of  this  but  little  from  report  we  know ; 
If  you  the  progress  of  revenge  can  show, 
Give  it,  and  alfits  horrors,  if  you  please,   ' 
We  hear  our  neighbour's  suftrings  much  at  ease. 

Is  it  not  so  7  For  do  not  men  delight — 

We  caH  them  men— our  bruisers  to  excite. 

And  uree  with  bribing  gold,  and  fi»ed  them  fi>r  the 

fight? 
Men  Iwyond  common  strength,  of  giant  size,  ^ 
And  threat'ning  terrors  in  each  other's  eyes; 
When  in  their  naked,  native  force  display'd. 
Look  answers  look,  aJFrighting  and  afraid ; 
While  skin,  like  spurs  and  feeding,  gives  the  arm 
The  wicked  power  to  do  the  greater  harm  : 
Maim'd  in  the  strife,  the  falling  man  sustains 
Th*  insulting  shout,  that  egeravates  his  pains : 
Man  can  bea^  this ;  and  shall  thy  hearers  heed 
A  tale  of  human  sufferings  7    Come !  proceed.'" 

Thus  urged,  the  worthy  rector  thought  it  meet 
Some  moral  truth,  as  prefitco,  to  repeat ; 
Reflection  serious, — common-place»  *t  is  true,- 
But  he  would  act  as  he  wae  wont  to  do, 
And  bring  his  morals  in  his  neighbour's  view* 

**  O I  how  the  passions,  insolent  and  strong. 
Bear  our  weak  minds  their  rapid  ^course  along ; 
Make  u^  the  madnese  of  their  will  obey ; 
Then  die,  and  leave  us  to  our  griefs  a  prey  V* 


Sir  Owte  Dale  his  fortieth  ye^  had  seen,^ 
With  temper  placid,  and  ^ith  mind  serene ; 
Rich ;  early  married  to  an  ea;^  wife, 
They  led  in  comfort  a  domestic  life : 
He  took  of  his  affairs  a  prudent  care, 
And  was  by  early  habit  led  to  spare ; 
Not  as  a  misery  but  in  pure  good  taste. 
That  scom'd  the  idle  wantonness  of  wasie. 

In  fact,  the  lessons  he  from  prudence  took 
Were  written  in  his  mind,  as  in  a  book  : 
There  what  to  do  he  read,  and  what  to  shuft ; 
And  all  commanded  was. with  promptness  done; 
He  seem'd  without  a  passion  to*  proceed. 
Or  one  whose  passion  no  Oorrection  need? 
Yet  some  beh'eved  thiose  passions  only  slept,. 
And  were  ip  bounds  by  early  habits  kept: 
Curb'd  as  they  were  by  fetters  worn  so  long,  - 
There  were  who  judged  them  a  rebellious  throng! 

To  these''he  stood,  not  as  a  (icro  troe^ 
Who  fought  his  fees,  and  in  the  combat  slew. 
But  one  who  all  those  fees,  when  sleeping  feund, . 
And,  unresisted,  at  his  pleasure  bound. 
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We  thought-^lbr  I  was  one— that  we  espied 
Some  indica,tioiis  strong  of  dorma^l  pride ; 
It  was  his  wish  in  peace  with  all  to  live ; 
And  he  could, pardon,  hot  could  not  forgive : 
'Naj,  there  were  times  when  stem  defiance  shook 
The  moral  man,  and  .tbreatenM  in  his  look. 

Should  thpse  fierce  ppssions — so  we  rea8on*d-r 

break 

Their  long-worn  chain,  what  ravage  will  thejr  make! 
In  vain  will  prudence  then  contend  with  pride. 
And  reason  vainly  bid  revenge  subside ; 
Anger  will  not  to  meek  persuasion  bend, 
Nor  to  the  pleas  of  hope  or  fear  attend  : 
What  curb  shall,  then,  in  their  disorder^  race, 
Check  the  wild  passions  ?  what  the  calm  replace  7 
Virtue  shall  strive  in  vain  $  and  has  he  help  in 

grace?' 

While  yet  the  wife  with  pare  discretion*  rul^d^ 
The  man  was  guided,  And  the  mind  was  ^^ool'd ; 
But  flien  that  mind  unaided  ran  to  waste : 
He  ha4.some  learning,  but  he  wanted  taste : 
Placid,  not  pleased — contented,  not  employ^d^— 
He  neither  time  improved,  nor  life  enjoy'd. 

That  wife  expired,  and  neat  the  loss  MStainM, 
Though  much  distress  he  neither  felt  nor  ieign*d ; 
He  loved  not  warmly ;  but  the  sudden  stroke 
Deeply  and  strongly  on  his  hal^its  broke. 

He  had  no  child  to  soothe  him,  and  his  farm. 
His  sports,  his  speculations,  lost  their  charm ; 
Then  would  he  read  and  travel,  would  frequent 
Life*s  busy  scenes,  and  forth  Sir  Owen  went : 
The  mind,  that  now  was  fi'ee,'  unfiz'd,  unchecked. 
Read  and  observed  with  wonderful  effect ;  , 
And  still  the  more  he  gain*d,  the  more  he  lonrM 
To  pav  that  mind  his  negligence  had  wrong*d ; 
He  felt  his  pleasures  rise  as  he  improved  ; 
And,  first  enduring,  then  the  labour  loved. 

But,  by  the  light  let  in.  Sir  Owen  found 
Some  of  those  passionshad  their  chain  unbound; 
As  from  a  trance  they  rose  to  act  their  part. 
And  seise,  as  doe  to  them,  a  feeling  heart 

.  His  very  person  now  appear'd  refined, 
And  took  some  graces  fiPom.  th*  improving  mind ; 
He  grpw  polite  without  a  fiz*d  intent. 
And  to  the  world  a  willing  pupil  went 

Restore  him  twenty  years,— restore  him  ten,— 
And  bright  had  been  his  earthly  prospect  then  t 
But  much  refinement,  when  it  late  arrives. 
May  be  the  grace,  not  comfort,  of  our  lives. 

Now  had  Sir  Owen  feeling ;  things  of  latB 
.  Indifferent,  he  began  to  love  or  hate ; 
'  What  once  could  neither  good  nor  ill  impart 
'  Now  pleased  the  senses,  and  now  touched  the  heart; 

Prospects  and  pictures  struck  th*  awakened  sight, 
.  And  each  new  object  gave  a  new  delight 

He,  like  th*  imperfect  creature  wlio  bad  shaped 
A  shroud  to  hid^  ^im,  had  at  length  escaped, 
•  Changed  from  his  grubJike  state,  to  crawl  no  more, 
^But  a.wing*d  being,  pleased  and  formed. to  soar* 


Now,  said  hia  friends,  v^hile  thus  his  views 
And  his  mind  sotlens,  what  if  he  should  love  t 
True ;  life  with  him  has  yet  serene  appear*d. 
And  therefore  love  in  wisdom  sboald  be  fear*d : 
Forty  and  five  his  years,  and  then*  to  sigh 
For  beauty's  fevour »— Son  of  fiidlty,  fly ! 

Alas !  he  loved ;  it  was  our  fear,  but  ours^ 
His  friends  alone#    He  doubted  not  his  powVi 
To  win  the  priie,  or  to  repel  the  charm. 
To  gain  the  battle,  or  escape  the  harm ; 
For  he  had  never  yet  resistance  proved,   ' 
Nor  fear*d  that  friends  ahookl  say— 'Alas!    Iw 
bved.* 

Younger  by  twenty  years,  Ca]mlla.found 

Her  face  unrivallM  when  she  smiled  or  frownM : 

Of  all  approved ;  in  manner,  fonii,  and  air, 

Made  to  attract ;  gay,  elegant,  and  feir : 

She  had,  in  beauty's  aid,  a  feir  pretence 

To  cultivated,  strong  intelligence ; 

For  she  a  dear  and  ready  mind  lud  fed 

With  wholesome  food ;  imhurt  by  what  she  read : 

She  loved  to  please ;  but,  like  her  dangerous  sex. 

To  please  the  more  whom  aba  dcsign*d  to  vex. 

ThU  heard  Sir  Owen,  and  he  aaw  it  true ; 

It  promised  pleasure,  promised  danger  too ; 

But  this  he  knew  not  then,  or  slighted  if  he  knew. 

Yet  he  deUy'd,  and  would  by  triails  prove 
That  he  was  safe;  would  see  the  signs  of  love; 
Would  not  address  her  while  a  fear  remainM ; 
But  win  his  way,  assured  of  what  he  gained. 

This  saw  the  lady,  not  displeased  to  find 
A  man  at  once  so  cautious  and  so  blind ; 
She  <mw  bis  hopes -that  she  woald  kindly  show 
Prooa  of  bar  paasion-^at  she  his  should  .know. 

**  So,  when  my  heart  is  bleeding  in  his  s!|^t. 
His  love  acknowledged  will  the  pains  requite ; 
It  is,  when  conquered,  he  fte  heart  regards ; 
Well,  good  Sir  Owen !  let  us  play  our  cards.** 

He  spake  her  praise  in  terms  that  love  afibrds, 
B;^  words  select,  and  looks  surpassing  worAi; 
Kindly  she  listenM,  and  in  turn  essayM 
To  pay  th*  applauses— and  lAie  amp^  paid : 
A  Beauty  flattering ! — ^beauteous  flatterers  feel 
The  ill  you  cause,  when  thus  in  praise  yoa  deal ; 
For  surely  he  is  more  than  man,  or  less. 
When  praised  by  Kps  that  be  would  die  to  presa. 
And  yet  liis  senses  undisturb*d  can  keep, 
Can  calmly  reason,  or  can  soundly  sleep. 

Not  so  Sir  Owen ;  him  Camilla  praised. 
And  lofty  hopes  and  strong  emotions  raised ; 
This  had  alone  the  strengUi  of  man  subdued ; 
But  this  enchantress  various  arts  pursued. 


Let-others  pray  for  music^^otheiB  pray*d 
In  vain ; — Sir  Owen  ask*d,*  and  was  obeyM : 
Let  others,  walking,  sue  that  arm  to  take. 
Unmoved  she  kept  it  fi>r  Sir  Owep's  sake ; 
Eacti  small  request  she  granted,  and  though 
He  thought  them  pledges  of  her  grantin^^  alL 
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And  Qow.the  lover,  casting  doubt  aside, 
Ui^^ed  the  fond  suit  that^eouM  not  be  denied ; 
Joy  more  than  reverepce  moved  him  when  he  said, 
■*Now  bauish  all  my  fears,  luigelic  maid  7**    * 
And  as  she  paused  for  words,  be  gaily  cried, 
*  I  must  not,,  caimot,  will  not  be  denied." 

Ah !  good  Sir  Owen,  think  not  ftvours,  such 
As  axtful  maids  allow,  amount  to  much ; 
The  sweet,  small,  poisonM  baits,  that  take  the  eye 
And  win  the  soul  of  all  who  venture  nigh. 

GamilU  listen'd,  paused,  and  lookM  surprise. 
Fair  witch !  exulting  in  her  witcheries ! 
She  toraM  aside  her  &oe,  withdrew  her  hand. 
And  aoAly  said,  **  Sixt  let  me  understand." 

*Nay  my  dear  la^ !  what  can  words  explain, 
If  an  my  looks  and  actions  plead  in  vain  7 
I  love"— She  8how*d  a  cool  respectfbl  air, 
And  he  becan  to  falti^  in  his  prayer, 
Tet  urged  lier  kindness — Kuadness  she  coniessM, 
It  was  esteem,  she  felt  it,  and  ezpreesM, 
For  her  dear  &ther*8  fi-iend ;  and  wa»  it  right 
That  firiend  of  his— she  thought  of  hers-r-to  slight  7 

This  to  the  woiid*ring  lover  strange  and  new. 
And  &]|e  appear'd— lie  would  not  think  it  true  | 
fitiO  he  pursued  the  lovely  prize,  and  still 
Beard  the  <^  words,  designed  his  hopes  to  kill ; 
He  fell  dismay*df  as  he  perceived  success 
Had  inverse  ratio,  more  obtaiaing  less ; 
And  still  she  grew  more  cool  in  her  replies 
And  talk*d  of  age  fsd  improprieties. 

Then  to  his  friends,  althou^  it  hurt  his  pride, 

And  to  the  ^dy's,  he  for  aid  applied ; 

Who  khidly  wooM  for  him,  but  strongly  were  de- 


And  now  it  was  thoee  fiercer  passions  roee» 

Urged  by  his  love  to  murder  Itis  repose ; 

Shame  took  his  soul  to  be  deceived  so  long. 

And  fierce  revenge  for  such  contemptuous  wrong : 

Jealous  he  c[rew,  and  jealousy  supplied 

His  mind  with  rage,  unsooUrd,  unsatisfied ; 

And  grievous  were  the  pangs  of  deeply  wounded 

pride. 
His  ffenetoos  soul  had  not  the  grief  sustain'd. 
Had  Be  not  thought, '  revenge  may  be  obtain'd.* 

OamiDa  grieved,  but  grief  was  now  too  late ; 
She  hnsh*d  her  lean,  and  leiith*  event  to  &i/b  ; 
Four  years  elapsed,  nor  knew  Sir  Owen  yet 
How  to  repay  the  meditated  debt ; 
The  lovely  foe  was  in  her  thirtieth  year. 
Nor  saw  the  ftvourite  of  the  heart  appear ; 
T  u  sure  less  sprightly  the  fair  nymph  became,, 
And  spoke  of  former  levities  with  shame: 
But  this,  alas !  was  not  hi  time  confessed. 
And  vengeance  wiuted  in  Sir  Owen's  breast 

But  now  the  time  arrives — ^the  maid  must  foel 
And  grieve  for  wounds  that  she  refused  to  heaL, 
Sir  C^eo,  childless,  in  his  love  had  fetrM 
A  sister's  son,  and  now  the  youth  appear'd 
In  oU  the  pride  of  manhood,  and,  b^da, 
With  all  a  soldier's  spirit  and  his  pride : 
d4«  fiL 


Valiant  and  poor,  with  all  that  Arms  bestow, 
And  wants  that  captains  in  their  quarters  know ; 
Yet  to  his  uncles  generous  heart  was  due 
The  praise,  that  wants  of  any  kinds  were  fow. 

When  he  appearVl,  Sir  Owen  foh  a  joy 
Unknown  before,  his  vengeance  UessM  the  boy — 
**  To  him  I  dare  oonfide  a  cause  so  just ; 
Love  him  she  may — O !  coidd  I  say»,she  must" 

Thua  fiz'd,  he  more  than  usual  kindness  show'd, 
Ni>r  let  the  captain  name  the  debt  he  owed ; 
But  when  be  spoke  of  gratitude,  exdaim'd, 
**.  My  dearest  Morden !  make  me  not'  ashamed ; 
£ach  for  a  friend  f  hould  do  the  best  he  con. 
The  most  obliged  is  the  obliging  man ; 
But  if  you  wi^  to  give  as  well  as  take, 
You  may  a  debtor  of  your  uncle  make." 

Morden  was  earnest  in  his  wish  to  know 
How  he  could  best  his  grateful  spirit  show. 

Now  the  third  dinner  had  their  powers  renew'd. 

And  fruit  and  wine  upon  the  table  stood ; 

The  fire  broup^ht  comfort,  and  the  warmth  it  loit 

'A  cheerfhl  spirit  to  the  feeKngs  sent. 

When  thus  the  uncle-—*'  Morden,  I  depend 

On  you  for  aid — assist  me  as  a  friend : 

Full  well  I  know  that  you'would'much  forego 

And  much  endure,  to  wreak  me  on  my  foe. 

Charles,  I  am  wrong'd,  insulted — nay,  be  otUl, 

Nor  look  iM>  fiercely, — ^there  are  none  to  kifi. 

I  loved  a  lady,  somewhat  late  in  lifo. 

Perhaps  too  ute,  and  would  have  nftde  a  w^fe ; 

Nay,  she  consented ;  for  consent  I  call 

The  mark'd  distinction  thatwas  seen  of  all. 

And  long  was  seen )  but  when  she  knew  my  pain. 

Saw  my  first  wish  her  fiivour  to  obtain. 

And  ask  her  hand— 410  sooner  was  it  ask'd. 

Than  she  the  lovely  Jezebel  uhmask'd ; 

And  by  her  haughty  airs,  and  scornful  pride. 

My  peace  was  wounded — ^nay,  my  reason  tried ; 

I  felt  despised  and  folkn  when  we  met. 

And  she,  O  folly  I  looks  too  lovely  yet ; 

Yet  iQve  no  longer  in  my  bosom  glows. 

But  my  heart  warms  at  the  revenge  it  owes. 

O !  that  I  saw  her  with  her  soul  on  fire. 
Desperate  from  love,  and  sickening  with  desire  ;' 
While  all  beheld  her  just,  unpitied  pain, 
Crrown  in  neglect,  and  sharpen'd  by  disdain ! 
Let  her  be  jealous  of  each  maid  she  sees, 
Striving  by  every  fruitless  art  to  please. 
And  when  she  fondly  looks,  let  looks  and  fondneei 


So,  lest  (m  passion's  never-restiiipf  sea. 
Hopeless  and  helpless,  let  her  think  of  me* 

Charles,  thou  art  handsome,  nor  canst  want  the  art 
To  warm  a  cold  or  win  a  wanton  heart ; 
Be  my  avebgsr"— 

Charles,  with  smile,  not  vain. 
Nor  quite  unkniz'd  with  pity  end  disdain* 
Sate  mute  with,  wonder;  but  he  sat  not  long 
Without  refledion :— Was  Sir  Owen  wrong  7 
**  do  must  I  thhik ;  for  can  I  judge  it  right 
To  treat  a  lovely  lady  with  despite  7 
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Because  she  plaj*d  too  roug^hlj  with  the  ]me 
Of  a  fond  man  whqni  she  eould  not  approve, 
And  yet  to  vex  4ii(n  for  the  Jove  he  bore 
Is  cause  enousrh  for  his  rcvcngfe,  and  jnore. 

But,  thoughts,  (o  council ! — Do  I  wear  a  chlffni 
That  will  preserve  my  citadel  from  harm  7 
Like  the  good  knight,  1  have  a  heart  that  feels 
The  wouimIs  that  beauty  makes  and  kindness  heab : 
Beau^  she  has,  It  seems,  but  is  not  kind — ' 
So  found  Sir  Owen,  and  so  I  may  find. 

Yet  why,  O  heart  of  tinder !  why  afraid? 
CoDiee  so  much  danger  from  so  mir  a  maid  7 
Wilt  thou  be  made  a  voluntary  priie 
To  the  fierce  firing  of  two  wicked  eyes  7 
Think  her  a  foe,  and  on  the  danger  rush. 
Nor  let  thy  kindred  ibr  a  coward  blush;        •     • 

But  how  if  this  iair  creatura  should  incline 
To  ^bink  too  highly  of  thb  love  of  mine, 
And,  taking  sU  my  counterfeit  address 
For  sterling  passion,  should  the  like  profeM  7 

Nay,  this  is  &lly ;  or  if  I  perceive 
Aught  of  the  kind)  I  can- but  take  my  leaf^; 
And  if  the  heart  should  feel  a  little  sore, 
Contempt  and  anger  will  its  eaee  restore. 

Then,  too,  to  his  all-bounteous  hand  I  owe 
All  I  possess,  and  almost  all  I  know  ; 
And  shall  1  for  my  friend  no  hazard  run. 
Who  seeks  no  more  for  all  his  love  has  done  7 

*T  is  but  to  meet  and  bow.  fb  talk  and  smile,  • 
To  act  a  part,  and  put  on  love  awhile ; 
And  the  good  knight  shall  see,  this  trial  madcy  _ 
That  I  have  iust  his  talents  to  persuade ; 
For  why  the  lady  should  her  heart  bestow 
On  me,' or  I  of  hec  eaamour*d  grow. 
There  *s  none  can  reason  give,  there  *8  none  c«i 
dooger  show.** 

These  were  his  rapid  thou|^hts,  and  then  he  spoke. 

**  I  ipake  a  promise,  and  will  not  revoke ; 

You  are  my  judge  in  what  is  fit  and  right. 

And  I  obey  you — bid  me  love  or  fight ; 

Yet  had  I  rather,  so  the  act  could  meet 

With  jour  concurrence, — not  to  play  the  cheat; 

In  a  ndr  cause" **  Charles,  fighting  for  your 

king. 
Did  you  e*er  judge  the  merits  of  the  thing  7 
Show  me  a  monarch  who  has  cause  like  mine, 
Aad  yet  what  soldier  would  his  cause  decline?'* 

Poor  Charles  or  mw  not,  or  refiised  to  see. 
How  weak  the  reasoning  of  our  hopes  may  be. 
And  said — ^  Dear  uncle,  I  my  king  'obey*d. 
And  for  his  fflory*s  sake  the  soldier  play'd ; 
Now  a  like  duty  shall  your  nephew  rule, 
And  for  your  vengeance  I  will  play  the  fool.** 

*T  was  well ;  but  ere  they  parted  for  repose, 
A  solemn  oath  must  the  engagement  close. 
*  Svrear  to  me,  nephew,  from  Uie  day  von  meet 
This  cruel  girl,  there  shall  be  no  deceit ;  . 
That  l»y  all  means  approved  and  used  l^  man 
Yoa  win  this  dangeroos  woman,  if  you  can; 


That  being  won,  ^ou  my  oommands  obey. 
Leave  her  lamenting,  and  pursue  youf  way ; 
And  that,  as  in  my  business,  you  will  take 
My  will  as  guide,  and  no  resistance  make : 
Take  now  an  oath — ^within  the  volume  look. 
There  is  the  Gospel — swear,  and  kiss  the  book.** 

''It  ctimol  be,**  thought  Charles,  <* he  oanngC  raft 
In  this  strange  humourtr-it  is  all  a  jest. 
All  but  dissimulation— -^ Well,  sir,  tnere ; 
Now  I  have  sworn  as  you  would  have  me  aweur.** 

** Tis  well,**  the  ande  said  in  soleom  tone: 
*'Now  send  me  vengeance,  Fate,  and  gtoan  for 
groan!" 

The  time  is  come :  (he  soldier  now  must  meet 
Th'  nnconsciotts.object  of  the  sworn  deceit  ^ 
They  meet ;  each  other*s  looks  the  pair  explore, 
And,  such  their  fortdne,  washed  to  part  no  i 


Whether  a  inan  is  thus  disposed  to  break 
An  evil  compact  he  was  forced  to  make. 
Or  whether  some  contention  in  the  breast 
Will  not  permit  a  feeling  heart  to  rest ; 
Or  was  it  nature,  who  in  every  case 
Has  made  such  mind  subjected  to  such  face ; 
Whate*er  the  cause,  no  sooner  met  the  pair 
Than  both  began  to  k>ve,  and  one  to  fett  despair. 

But  the  fiiir  damsel  saw  with  strong  delight 
Th*  impressicm  made,  and  gloried  in  the  sight : 
No  chillinff  doubt  alarm*4  her  tender  breast, 
But  she  rejoiced  in  all  his  looks  profess*d ; 
Long  ere  his  words  her  lover's  hopes  convey'd. 
They  warm*d  the  bosom  of  the  consctons  maid ; 
The  spirit  Beem*d  each  nature  to  inspire. 
And  the  two  hearts  were  fiz*d  in  one  desire. 

^  Now,**  thought  the  courteous  maid,  **  my  &tlMi*s 

friend 
Win  ready.pardon  to  my  fiiult  extend ; 
He  shaU  no  longer  lead  that  hennit*s  life. 
But  love  his  mistress  in  his  nephew's  wife ; 
My  humble  duty  shall  his  anger  ki^ 
And  I  whp  fled  his  love  will  meet  hjis  will. 
Prevent  his  least  desire,  and  every  wish  fiilfiL** 

Hail,  happy  power !  that  to  the  present  lends 
Such  views  (  not  all  on  FortUne*s  wheel  dependa. 
Hope,  fair  enchantress,  drives  each  cloud  away; 
And  now  enjoys  the  glad,  but  distant  day. 

Still  fears  ensued ;  for  love  pradnees  fear.— - 
"  To  this  dear  maid  can  I  indeed  be  dear  7 
My  fetal  oath,  alas !  I  now  repent ; 
Stern  in  his  purpose,  he  will  not  relent ; 
Would,  ere  that  oath,  I  had  Camilla  seen  f 
I  had  not  then  my  honour's  victim  been ; 
I  must  be  honest,  yet  I  know  not  how„ 
'T  is  crime  to  break,  and  death  to  keep  my  vow.** 

Sir  Owen  closely  watch'd  both  maid  and  man. 
And  saw  with  joy  proceed  his  cruel  plan ; 
Then  gave  his  praisfr— **  She  has  it— has  it  deep 
In  her  capricious  heart, — ^it  murders  sleep; 
You  see  the  looks  that  grieve,  you  see  the 
that  wasp; 
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Now  brealhe  tftin,  dear  youth,  the  kindling  fire, 
And  let  her  §eA  whaC  the  oould  once  inspiie.'* 

Alae !  obedience  was  an  easy  task. 

So  might  he  cheriah  what  he  meant  to  aek ; 

He  ventured  soon,  for  Love  prepared  his  way, 

He  nought  occasioii,  he  forbad  deUy ;  . 

In  spite  of  vow  foregone  he.  taught  the  youth 

The  loAks  of  passion,  and  the^words  of  truth ; 

In  spite  of  woman^s  caution,  doubt,  and  fear. 

He  bade  her  credit  all  she  wished  to  hear; 

Atft  honest  passion  ruled  in  either  breast, 

AJid  both  believed  the  truth  that  both  professed. 

But  now,  *inid  all  her  new-bom  hopes,  the  eyes  " 
Of  fiur  Camilla  saw  through  all  dimiae, 
Reserve,  and  apprehension— ChaJrleB,  who  now 
Grieved  fi>)r  bis  duty,  and  abhorr'd  his  vow. 
Told  the^  All  fkct,  and  it  endear*d  him  more ; 
She  Jeh  her  power,  and  pardonM  all  he  swore» 
Bmoe  to  bis  vow  be  oouM  his  wish  prefer. 
And  loved  the  man  who  gave  his  world  fbr  her. 

What  most  they  do,  and  how  their  work  begin, 
Cui  tjiey  that  t«nper  to  their  wishes  win  7 
Tbey  tned,  the^  feilM;  and  all  the^  did  t* « 
The  tempest  of  his  soul  provoked  his  rage  $ 
The  uncb  met  the  youth  with  angry  look. 
And  aned,  **  Remember,  nii  the  oath  you  took ; 
And  have  mv  pity,  Charles,  but  nothing  more. 
Deaths  and  death  only,  shall  her  peace  restore ; 
And  am  I  dying  7 — I  shall  live  to  view 
Tba  faarWt'e  sorrow,  and  enjoy  it  too* 

How !  words  ofiend  voo !  I  have  borae  for  years 
Unheeded  ayignish,  shed  derided  tears. 
Felt  •BOOTB.  in  everv  look,  endured  the  stare 
Of  wondering  feols,  who* never  felt  a  oare ; 
On  mo  all  eyee  were  fiz'd,  and  I  the  while 
'  I'd  tM  insult  of  arrival's  smile. 


And  shall  I  now— entangled  tbus  my  fee 
My  honest  vengeance  fer  a  boy  ferego  t 
A  boy  ferewam'd,  ferearm*d  7  Shall  this  be  home. 
And  I  be  cheated,  Charles,  and  thou  ferswom  ? 
Hope  not,  I  say,  for  thou  mayst  change  as  well 
The  sentence  ^ven  on  the  gates  of  hell — 
'Here  bid  adieu  to  hope,--Dere  hopeless  beings 
dwell'    \      ' 

But  does  she  love  thee,  Charles  7  I  cannot  Uvb 
IHshoDouT'd,,  unrevenced— -I  may  fergive, 
Bat  to  thy  oath  I  bind  thee ;  on  thy  soul-- 
seek  not  my  injured  Spirit  to  control ;      ^ 
Seek  not  to  soften,  I  am  hard  of  heart, 
HardenM  by.  insult  :^-Ieave  her 'now,  and  part. 
And  let  me  know  she  grieves  while  1  enjoy  her 
smart' 

Charles  first  in  anger  to  th^  knight  replied. 
Then  feH  the  dog  upon  his  soul,  and  sigh'd : 
To  his  obedience  made  his  wishes  stoop. 
And  now  ^nutted,  now  excluded  hope ; 
As  kwers  do,  he  saw  a  prospect  feir. 
And  then  so  dark,  he  sank  into  despair. 

Tlw  nnele  grieved ;  he  even  told  the  youth 
That  he  wm  sorry,  ud  it  soeu'd  a  truth  j 


But  though  it  vexL'd,  it  varied  not  his  mind. 
He  bound  himself  and  would  his  nephew  bind. 

**  I  told  htm  this,  placed  danger  in  his  view, 
Bftde  him  be  certain,  bound  him  to  be  true : 
Ai\d  shall  I  now  my  purpcipes  reject. 
Because  my  warnings  were  of  no  eflfed?" 

Thus  felt  Sir  Owen  as  a  man  whose  cause 
Is  vei^  good — it. has  his  own  applause. 


Our  knight  a  tenant  had  in  high  esteem. 
His  constant  bofnt^  whim  justice  was  his  theme : 
He  praised  the  farmer's  sense,  his  shrewd  discourse^ 
Free  without  rudeness,  manly,  and  not  coarse; 
As  fermer,  tepant,  nay,  as  man,  the  knight 
Thought  Ellis  all  th^t  is  approved  and  right; 
Then  ne  was  haippy;  and  some  envy  dre^w. 
For  koowinff  more  than  other  fermers  kneW ; 
They  call'd  him  learned,  and  it  soothed  their  pride, 
Whue  he  in  bis  way  pleased  and  gratified. 

Still  more  t' ofiend,  he  to  the  altar  led 
The  vicar's  niece,  to  early  reading  bred ; 
Who,  though  she  freely  ventured  on  the  life, 
Could  never  fully  be  the  fermer's  wife ; 
She  had  a  sofbiess,  gentleness,  and  ease. 
Sure  a  coarse  mind  to  humble  and  displease  i 
O!  had  she  never  known  a  feuH  beside. 
How  vain  their  spite,  how  impotent  their  pride  I 

Three  darling  girls  the  happy  couple  bless'd. 
Who  now  the  sweetest  lot  of  life  possees'd ; ' 
For  what  can  more  a  grateful  spirit  move 
Thanhealth  with  cbmpetenee,  and  peace  with  love  f 

Ellis  would  sometimes,  thriving  man  !  retire 
To  the  town  inn,  and  quit  the  parlpur  fire ; 
But  he  was  ever  kind  where'er  he  went. 
And  trifling  sums  in  his  amusements  spent ; 
He  bought,  he  thought  fer  bet— sha  should  have 

beoi  content : 
Ofl,  when  he  caab  received  at  Smithfield  mart, 
At  Cranboom-alley  he  would  leave  a  part; 
And,  if  to  town  he  fellow'd  what  he  sold. 
Sure  was  his  wife  a  present  to  behold. 

Still,  when  his  evenings  at  the  inn  were  spent. 
She  mused  at  home  io  sullen  diseontent ; 
And,  sighing,  yielded  to  a  wish  that  some 
With  social  spirit  to  the  &rm  would  come : 
There  was  a  fermer  in  the  place,  whose  .namei' 
And  skin  in  rural  arts,  was  known  to  feme; 
He  had  a  pupil,  by  his  landlord  sent. 
On  terma'that  gave  the  parties  much  content;  ^ 
The  youth  those  arts,  and  those  alone,  should  learn, 
With-  aught  beside  his  guide  had  no  concerns 
He  migm  to  neighb'ring  towns  or  distant  ride. 
And  there  amusements  seek  without  a  guide : 
With  handsome  prints  his  private  room  was  graced. 
His  music  there,  and  there  his  books  Were  placed : 
Men  knew  not  if  he  ferm'd,  but  they  allow'd  him 
taste. 

Bdoks,  prints,  and  music,  oease,  at  times,  to  charm^ 
And  sometimes  men  can  neither  ride  nor  farm ; 
They  look  for  kindred  minds,  and  Ceeil  feund. 
In  fermer  Eaiis,  on6  inferm'd  and  aound ;  • 
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Bat  in  hie  wJfe— I  llate  the  fact  I  tell-- 
A  lovely  being,  who  eoald  pleaie  too  well : 
And  he  was  one  who  never  would  deny 
tiimself  a  pleaaure,  or  indeed  "woold  try. 

Early  and  well  thtf  wift  of  BUb  knew 
Where  danger  was,  «nd  trembled  at  the  view ;  * 
So  evil  spirits  tremble,  but  are  still 
Evil,  and  lose  not  the  rebellious  will : 
^She  sought  not  safety  from  the  fancied  crime, 
"  And  why  retreat  before  the  dangerous  time  ?*' 

0(1  came  the  student  of  the  farm  and  read, 
And  found  his  mind  with  more  than  riding  fe^ : 
This  Ellis  seeing,  left  them,  or  he  staid, 
As  i^essed  him,  not  offendeid  nor  afiraid ; 
He  came  in  spirits  with  his  jfirls  to  play, 
Then  ask  excuse,  and,  laufffamg,  walk  away : 
When,  an  he  enterM,  Cecircooeed  to  read, 
He  would  exolaim,  **  Proceed,  my  friend,  proceed  {* 
Qr,  sometimes  weary,  ivould  to  bed  retire. 
And  &ar.uid  anger  by  his  ease  ihspire. 

■*  My  conversation  does  he  th^n  despise  7 
Leaves  he  this  slighted  face  for  other  eyes  V* 
So  said  Alicia ;  and  she  dwelt  so  long 
Upon  that  thought,  to  leave  her  was  to  wtong. 

Alas !  tiie  woman  loved  the  soothing  iimgae. 
That  yet  pronounoed  her  beautiful  and  young; 
The  tongue  that,  se6min^  careless,  ever  praim ; 
The  eye  that,  roving,  on  her  person  ga2ed ; 
The  ready  service,  on  the  watch  to  please ; 
And  all  such  sweet,  small  courtesies  as  thest. 

Still  there  was  viftne,  but  a  rolling  stone 
On  a  hill^s  brow  is  no^  more  quickly  gone ; 
The  slightest  motion,— Kxsasing  from  our  care, — 
A  moment's  absence,^when  we're  not  aware, 
When  down  it  rolh,  and  at  the  bottom  lies, 
Sunk,  lost,  degraded,  never  more  to  rise ! 
Far  off  the  glorious -height  from*  whence  it  lell, 
With  all  things  base  and  infiunous  to  dwclL 

Friendship  with  woman  is  a  dangerous  thing — 
Thence  hopes  avow'd  and  bold  confessions  spring : 
Frailties  confessM  to  other  frailties  lead. 
And  new  confessions  new  desires  succeed; 
And,  when  the  friends  have  thus  their  hearts  dis^ 

closed, 
They  find  how  little  is  to  guilt  opposed. 

The  fee*s  attiusk  will  on  the  fort  begin. 
When  be  is  certain  of  a  fnend  within. 

When  all  was  tost,— or,  in  the  fover'e  sight, 
Whei»  aJl  was  won,— the  kdy  thought  of  flig'ht 

**  What !  sink  a  slave  7"  she  eaid,  •'and  with  deceit 
The  rigid  virtue  of  a  husband  meet  7 
]So!  arm*d  with  death,  I  would  his  fury  brave, 
And  own  the  justice  of  the  blow,  he  gave ! 
]M  thus  to  see  him  easy,  careless,  c<dd« 
And  his  confiding  folly  to  behold ; 
To  feel  incessant  fears  that  he  should  read, 
In  looks  assumed,  the  cause  whenee  they  proceed, 
I  cannot  brook ;  nor  wiO  I  here  abide 
Till  ehanee  betrays  the  crime  4hat  shame  would 
hide: 


Fly  with  me,  Henry  !**  Henry  sought  In  vain 

To  soothe  her  terrors  and  .her  griem  reslnim: 

He  saw  the  lengths  that  women  dared  to  ro, 

And  fear'd  the  husband  .both  as  friend  and  fbe. 

Of  fiirming  weary-^for  the  guiltjf  mind 

Can  no  resource  in  guiltless  studies  find. 

Left  to  himself,  his  mother  all  unknown. 

His  titled  father,  lolh  the  boy  to  own. 

Had  hrm  to  decent  expectations  bred, 

A  favour'd  of&pring  of  a  lawless  bed ; 

And  would  he  censure  one  who  should  pursoe 

The  way  he  took  7  Alicia  yet  was  new : 

Her  passion  pleased  Mm :  he  agreed  on  Bight : 

They  fixM  the  method,  and  they  chose  the  night. 

Then,  while  the  farmer  read  of  public  crimes. 
Collating  'coolly  Chronicles  and  Ttmea, 
The  flight  was  taken  by  the  guilty  pair, 
That  made  one  passage  in  the  columns  there- 

The  heart  of  Ellis  bled ;  the  comfort,  pride, 
The  hope  and  sta^  of  his  existebee,  died ; 
Rage  from  the  rmn  of  his  peace  arose, 
And  he  would  follow  and  destroy  his  foes ; 
Would  with  wild  haste  the  g\n\ty  pair  porsoe. 
And  when  he  found— Oooc  heaven!  whaft  we«dfl 
he  do  7 

That  wretched  woman  he  would  wildly  seise, 

And  agonize  her  heart,  his  own  to  ease. 

That  guilty  man  would  grasps  and  in  her  sight 

Insult  his  pangs,  and  her  despair  excite; 

Bring  death  in  view,  and  then  the  stroke  i 

And  draw  out  tortures  till  his  life  should  end': 

O !  it  shouM  stand  recorded  in  all  time, 

How  they  transgress^,  and  be  avesgod  the  orioM ! 

In  this  bad  world  shondd  all  his  business  oeese^ 
He  would  not  seek — he  would  not  taste  of  peace  t 
But  wrath  should  live  till  vengeance  had  her  dns^ 
And  with  his  wrath  his  life  should  perish  toa 

Hiavirls — not  his — ^he  would  not  be  so  weak- 
Child  was  a  word  he  never  more  most  speak ! 
How  did  he  know  what  villains  had  defiled 
His  honest  bed  ? — He  spiimM  the  name  of  child : 
Keep  them  he  must ;  but  be  would  coarsely  hide 
Their  forms,  and  nip  the  growth  of  woman's  pride  ; 
He  would  consume  their  flesh,  abridge  their  ibod. 
And  kill  the  mother-vices  in  their  blood. 


All  this  Bit  Owen  heard,  and  grieved  fbr  all, 
Hc^nth  the  husband  moum*d  Alicia's  fall ; 
'But  urged  the  vengeance  with  a  spirit  strong-. 
As  one  whose  own  rose  high  a^nst  the  wrenif  t 
He  OL^  his  tenant  by  this  passion  moved. 
Shared  in  his  wrath,  and  his  revenge  approved. 

Yeartf  now  unseen,  he  moum'd  thb  tenants  &ts^ 
And  >vonderM  how  he  bore  hii  widow'd  state ; 
Still  he  would  mention  Ellis  with  die  pride 
Of  one  who  felt  himself  to  worth  allied : 
Such  were  his  notions— had  been  long,  but  now 
He  wish*d  to  see  if  vengeance  lived,  and  how : 
He  doubted  not  a  mind  so  strong  must  feel 
Most  righteously,  and  righteous  measures  deal. 
Then  wookf  he  go,  and  haply  he  might  find 
Some  new  excitement  fer  a  weary  naoA ; 
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Might  learD  the  nuaeiin  of  a  pair  ondoiie, 
One  0OorD'il  and  bated,  lost  and  perishM  one ; 
Y«8»  he  wottld  praise  to  viitaooe  anger  gi?ef 
And  BO  his  vengeance  should  be  nursed  and  live. 

EHii  w)i8  glad  to  see  his  landlord  come* 

A  transient  joy  broke  in  upon  his  gloom. 

And  pleased  be  led  the  knight  to  a  superior  room ; 

Where  she  was  wont  in  happier  days  to  sit. 

Who  paid  with  smiles  his  condescending  wit 

There  the  sad  husband,  who  had  seldom  been 
Where*  prints  acquired  in  happier  days  were  seen, 
Now  struck  by  these,  and  carried  to  the  past, 
A  painful  look  on  every  object  cast : 
Sir  Owen  saw  bis  tenant's  troubled  state. 
But  still  he  wished  to  know  the  offeodere'  fate. 

«  Know  you  they  euffer,  EUis  7**— Ellis  knew  ;— 
■*  "T  is  well !  *t  is  just !  but  have  they  all  their  due  7 
Have  they  in  .m|nd  and  body,  head  and  heart, 
8uB«ftin*d  ,the  pangs  of  their  accursed  part  7** 

"Th^    have !»•—•♦  »Tis   well!"— "And   wanttf 

enough  to  shake  i 

The  firmest  mind,  the  stoutest  heartjto  break.*' 

**  Bat  have  yop  wen  them  in'  soeh  misery  dwell  T* 
« I»  mwery  pMt  deMriptifln.**---**T1iat  ia  wefl.*' 

"  Alas !  Sir  Owen,  it  perhaps  is  just,-^ 

Yet  I  began  my  purpose  tcvdistrust; 

For  they  to  justice  have  discharged  a  debt. 

That  vengeance  surely  may  her  cUim  forget'*.    . 

••  Man,  can  you  pity  7** 

*<«AjaniaBlfeel 
Miserie«  like  theirs.*' 

**  But  never  would  you  heal  7" 

**  Hear  me.  Sir  Owen : — I  had  sought  them  long, 

Urged  by  the  pain  of  ever-present  wrong; 

Yet  bad  i^nt  seen ;  and  twice  the  year  came  round-r 

Yean  hateful  now—- ere  I  my  victims  found : 

But  I  did  find  them,  in  the  dungeon's  gloom 

Of  a  small  garret — a  precarious  home, 

For  that  depended  on  the  weekly  pay, 

And  they  were  sorely  frighten'd  on  the  day ; 

But  there  the  v  linger'd  on  fl^m  week  .to  week« 

Hannted  by  iUs  ofwhich  H  is  hard  to  speak. 

For  they  are  many  and  vexatious  all. 

The  very  smallost^^but  they  none  were  amalL 

The  roof,  nnoeil'd  in  patches,  gave  the  snow 
Entrance  within,  and  there  were  heaps  below ; 
I  paas*d  a  narrow  region  dsrk  and  cold, 
Tlie  strait  of  stairs  to  that  infectious  hold ; 
And,  when  I  enter'd,  misery  met  my  view 
In  every  shape  she  wears,  in  every  hue. 
And  the  blesh  iey  blast  across  the  dungeon  flevr ; 
There  fitiwB'd  the  ruin'd  walls  that  enoe  were 

white ; 
There  gleam'd  the  panas  that  once  admitted  li^t; 
Hiefe  Uy  onsavouiy  scraps  of  wretcbed  fi)od ; 
And  there  a  measure,  void  of  fuel,  stood-; 
'  But  who  shall  part  br  part  describe  the  staie 
Of  these,  thus  foUowM  by  relentless  fiite  7 
AB,  tooi,  in  vrinter,  when  the  icy  air 
finiathed  itfi  Ueak  venom  oA  the  guilty  pair. 


That  man,  that  Cecil ! — ^he  was  left,  it  i 
Unnamed,  unnoticed :  farewell  to  hi^  dreams ! 
Heirs  ma^e  by  law  rejected  him  of  conrse, 
And  lefl  him  neither  refuge  nor  resource ; — 
Their  fiither*s  7    No :  he  was  the  harlot*s  son 
Who  Vrong'd  them,  whom  their  duty  bade  them 

shun; 
And  they  were  duteous  all,  and  he  wa^  all  undone. 

Now  the  losi  pair,  whom  better  times  had  led 
To  part  dbputinff,  shared  their  sorrow's  bed : 
Thfsir  bed  ! — I  shudder  as  I  speak-*— and  shared 
Scraps  tb  their  hunger  by  the  hungry  spared." 

"  Man !  my  good  Ellis  I  can  you  aigh  7"— •»!  can  • 
In  short.  Sir  Owen,  I  must  feel  as  man; 
And  could  you  know  the  miseries  tliey  endured, 
The.  poor  uncertain  pittance  they  procured ; 
When  laid  aside  the  needle  and  the  pen. 
Their  sickness  won  their  nei^'bhours  of  their  den, 
Poor  aa  they  are,-  and  they  are  passing  poor. 
To  lend  some  aid  to  those  who  needed  more : 
Then,  too,  an  ague  with  the  wintev  came. 
And  in  this  state-^that  wife  I  cannot  name 
Brought  forth  a  famished  child  of  auffering  and  of 

'  shame. 
This  had  you  known,  and  traced  them  to  this  scene. 
Where  all  was  desolate,  defiled,  unclean, 
A  fircless  room,  and  where  a  fire  had  place'. 
The  blast  loud  howling  down  the  empty  space. 
You  must  have  felt  a  part  of  the  distress. 
Forgot  your  wrongs,  and  made  their  suffering  less  i" 

**  Sought  you  them,  Ellis,  from  the  me&n  inCent 
To  give  them  succour  7"  . 

••What indeed  I  meant 
At  first  wav  vengeance ;  but  I  long  pursued 
The  pair,  and  I  at  last  their  misery  view*d 
In  that  vile  garret,  which  I  cannot  paint — 
The  sight  was  loathsome,  and  the  smell  was  faint ; 
And  there  that  wife, — whom  I  had  loved  so  well. 
And  thought  so  happy,  was  condemnM  to  dwell ; 
The  gay,  the  grateful  wife,  whom  I  was  glad 
To  see  m  dress  beyond  our  station  clad, 
And  to  behold  among  our  neighbours  fine, ' 
More  than  perhaps  Iweame  a  wife  of  mine ; 
And  now  among  her  neighboura  to  explore,^ 
And  see  her  p«o6rest  of  the  very  poor  !— 
I  wonld  describe  it,  but  I  bore  a  part. 
Nor  can  explain  the  feelings  of  the  heart ; 
Yet  memory  since  has  aided  me  to  trace 
The  horrid  features  of  that  dismal  place. 

There  she  reclined  unmoved,  her  bosom  bare 
To  her  companion's  unimpassionM  stare, 
And  my  wild  wonder  i-^-scat  of  virtue !  chaata 
As  lovely  once !   O !  how  wert  thou  disgraixd ! 
Upon  that  breast,  by  sordid  ra^s  defiled^ 
Lay  the  wan  features  of  a  famiih'd  child  r-> 
That  sin-bom  babe  in  utter  misery  laid. 
Too  feebly  wxetched  even  to  cry  for  aid ; 
The  lagged  speeUng,  o'er  her  person  drawn, 
Served  for  the  dreea  that  hunger  placed  in  pawn. 

At  the  bed's  feet  the  man  reclined  his  frame : 
Their  chairs  were  perish'd  to  support  the  flamu 
That  warm'd  his  agued  limbs ;  ahd,  sad  to  see 
That  sbopk  him  fiercely  as  he  gaied  on  me. 
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1  was  confused  in  this  unhappy  view : 
My  wife !  mv  firiend !  I  could  n<A  think  it  trae; 
My  children's  raothcr,^my  AHcia,— laid 
On  ffuch  a  bed  I  so  wretched, — so  afraid ! 
And  her  gay,  young  seducer,  in  the  guise 
Of  all  we  dread,  abjure,  dcf^,  des^ns^        .  * 
And  all  the  fear  and  terror  in  his  look. 
Still  more  my  mind  to  it^  fbundation  shook. 

.  At  last  he  spoke : — *  Lbne  since  I  Would  have  died, 
But  could  not  leave  her,  though  for  death  I  stgh'd, 
Andiried  the  poisbn*d  cup,  and  dropt  it  as  I  Uied* 

She  is  a  woman,  and  that  famish*d  thing 
Makes  her  to  life,  with  &U  its  evils,  clipg : 
Feed  her,  and  let  her  breathe 'her  last  in  peace, 
And  an  my  surfings  with  your  promise 


Ghastly  he  smiled  :^I  knew  not  what  I  felt, 
But  my  heart  melted — ^hearts  of  ^int  wonki  melt, 
To  see  their  anguish,  penury;  and  shame,  ~ 
How  baso)  how  low,  how  groveling  they  became : 
I  could  not  speak  my  purpose,  but  my  eyies 
And  my  expression  bade  the  creature  rise.     - 

Yet,  O !  that  woman's  look !  my  Words  are  vain 
Her  mix'd  and  troubled  feelings  to  explain ; 
True,  there  was  shame  and  cons(dousne8s  of  feH| 
But  yet  remembrance  of  n^y  love  withd,   . 
And  knowledge  of  that  power  which  nhe  would 
now  recall. 

But  still  the  more  that  she  ta  memory  brought, 

The  greater  anguish  in  my  mind  was  wrought  ;> 

The  more  she  tried  to  bring  the  past  in  view. 

She  greater  horror  on  the  present  threw ; 

So  that,>for  love  or  pity,  terror  thriU'd 

My  blood,  and  vile  and  odious  thoughts  instilPd.    ^ 

This  war  within,  these  passions  in  their  strife^ 
If  thus  protracted,  had  ^xhaustbd  life  ; 
But  the  strong  view  of  these  departed  yean 
Caused  a  full  bnrst  of  salutary  tears. 
And  as  I  wept  at  large,  and  thought  alone, 
I  felt  my  reitson  re^ascend  her  throne.** 

»*  My  friend  !"  Sir  Owen  answer'd,  **  what  became 
Of  your  just  anger  7 — When  you  saw  their  shame, 
It  was  your  triumph,  and  you  should  have  shown 
Strength,  if  not  joy — ^their  sufierings  were  their 
own."  ♦'       '. 

**  Alas,  for  them !  their  own  in  very  deed ! 
And  they  of  mercy  had  the  greater  need ; 
Their  own  by  purchase,  for  Uieir  fraiky  paid, — 
And  wanted  Heaven's  own  justice  human  aidT 
And  seeing  this,  could  I  beseech  niy  God 
For  docper  misery,  and  a  heavier  rod  T' 

•*  But  couW  you  help  them  ?"— «•  Think,  Sir  Owen, 

how 
I  saw  Ihem  then — methinks  I  see  them  now  f 
She  had  not  fbod,  nor  aUght  a  mother  needs, 
Who  for  another  life  and  dearer  feeds : 
I  saw  her  speechless ;  on  her  w>ther'd  breast 
The  wither'd  child  extended,  but  not  prest. 
Who  soufi^ht,  with  moving  tip  and  feeble  cry, 
Vftin  instmct !  fer  the  fount  without  supply. 


Sure  it  was  all  a  grievous,  odious  scene, 

Where  all  was 'dismal,  melancholy,  mean. 

Foul  with  compell'd  neglect,  unwholeaoiiie  and  m^ 

clean; 
That  arm, — thateye, — the  odd,  the  sunken  cheek,-^ 
Spoke  all.  Sir  Owen-^fiercel^  niiseries  speak  I** 

•^  And  you  relieved?" 

'^-If  hell's  seducing  crew 
Had  ^een  that  sight,  they  must  have  pitied -too.** 

Revenge  was  thine — thou  hadst  the  power,  th« 
right; 
To  give  it  up  was  Heaven's  own  act  to  slig^ht.'* 

**  TeU  me  not,  sir,  of  rights,  and  wrongs,  or  powers ! 
I  felt  it  wriUsn—^Vengeance  is  Hot  ours  T' 

«"  Well,  Ellis,  well  !-^I  find  these  female  foes, 

Or  good  or  iUf  will  murder  our  repose ; 

And  wCj  when  Satan  tempts  them,  take  the  ciq^ 

The  fruit' of  their  foul  sin,  and  drink  it  up: 

put  shall  our  pity  all  our  claims  remit. 

And  we  the  sinners  of  their  guilt  acquit  7*.' 

**  And  what,  Sir  Owen,  will  our  vengeance  do  T 
it  fellows  us  when  we  our  fee  pursue. 
And,  as  we  strike  the  blow,  it  smilAs  tlie 


"What  didst  thbu,  man  r 

**  I  brouffht  them  to  a  cot 
Behind  your  larches, — a  sequester*!!  spot. 
Where  dwells  the  woman :  I  believe  her  mind 
Is  now  enlighten' d — I  am'^ure  resigned : 
She  gave  her  infent,  though  with  adiing  heart 
And  ^tering  spirit,  to  be  nursed  apart" 

**  And  that  vile  scoundrel" 

**  Nay,  his  name  rcflAore, 
And  can  him  Cecil, — fer  he  is  no  more : 
When  my  vain  help  was  ofier'd,  he  was  past 
All  human  aid,  and  shortly  breathed  his  last ; 
Bat*  his  heart  opeh'd,  and  he  lived  to  see 
Guilt  in  himself,  and  find  a  friend  in  m^ 

Strange  was  their  par^jpg,  parting  on  the  day 
1  offer'd  help,  and' took  the  man  away, 
Sure  not  to  meet  again,  and  t)ot  to  live 
And  taste  of  joy— He  feebly  cried,  •  Fbrg^ive ! 
I  have  thy  guilt,  thou  mine,  but  now  adfea  * 
Tempters  and  tempted !  what  will  thence  enroe 
I  know  not,  dai%  not  think !' — He  said,  and  he 
withdrew." 

••  But,  Ellis,  tell  me,  didst  thou  thus  desire 
To  heap  upon  their  heads  those  coals  of  fire?** 

**  If  fire  to  melt,  that  feeling  is  ccmfest,-^ 
If  fire  to  sham^  I  let  that  question  rest ; 
Bnt  if  aughi  more  the  sacred  words  imply, 
1  know  it  not'-no  commentator  I." 

»*Then  did  you  freely  from  your  soul  fergive?***- 

^  Sure  as  I  hope  befbre  my  Judge  to  live, 
Sure  as  I  trust  his  mercy  to  receive, 
^ute  as  his  word  I  honour  and  believe, 
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gqre  afl  the  Saviour  died  apon  the  tree 

For  all  who  aiD,— ^for  that  dear  wretch  and  me,— 

Whom  never  more  on  earth  will  I  forsake  or  bob.'* 


Box  Owen  softly  toJiia  bed  adjourned. 
Sir  Owen  quickly  to  his  home  retnmM ; 
And  all  the  way  be  roeditatingr  dwelt 
On  what  this  man  in  his  affliction  felt ; 
How  he,  resenting  'first,  forbore,  forgave^  *-- 
'  Hia  passion's  lor<C  and  not  his  angcr'^  slave : 
And  as  be  rode  he  seemM  to  fear  the  deed 
Shoold  not  be  done,  and  urged  unwonted  speed. 

Antved  at  home,  hesoomM  the  change  to  hid^ 
Nor  would  indulge  a  mean  and  selfish  pride. 
That  would  some  little  at  a  time  recal 
Th*  Avenging  vow ;  he  now  was  frankness  all : 
Be  saw  hb  nephe^,  and  with  kindness  spoke-r 
*  Charles,  I  repent  mv  purpose,  and  revoke  i 
Take  her — I  *m  taught,  and  woi^d  1  could  repay 
The  generous  teacher ;  hear  me,  and  obey : 
Bring  me  the  dear  coquette,  and  let  me  vow 
On  bpa  half  perjured  to  be  passive  now  : 
Take  lier,  and  let  me  thank  the  powers  divine 
She  was  not  stolen  when  her  hand  was-mine,  . 
Or  when  her  heart — Her^smiles  I  must  forget, 
She  may  rdvenge,  and  cancel  either  debt*' 

Here  ends  our  tale,  fi>r  who  will  doubt  the  bliss 
Of  ardent  lovers  in  a  case  like  this  7 
And  if  Sir  Owen's  was  net  half  so  sUrcmgi 
It  may,  perchance,  continue  twicer  as  long.  * 
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DELAY  HAS  DANOEB. 

Homing  Excursion — Lady  at  Silford,  who  7— Re- 
flections, on  Delay — Cecilia  and  Henry — The 
Lover*  contracted— Visit  to  the  Patron-^ Whom 
he  finds  there — Fanny  described — The  yielding 
of  Vanity — Delay— -Resentraent-^Want  of  Res- 
olution  —  Further  Entanglement  —  Danger — 
Hdw  met-^^olusion. 


'nra.EB  weeks  had  past,  and  Richard  rambles  now 

Far  as  the  dinners  of  the  day  allow ; 

He  rode  to  Farley  Grange  and  Finley  Mere, 

That  house  so  ancient,  and  that  lake  so  clear : 

He  rode  to  Ripley  through  that  river  gay, 

Where  in  the  shallow  stream  the  loaches  play, 

And  stony  firagments  stay  the  winding  stream, 

And  gilded  pebbles  at  the  bottom  gleam, 

Giving  their  yellow  surface  to  the  sun. 

And  making  proud  the  waters  a0  they  run  i    ^ 

It  is  a  lovely  place,  and  at  the  side 

Rises  a  mountain-rock  in  rugged  pride ; 

And  in  that  rock  are  shapes  of  shells,  and  forms 

Of  creatures  in  old  worlds,  of  nameless  worms,   . 

Whose-generations  lived  and  died  ere  man, 

▲  worm  of  other  class,  ta  crawl  began. 


There  is  a'towQ  call'd  Silibrd,  where  his  steed 
Our  traveller  rested — H^  the  while  would  fe^ 
His  mijiut  by  walking  to  and  fro,  to  meet, 
He  knew  not  what  adventure,  in  the  strieet : 
A  stranger  there,  but  yet  a  windowview 
Gave  him  a  face  that  be  conceived  he  knew ; 
He  saw  a  tall,  ^r,  lovdy  lady,  dress'd 
As  one  whom  taste  and  wealth  had  jointly  blessed*; 
He  gazed,  but  soon  a  footman  at  the  door 
Thundering,  alarm'd  her,  who  was  seen  no  more* 

**  This  was  the  lady  whom  her  lover  bound 
In  solemn  Contract,  and  then  proved  unsohnd : 
Of  this  affair  I  have  a  clouded  view, 
And  should  be  glad  to  have  it  clear'd  by  you.^* 

So  Richard  spake,  and  instant  George  rtpUed, 
**  I 'had  the  story  from  the  injured  side. 
But  when  resentment  and  regret  were  gone. 
And  pity  (shaded  by  contempt)  cam^  on. 
Frail  was  the  hero  of  my  tale,  but  still 
Was  rather  drawn  by  accident  than  will ; 
Some  without  meaning  into  guilt  advance. 
From  want  of  guard,  from  vanity,  from  chanoe : 
M^n^s  weakness  flies  liis  more  immediate  pain, 
A  little  respite  from  his  fears  to  gain ; 
And  t&kes  the  part  that  he  would  gladly  fly. 
If  he  had  strength  and  courage  to  deny. 

But  now  my, tale,  and  let  the  morkl  sa^. 

When  hope  can  sleeps  there 's  danger  in  delay. 

Not  that  for  rashness,  Richard,  I  would  plead, . 

For:janadvised  alliance :  No,  indeed: 

Think  ere  the^contract — but,  contracted,  stand 

No  ihbre  debating,  take  the  ready  hand  : , 

When  hearts  are  willing,,  and  when  fears  subside. 

Trust  not  to  time,  but  let  the  knot  be  tied ; 

For  when  a  lovef  has  no  more  to  do, 

He  thinks  in  leisure,  what  shall  I  pursue  ? 

And  then  who  knows  what  objects  come  in  view  f 

For  when,  assured,  the  man  has  nought  to  keep 

His  wishes  warm  and  active,  then  they  sleep : 

Hopes  die  with  fe^rs ;  and  then  a  man  most  lose 

All  the  gay  visions,  and  delicious  views. 

Once  his  mind's  wealth !  He  travels  at  his  ease. 

Nor  horrors  now  nor  fairy-beauty  sees ; 

When  the  kind  goddess  sives  the  wish'd  assent, 

No  ihortal  business  shouTd  the  deed  prevent ; 

But  the  blest  youth  should  legal  sanction  seek 

Eire  yet  1^'  assenting  blush  has  fled  the  cheek. 

And — hear  me,  Richard, — man  has  reptile-pf'ide 
That  often  rises  when  his  fears  suhside ; 
When,  like  a  trader  feeling  rich,  he  now 
Neglects  his  former  smile,  his  bumble  bow,. 
And,  conscious  of  his  hoarded  wealth,  assumes 
New  airs,  nor  thinks  how  odious  he  becQpieB. 

There  is  a  wanderinc;,  wavering  train  of  thought 
That  something  seels  where  nothing  should  be 

BOOffht, 

And  will  a  self-delighted  spirit  move 
To  dare  the  danger  of  pe^icious  love. 


**  First  be  it  granted  all  was  duly  said 
By  the  fond  youth  to  the  believing  maid » 
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Let  iu  sappoie  with  many  a  lig^  there  came 
The  deelaratioD  of  the  deathless  flame ; — 
And  BO  her  answer — *  She  was* happy  then, 
Bleiit  in  herself,  and  did  not  think  of  rten ; 
And  with  such  comforts  in  her  present  stat9i 
A  wish'  to  diange  it  was  to  tempt  her  fate : 
That  she  would  not ;  but  yet  she  would  ooafew 
With  him  she  thought  her  baurd  would  be  leas ; 
Nay,  more,  she  would  esteem,  ^he  would  regard 

express : 
But  to  be  brief— if 'he  could  wait  and  see 
In  a  few  years  what  his  desires  would  be.'  ** — 

Henry  foe  years  read  months,  then  weeks,  nor  found 
The  lady  thought  bis  judgment  was  unsound  ; 
**  For  months  read  weeks,''  she  read  it  to  his  praise, 
And  had  some  thoughts  of  changing  it  to  dayt. 

And  here  a  short  excursion  let  me  make, 
A  \qvct  tried,  I  think,  for  lovers*  sake ; 
And  teach  the  meaning  in  a  hdy's  mind     - 
When  you  can  none  in  her  expressions  find : 
Words  are  design'd  that  meaning  td*  convey, 
But  often  Yea  is  hidden  in  a  Nhy  ! 
And  what  the  charmer  wills,  some  gentle  hints 
betray. 

7*hen,  too,  when  ladles  mean  to  yield  at  length, 
They  match  their  reasons  with  the  lover's  stoigtii. 
And,  kindly  cautious,  will  no  force  employ 
But  such  as  he  can  baffle  or  destroy. 

As  when  heroic  lovers  beauty  woo'd. 
And  were  b^  magic's  mighty  art  withstood. 
The  kind  historianr  for  the  dame  afraid. 
Gave  to  the  faithful  blight  the  stronger,  aid. 

A  downright  No  !  would  mike  a  roan  despair, 
Or  leave  for  kikder  nymph  the  cruel  fiiir ; 
But  *^N6!  because  I  'm  very  happy  now. 
Because  I  dread  th.'  irrevocidile  vow. 
Because  I  fear  papa  will  not  approve. 
Because  I  love  not — No,  I  cannot  love ;    . 
Because  you  men  of  Cupid  make  a  jest. 

Because in  short,  a  single  life  is  best" 

K  Nb!  when  back'd  by  reasons  of  such  fbrce^ 
Invites  approach,  and  will  recede  of  course. 

Ladies,  like  towns  besieged,  for  honour's  sake. 
Will  some  defence  or  its  appearance  make ; 
On  first  approach  there 's  much  resistance  made^ 
And  conscious  weakness  hides  in  bold  parade ; 
With  lofly  looks,  and  threafninm  stem  and  proud, 
**Come,  if  you  dare,"  is  said  in  language  loud. 
But  if  th'  attack  be  made  with  care  and  skill, 
♦•Come,"  Ays  the  fielding  party,  **  if  .you  will;" 
Then  each  the  other's  valiant  acts  approve. 
And  twine  their  laurels  in  &  wreath  of  love^— 

We  now  retrace  our  tale,  and  forward  go,— 
Thus  Henry  rij^htly  read  Cecilia's  No ! 
Hi9  prudent  father,  who  had  duly  weigh'd. 
And  well  approved  the  fortune  of  the  maid, 
Not  much  resisted,  just  enough  to  show 
He  knew  his  power,  and  would  his  son  should 
know. 

**  Harry,  I  will,  while  I  your  bargain  make, 
That  you -a  journey  to  ou»  patron  take: 


I  know  her  guardian ;  care  will  not  beoouM 
A  lad  when  courting ;  as  you  must  be  dumb^ 
You  may  be  absent ;  I  for  you  will  speak. 
And  ask  what  yon  are  not  supposed  to  seek." 

Then  came  the  parting  hour,  and  what  arlBQ 
When  lovers  part!  expressive  looks  and  eyes, 
Ten^r  and  tearful,— >many  a  fond  adieo. 
And  many  a  call  the  sorrow  to  renew ; 
Sighs  such  Bfi  lovers  onl^  can  explain. 
And  words  that  they  might  undertake  in  vain. 

Cecilia  liked  it  not;  she  had,  in  truth. 
No  min^  to  part  with  her  enamour'd  youth; 
But  thought  it  foolish  thus  themselves  to  cheat. 
And  part  for  nothing  bat  again  to  meet 

Now  Henry's  fkther  was  a  man  whose  lieart 
Took  with  his  interest  a  decid^  part ; 
He  knew  his  lordship,  and  was  known  for  adt 
That  I  omit, — they  were  acknowledged  ikcts ; 
An  interest  somewhere ;  I  the  place  forget. 
And  the  good  deed — no  matter — H  was  a  debt : 
Thither  must  Henry,  and  in  vain  the  maid 
Elxpress'd  dissent — the  father  was  obey'd. 

But  though  the  maid  was  by  her  fears  assaiPi^ 
Her  reason '  rose  against  them,  and  previui'd ; 
Fear  saw  him  hunting,  leaptn|f,  fallmg — ^M, 
Maim'd  and  disfigured,  groanmg  to  his  bed ; 
Saw  him  in  perils,  duels,— dying,— dead. 

But  Prudence  answerM,  **•  le  not  every  maid 
With  equal  eause  for  him  -she  loves  afraid  T" 
And  from  her  guarded  mind  Cecilia  threw 
The  groundless  terrors  that  will  love  pursue. 

She  bad  no  doubts,  and  her  reliance  strong 

Upon  the  honour  that  she  would  not  wrong : 

Firm  in  herself,  she  doubted  not  the  truth 

Of  him,  the  chosen,  the  selected  youth ; 

Trust  of  herself  a  trust  in  him  supplied. 

And  she  believed  htm  faithfbl,  though  untried : 

On  her  he  might  depend,  in  him  she  would  ooBfid 

If  some  fbnd  girl  express'd  a  tender  pain 
Lest  some  fair  rival  should  allure  her  swaii^ 
To  Bueh  she  answer'd,  with  a  look  severe, 
**  Can  one  you  doubt  be  worthy  of  your  fear'T** 

My  lord  was  kind, — a  month  had  pasa'd  away, 
And  Henry,  stay'd — he  sometimes  named  a  day; 
But  still  my  lord  was  kind,  and  Henry  still 

stay : 

His  father's  words  to  him  were,  words  of  fate— 
*«  Wait,  't  is  your  duty ;  't  is  my  pleaMre,  wait  !** 

In  all  his  walks,  in  hilly  heath  or  wood, 

Cecilia's  form  the  pensive  youth  pursued ; 

In  the  gray  morning,,  in  the  silent  noon. 

In  the  soft  twilight^  by  the  sober  moon. 

In  those  forsaken  rooms,  in  that  immense  saloon  ; 

And  ht,  now  fond  of  that  seclusion  grown. 

There  reads  her  letters,  and  there  writes  his  own. 

^  Here  none  approach,"  said  he,  ■*  to  inCerf^, 
But  I  can  think  of  my  Cecilia  here !" 

But  there  did  come— and  how  it  came  to  pass 
Who  shall  explain  ? — a  mikl  and  blue-eyed  Urn  ^** 
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It  was  the  work  of  accident,  do  doubt — 

1*he  cause  unknown — ^we  say  ^  as  thing*  fall  out  ;** 

Tlie  damsel  enter'd  there,  in  wand>ing  round  about : 

At  first  she  saw  not  Henry ;  and  she  ran, 

As  from  a  ghost,  when  she  beheld*  a  man. 

She  was  esteertiM  a  beauty  throiu^h  the  hall. 
And  so  admitted,  with  censent  ofall ; 
And,  like  a  treasure,  was  her  beauty  kept 
From  every  guest  wKo  in  the  mansion  slept ; 
Whether  as  niends  who  joiqM  the  noble  pair, 
Or  those  invited  by  the  steward  there. 

She  was  the  daughter  of  a  priest,  whose  life 
Was  brief  and  sad :  he  lost  a  darting  wife. 
And  Fanny  tl^en  her  father,  who  could  save 
Bat  a  snaU  portion ;  but  l>is  all  he  gave. 
With  the  feir  orphan,  to  &  aister*s  care. 
And  her  good  spouse :  they  Wbre  the  ruling  paii^— 
Steward  and  slewaTd*s  hdy— o*er  a  tribe, 
Eaeh  under  each,  whom  I  ahaU  mA  desoribe. 

This  grave  oldcoople,  oMldleae  and  alone, 
Woold,  by  their  care,  fbr  Fanny*e  ksM  afone : 
She  had  been  taught  in  eeboob  of  honest  feme; 
And  4o  the  hall,  as  to  a  home,  she  came, 
My  lord  assenting :  yet,  as  meet  and  right,  > 
Fanny  wm  held  from  every  here's  sighC 
Who  might  in  voothfol  error  cast  his  eyes 
On  one  so  gentie  as  a  lajrfiil  prize. 
On  border  land,  whom  as  their  right  or  prey, 
A  youth  from  either  side  might  bear  away. 
Some  handsome  lover  of  th*  inferior  class 
Might  as  a  wife  approve  the  lovely  lass ; 
Or  some  invader  from  the  class  above. 
Who,  more  presuming,  would  his  passion  prove 
By  askmg  less,  love  only  for  his  love. 

Tills  nach  experienced  aunt  her  fear  expressed. 
And  dread  of  old  and  young,'  of  host  and  guest 

*»6o  not,  roT  Fanny,  in  their  way,*'  she  cried, 
«•  It  is  not  right  that  virtue  should  be  tried ; 
80^  to  be  aafe,  be  ever  at  my  side.** 

She  wae  not  ever  at  that  side ;  hot  stiU 
Observed  her  pteoepis,  and  ebey*d  her  wilL 

But  in  the  momuig's  dawn  and  evening^  gloom 
She  eoold  not  lock  .the  damsel  in.  her  roem ; 
And  Fanny  thoaght,  "  I  will  aecend  these  stain 
To  see  the  chapes'—there  are  none  at  prayers; 
None,"  she  believfed,  **  had  yet  to  dress  retum'd. 
By  whom  a  timid  girl  might  be  discem'd :" 
In  her  slow  motion,  looking,  as  she  glides. 
On  pictures,  busts,  and  what  she  met  besidesi 
And  speaking  softly  to  herself  alone, 
O^  singing  low  in  melancholy  tone ; 
And  thns  she  rambled  through  the  still  domdn. 
Room  after  room,  again,  and  yet  again. 

But,  to  retnice  our  story,  still  we  «ay. 
To  this  saloon  the  niaiden  took  her  way ; 
Where  she  behefd  oar  youth,  and  fHghten'd  ran, 
And  so  their  friendship  in  her  fear  began. 

But  d^re  she  thither  once  again  advance* 
And  still  suppose  the  man  will  think  it  chance  7 
25  3M 


Nay,  yet  again,  and  what  has  chance  to  do 
With  this?>-I  know  not:  doubtless  Fanny  knew. 

Now,  of  the  meeting  of  a  modest  maid 
And  sober  youth  why  need  we  be  afraid  7 
And  when  a  girPs  amusements  are  so  few 
As  Fanny *8  were,  what  would  you  have  her  do  7 
Reserved  herself,  a  decent  youth  to 'find. 
And  just  be  civil,  sociable,  and  kind. 
And  look  together  at  the  setting  sun. 
Then  at  each  othfer—What  the  evil  done  7 

Then  Fanny  took  my  little  lord  to  play, 
And  bade  him  not  intrude  on  Henry's  way : 

**  O,  he  intrudes  not  i**  said  the  youths  and  grew 
Fond  of  the  child,  and  would  amuse  him  too ; 
Would  make  such  feces,  and  assume  such  looke— 
He  Icfved  it  better  than  his  gayest  books. 

When  man  with  man  would  an  acquaintance  seek. 
He  win  his  thoughts  in  chosen  language  speak ; 
And  they  converse  on  divers  themes,  to  find 
If  they  possess  a  corresponding  mind  ; 
But  man  with  woman  has  foundation  laid. 
And  built  up  friendship  ere  a  word  is  said : 
*T  is  not  with  words  that  they  their  wishes  tell. 
But  with  a  language  answering  quite  as  well ; 
And  thus  they  find,  when  they  begin  t*  explore 
Their  way  by  speech,  they  knew  it  all  before.    . 

And  now  it  chanced  again  the  ^ir,  when  dark. 
Met  in  their  way,  when  wandering  in  the  nark ; 
Not  in  the  common  path,  fer  so  tiiey  might,' 
Without  a  wonder,  wander  day  or  night ; 
But,  when  in  pafhiesn  ways  their  chance  will  bring; 
A  musing  pair,  we  do  admire  the  thing. 

The  vouth  in  meeting  read  the  damsers  face. 
As  ir  he  meant  her  inmost  thoughts  to  traoe ; 
On  which  her  colour  changed,  as  if  she  meant 
Te^give  her  aid,  and  help  his  kind  intent 

Both  smiled  and  parted,  but  they  did  not  speak^^ 
The  smile  implied,  '*  Do  tell  me  what  you  seek  :'*' 
They  tpok  their  d^erent  ways  with  erring  feet. 
And  met  again,  surprised  that  they  could  meet;^ 
Then  miwt  they  speak— and  something  of  the  air: 
Is  always  roady— *«  *T  is  extreoDftly.  feir  H* 

•*  It  waa  so  pleasant  !**  Henry  mid ;"  the  beam 
Of  that  sweet  light  so  brilliant  on  the  stream ; 
And  chiefly  yonder,  where  that  oM  cascade 
Has  fer  an  age  its  simple  music  made ; 
All  so  delightful,  soothing,  and  serene ! 
Do  you  not  feel  it?  not  enjey  the  scene  7 
-Something  it  has  that  words  will  not  express. 
But  rather  hide,  and  make  th*  enjoyment  less : 
'T  is  what  our  souls  conceive,  t  is  what^oar  hetrt» 
oenfess.** 

Poor  Fannv*s  heart  at  these  mme  words  oonfeWA 
Itow  well  he  painted,  and  how  rightly  gaew*d ; 
And,  while  they  stood  admiring  their  retreat, 
Henrv  found  something  like  a  mossy  seat ; 
But  ra^ny  sat  Qot ;  no,  ahe  rather  pray'd 
That  she  might  leave  him,  she  was  so  afraid. 

**  Not,  sir,  of  you ;  your  goodnew,!  oan  trwrt. 
But  iblks  are  so  censorious  and  adjust. 
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They  make  no  difference,  tbey  pay  no  regard 
7  o  our  true  meaning,  which  is  very  hard 
And  very  cruel ;  great  the  pain  it  cost 
To  lose  such  pleasure,  but  it  must  b^  lost: 
Did  people  know  how  free  from  thought  of  ill 
One's  meaning  is,  their  malice  would  be  stiU.** 

At  this  she  wept ;  at  least  a  glittering  gem 
Shone  in  each  e^e,  and  there  was  fire  in  them, 
For  as  they  fell,  the  sparkles,  at  his  fbet, 
He  felt  emotions  very  warm  and  sweet 

**  A  lovely  preatore !  not  more  fkir  than  good, 
By  all  admired,  by  some,  it  .seems,  pursued, 
Yet  sdi-protccted  by  her  virtue^s  force 

.   And  conscious  truth — What  evil  in  discourse 
With  one  so  guarded,  who  Is  pleased  to  trust 

'Herself  with  me,  feliance  strong  and  just  ?** 

Our  bver  then  believed  he  must  not  seem 
'Cold  to  the  maid  who  gave  him  her  esteem ; 
Not  manly  this ;  Cecilia  had  his  heart. 
But  it  was  lawful  with  his  time  to  part; 
!It  would  be  wrong  in  her  to  take  amiss 
.A  virtuous  frienduiip  for  a  girl  like  this ; 
'False  or  disloyal  he  would  never  prove. 
But  kindness  here  took  nothing  from  his  love : 
•Soldiers  to  serve  a  foreign  prince  are  known, 
When  ^ot  on  present  duty  to  their  own ; 
•'So,  though  our  bosom's  queen  we  still  prefer, 
We  are  not  always  on  our  knees  to  her. 
"*  Cecilia  present,  witness  von  fair  moon, 
And  yon  bright  orbs,  that  fate  would  change  as  soon 
As  my  devotion ;  but  the  absent  sun 
cCheers  us  no  longer  when  his  course  is  run ; 
And  then  tliose  starry  twinklers  ipay  obtain 
A  little  worship  till  he  shines  again.'* 

'The  father  still  commanded  **  Wait  awhile,'* 
And  the  son  answer'd  in  submissive  style, 

'Grieved,  but  obedient;  aad  obedience  teased     ( 
His  lady's  spirit  more  than  grieving  pleased : 
That  he  should  grieve  in  absence  was  most  fit, 

'Bat  not  that  he  to  absence  should  submit ; 

.  And  in  her  letters  might  be  traced  reproof 
Distant  indeed,  bat  visible  enough ; 

TThis  should  the  wandering  of  his  hc»itt  have  slayM ; 

.  Alas  I  the  wande^  was  the  vainer  made. 

'The  parties  daily  met,  as  by  coooent, 

*  And  yet  it  always  seem'd  by  accident; 

*TiU  in  the  n^mph  the  shepherd  had  been  blind 

.If  he  had  fail'd  to  see  a  manner  kind. 

With  that  expressive  look,  that  seem'd  to  say, 

*  **  You  do  not  speak,  and  yet  yon  see  yott  may.*' 

-  O !  yes,  ho  saw,  and  he  resolved  to  fly, 
«And  blamed  his  heart,  unwilling  to  comply : 
He  sometimes  wonder'd  how  it  came  to  pass. 
That  he  had  aH  this  fireedom  with  the  lass; 
(Reserved  herself,  with  strict  attention  kept,    ' 
And  care  and  vigilance  that  never  slept : 

*  **  How  is  it  thus  that  they  a  beauty  trust 
With  me,  Mho  feel  the  confidence  is  just  7 

.And  they,  too,  ^1  it ;  yes, they  may  canfide,**— > 
He  said  in  folly,  and  he  smiled  in  pride. 


Familiar  now  became  the  wandering  potf. 
And  there  was  pride  and  joy  in  Fanny's  air ; 
did  not  please  the  mal 


'^  is  thus  oar  secret  pusiions  woA  their  way, , 
.And  the  poor  victims  know  Dot  they  obey. 


For  though  his  silbnce  < 

She  judged  Mm  only  modest  and  afraid ; 

The  gentle  dames  are  ever  pleased  to  find 

Their  lovers  dreading  they  should  prove  anktnd. 

So,  blind  by  hope,  and  pleased  with  prospects  gay. 

The  generous  beauty  gave  her  heart  away 

Before  he  said,  ^  llove !" — alas  \  he  dared  not  say. 

Cecilta  yet  was  mistress  of  his  mind. 
But  oft  he  wisli'd  her,^  like  his  Faimy,  kind ; 
Her  fondness  soothed  him,  for  the  man  was  vaifi. 
And  he  perceived  that  he  could  give  her  pain : 
Cecilia  liked  not  to  profess  her  love,    - 
But  Fanny  ever  was  the  yielding  dove ; 
Tender  and  trusting,  waiting  for  the  word. 
And  then  prepared  to  hail  her  bosom's  lord. 

Ceoilia  once  her  honest  love  avow'd. 

To  make  him  happy,  not  to  make  1dm  nroad ; 

Bat  she  would  not,  for  every  asking  ngb. 

Confess  the  flame  tbat  waked  his  vanity ; 

Bat  this  poor  maiden,  wvry  day  and  hour, 

Would,  by  firesh  kindness,  Med  the  growing  poirar , 

And  he  indulged,  vain  being !  in  the  joy. 

That  he  alone  could  raise  it,  or  destroy ; 

A  present  good,  from  which  he  dared  not  flj, 

Cecila  absent,  and  his  Fanny  by. 

O I  vain  desire  of.  youth,  that  in  the  boor 

Of  strong  temptation,  when  he  feels  the  power. 

And  knows  how  dailv  his  desires  increase. 

Yet  will  he  Wait,  and  sacrifice  his  peace. 

Win  trust  to  chance  to  free  him  frc^m  the  anare. 

Of  which,  long  since,  his  conscience  said,  bewofe ! 

Or  look  for  strange  deliverance  from  that  ill. 

That  he  might  fly,  could  he  command  tiie  will ! 

How  con  he.lVeedora  from  the  future  seek. 

Who  feels  already  that  he  grows  too  weak  ? 

And  thus  refuses  to  resist,  till  time 

Removes  the  power,  and  makes  the  way  fbr  erioM: 

Yet  thooghu  he  had,  and  he  would  think,  **Fov^|ro 

My  dear  Cecilia ?  not  for  kin|[doms !  No! 

But  may  I,  ougiit  I  not  the  fViend  to  be 

Of  one  who  feels  this  fond. regard  for  met 

I  wrong  no  creature  by  a  kindness  Isni 

To  one  so  gentle,  mild,  and  ninocent ; 

And  f<^  that  fair  one,  whom  I  still  adore, 

By  feding  thos  I  think  of  her  the  more  f* 

Aiid  Jiot  unlikely,  for  oar  thpoghts  will  tend 

To  those  whom  we  are  conscious  we  ofiend. 

Had  Reason  whisper'd,  **  Has  Ce<}ilia. leave    > 
Some  gentle  youth  in  friendship  to  receive. 
And  be  to  him  the  friend  that  you  appear  . 
To  this  soft  girl  7 — ^would  not  some  jeakwa  ter 
Proclaim  your  thoughU,  that  he  approach'd  too 
7" 

But  Henry,  blinded  still,  presumed  to  write 
Of  one  in  whom  Cecilia  would  delight; 
A  mild  and  modest  rirl,  a  gentle  friend, 
if,  as  he  hoped,  her  kindness  would  descend — 
But  what  he  fear'd  to  lose  or  hoped  to  gain 
By  writing  thus,  he  had  been  ask'd  in  vain. 

It  was  his  purpose,  ever^  mom  ho  rose, 

The  dangerous  friendship  be  had  made  to  clow  ; 
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It  wu  hU  tonnent  nightly,  ere  he  dept, 
To  feel  hi»  prudent  purpose  was  not  kept 

True,  he  has  wond^d  why  the  timid  maid 

Meets  him  so  often,  and  is  not  Aftvid ; 

And  why  that  female  dragon,  fierce  and  keen^ 

Has  never  in  their  private  walks  been  seen ; 

And  often  be  has  thought,  **  What  can  their  silence 


Tbey  can  have  no  d^pgn,  or  plot,  or  plan, — 
In  ikct  I  know  not  how  the  thing  begati; —  . 
TT  is  their  dependence  on  my  credit  here. 
And  fear  ndt»  nor,  in  fact,  have  tense  to  fear.**  - 

But  did  that  pair,  who  seemM  to  ihink  that^ 
Unwatch*d  will  wander  and  unguarded  fall, 
Did  they  permit  a  youth  and  maid  to  meet 
Both  nnreproved  7  were  they  «q  indiscreet  f 

Tliis  sometimes  enter'd  Henry*s  mind,  and  then, 
"Who  shall  account  for  women  or  for  toien  T* 
He  said,  **  or  who  their  secret  thoughts  explore  7 
Why  do  I  vex  me  7  I  wiU  think  no  mor&"     « 

My  lord  of  late  had  said,  in  manner  kind, 
** My  good  friend  Harry,  do  not  think  us  blind!** 
Letters  had  post,  though  he  had  nothing  seen,    . 
His  careful  &ther  and^ray  lord  between ; 
Bot  to  what  parpoee  wad  to  him  unknown — 
It  might  be  borough  business,  or  their  own. 

Fanny,  it  seemed,  was  pow  no  more  in  dread, 
If  one  approached,  she  neither  fearM  nor  fled : 
He  mused  on  this, — *^  But  wherefore  her  alarm  7 
She  knows  me  better,  and  she  dreade  no  harm.** 

Something  his  father  wrote  that  gave  him  pain : 

**  I  know  not,  son,  if  you  should  yet  remain  ; — 

Be  cautious,  Harry ;  favours  to  procure 

We  rtrain  a  point,  but  we  must  first  be  sure : 

Love  iif  a  folly, — ^that,  indeed,  is  true, — 

Bot  something  spll  is  to  our  honour  due, 

8o  I  must  leave  the  thing  to  my  good  lord  and  you.*' 

Bot  from  CeeiKa  came  remonstrance  strong : 
*  Too  write  too  darki  v,  and  yon  stay  too  lon£ ; 
We  hear  reports ;  ancf,  Henry, — mark  me  wdl, — 
I  heed  not  every  tale  that  triflers  teU  ;— 
Be  yon  no  trifler ;  dare  not  to  believe 
That  I  am  one  whom -words  and  vows  deceive ; 
Too  know  your  heart,  your  hazard  you  wiH  learn, 
And  this  your  trial — instantly  return.** 

"Unjust,  injurious,  jealous,  cruel  maid ! 

Am  I  a  slave,  of  haughty  words  afraid  7 

Can  she  who  thus  eommands  expect  to  be  obey*d  7 

O !  how  unlike  this  dear  assenting  sou). 

Whose  heart  a  man  might  at  his  will  control  I" 

Uneasy,  anxious,  filPd  with  self.re^roof, 

He  now  resolved  to  quit  his  patron's  roof; 

And  then  again  his  vacillating  mind 

To  stay  resolved,  and  that  her  pride  should  find : 

Debating  thus,  his  pen  the  lever  took, 

And  ehMe  the  words  of  anger' and  rebuke. 

Again,  jret  once  again,  the  conscious  pair 

Met,  and  **  O,  speak -T  was  Fanny *s^lent  prayer; 


And,  **  I  most  speak,**  said  the  erobarrass*d  youth, 
**  Must  save  my  honour,  must  confess  the  truth : 
Then  I  must  lose  her ;  but,  by  slow  degrees, 
She  wiH  regain  her  peace*  and  I  my  ease.*' 

Ah !  foolish  man !  to  virtue  true  nor'vioe, 
He  buys  distress,  and  self-esteem  the  price : 
And  what  his  |rain  7 — a  tender  smile  and  sigh 
From  a  fond  girl  to  feed  his  vanity. 

Thus;  every  day  they  live^,  and  every  time 
They  met>  increased  his  anguish  and  his  erime. 

Still  in  their  meetings  they  w^ere  ofi-ti(nes  nigh 
The  darling  theme,  and  then  past  tremblUig  by;  , 
On  those  occasions  Henry  often  tried 
For'the  sad  truth — and  then  his  heart  denied 
The  utterance  doe :  thus  doily  he  became 
The  prey  of  weakness,  vanity,  and  shame. 

But  soon  a  day,  that  was  their  doubts  to  olose. 
On  the  fond  maid  and  thoughUess  youth  arose. 
Within  the  park,  beside  the  bounding  brookt 
The  sodal  pair  their  usual  ramble  took ; 
And  there  the  steward  found  them :  they  could  inm 
News  in  his  look»  and  gladness  in  his  foce. 

He  was  a  man  of  riches,  bluff  and  big, 

Witlk  clean  brown  broad^;Ioth,  and  with  wMte  cat 

wig: 
He  bore  a  cane  of  price,  with  riband  tied. 
And  a  fat  spapiel  waddled  at  lus  side : 
To  every  being  whom  he  met  he  gave 
His  Icoks  expressive;  civile  gay,  or  grave. 
But  condescending  all :  and  each  declared 
How  much  he  govern^,  and  how  well  he  fared. 

This  great  man  bow*d,  not  humbly,  but  his  bow 
Appear'd  familiar  converse  to  allow : 
The  trembling  Fanny,  as  he  came  in  view. 
Within  the  chestnut  grove  in  fear  withdrew; 
While  Henry  wonder'd,  not  without  a  fear. 
Of  that  which  brought  th'  important  man  so  near : 
Doubt  was  dispersed  by — **My  esteem'd  young 

mvi!" 
As  he  with  condescending  grace  1 


^  Though  you  with  youthful  fnmkness  nob^  trust 
Your  Fanny's  friends,  and  doubtless  think  them 

just; 
Though  you  have  not,  with  cr«ving  soul,  applied 
To  us,  and  ask'd  the  fortune  of  your  bride, 
Be  it  our  care  that  you  shall  not  lament 
That  love  has  made  you  so  improvident* 

An  orphan  maid^-^Your  patience  \  you  shril  have 
Your  time  to  speak,  I  now  attention  crave ; — 
Fanny,  dear  girl !  has  in  my  spouse  and  me 
Friends  of  a  kind  we  wish  our  friends  t6  be, 

Ndne  of  the  poorest nay,  sir,  no  reply. 

You  shall  not  need ancf  we  are  born  to  die ' 

And-  one  yet  crawls  on  earth,  of  whom,  I  say, 
That  what  he  has  he  cannot  take  ^way ; 
Her  mother's  father,  one  who  has  n  store 
Of  this  world's  good;  and  always  looks  for  more, 
But,  tfext  his  mone^,  loves  the  girl  at  lieart. 
And  she  will  have  it  wheti  they  come  to  part" 

**  Sir,"  said  the  youth,  his  terrors  all  awake, 
**  Hear  me,  I  pray,  I  beg,-^or  iperey^  sak»i 
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Sir,  w«;i&  the  secretg  of  my  fiouj  confe8s*d, 
Would  70a  admit  the  truths  that  I  protMt 
Are  such your  pardon"—* 

**  Pardon !  good^  my  friend, 
I  not  alone  will  pardon,  I  \commend : 
Think  you  that  I  have  no  rememl^anGe  left 
Of  youthfhl  love,  and  Cupid*B  cunning  theft  T 
Hovr  nymphs  will,  listen  when  their  iwains  pek*- 

suade. 
How  hearts  an  gain*d,  and  how  •zchang«  is 

made  7^ 
Come,  sir,  your  hand**— 

**  In  ro^rcy,  bear  me  oow  !** 
**  I  cannot  hear  you,  time  will  not  allow : 
You  know  my  station,  what  on  me  depends, 
For  ever  needed— ^but  we  part  as  fiiendsj 
And  here  comes  t»ie  who  will  the  whole  explahii 
My  better  self— and  we  shall  mec{t  again." 

"Sir,  Ientx«af' 

**  Then  be  entreaty  made 
*To  her,  a  woma^,  one  you  may  persuade ; 
A  little  teasing,  but  she  will  comply. 
And  loves  her  niece  too  fondly  to  deny*'^ 

"O !  he  is  mad,  and  miserable  1 1" 
ExofaimM  the  youth ;  **■  But  let  me  now  collect 
My  scattered  thoughts,  I  something  must  efiiBct" 

Hurnring  she  came — **  !Now,  what  has  he  confessed, 
Kre  I  could  come  to  set  your  heart  at  rest  7 
What !  he  has  grieved  ]^ou !   Yet  he,  too,  approves 
The  thing  !  but  man  vfiH  tease  you,  if  he  loves. 

But  now  for  business :  tell  me,  did  you  think 
That  we  should  always  at  your  meetings  wink  7 
Think  you,  you  walk*d  unseen  7   There  are  who 

l^^iif^fSi  secrets — O,  you  wicked  thing  I 

PoorJmny !  now  I  think  I  see  her  blosh, 
AH  reti  and  rotfy  when  I  beat  the  bilsh ; 
And  hide  your  secret,  said  I,  if  you  dare  I 
So  oat  it  came,  like  ail  affi'ighted  h&re. 

Miss !  said  I,  mvely ;  and  the  trembling  mtid 
Pleased  ne  at  heart  to  see  her  so  afraid ; 
And  then  she  wept; — ^now,  do  remember  thii. 
Never  to  chide  her  when  she  does  amin ; 
For  she  is  tender  as  the  callow  bird. 
And  cannot  bear  to  have  her  temper -stirrM  9— 
Fanny,  I  said,  then  whisper*d  her  the  name, 
And  caused  such  looks^Yes,  yours  are  just  the 


But  hear  my  storr — When  your  lofe  was  known 
For  this  our  child— she  is,  in  &ct,  our  own— 
Then^  first  debating,  we  agreed  at  last 
To  seek  my  lord,  and  tell  him  what  hadpatt"; 

*  To  tell  the  earl  7" 

**XeB,  truly,  and  why  not? 
And  then  together  we  Contrived  our  plot" 

«  Eternal  Godr* 

•  •        ••  Nay,  be  not  so  svrprised,— 
In  all  the  matter  we  were  well  advised ; 
We  saw  my  Lord,  and  Lady  Jane  was  there. 
And  said  to  Joh^m,  *  Johnpon,  take  a  ehair  :*. 


True,  w«  are  servants  is  a  certain  way. 

But  in  the  higher  places  so  are,  they ; 

We  «re  ebey'd  in  ours,  and  they  in  theirs  obey-— 

So  Johnson  bow'd,  for  that  was  right  and  fit. 

And  had  no  scmjrfe  with  the  earl  to  sitr— 

Why  look  you  so  impatient  while  I  tell 

What  they  debated  7— yen  must  like  it  weO. 

<  Let  them  go  on,*  our  gracious  earl  began ; 

*  They  will  go  off,'  said^  joking,  my  good  man :   . 

'  Well  !*  saM  the  countea8,-H^'s  a  kyver's  friend,— 

*  What  if  they  do,  they  make  the  speedier  end* 

But  be  yoo  more  ooraposdd,  tar  that  dear  child 

Is  with  her  joy  afed  apprehension  wild : 

O !  we  have  watch'd  you  on  from  day  to  day, 

*  There  go  the  lovers  V  we  were  wont  to  tmj— 
"•But  why  that  look 7" 

**  Jkmr  madam,  I  implors 
A  single  itnoment  !** 

**  I  can  give  no  more  s 
Hem  are  yoor  letters    that's  a  female  pen. 
Said  I  to  Fanny—'  *t  is  his  sisterV,  then,* 
Replied  the  maid. — No !  never  most  you  stmj ; 
Or  hide  your  wanderings,  if  you  should,  I  pmj ; 
I  know.  At  least  I  fear,  the  best  may  err. 
But  keep  the  by-wal)Ls  of  your  life  from  her  1 
That  youth  should  stray  is  nothing  to  be  told. 
When  they  have  sanction  in  the  grave  and  old. 
Who  have  no  call  to  wander  and  tran^sss. 
But  very  love  of  change  and  wantonness. 

I  prattle  idly,  while  your  letters  wait. 
And  then  my  lord  has  much  that  he  wonld  stnta. 
All  good  to  you— ^o  clear  that  douded  face. 
And  with  good  looks  your  lucky  lot  embrace. 

Now  mind  that  none  with  hers  divide  your  bevt. 
For  she  would  die  ere  lose  (be  smallest  part ; 
And  I  rejoice  that  all  has  gone  so  well,. 
For  who  th'  ethct  of  Johnson's  rage  can  tell  7 
He  had  his  fears  when  yoo  began  to  meet. 
But  I  assured  him  there  was  no  deceit : 
He  is  a  roan  who  kindness  will  requite, 
But  injured  once,  revenge  is  his  delight ; 
And  he  would  spend  the  best  of  his  estates 
To  ruin,  goodu  and  body,  them  he  hates; 
While  he  is  kind  enough  when  he  approves 
A  deed  that  *s  dope,  md  serves  the  man  be  I 
Come,  read  your  letters — I  roust  now  be  gone. 
And  think  of  matters  that  are  coming  on" 

Henry  was  lost, — ^his  brain  confiiBed,  his  soul 
Dismay'd  and  sunk,  his  thoughts  beyond  ooutnl ; 
Borne  on  by  terror,  he  fiireboding  read 
Cecilia's  letter !  and  his  oonrage  fled; 
All  was  a  gloomy,  dark,  and  direadful  view. 
He  felt  him  guilty,  but  indignant  too  : 
And  as  he  read,  he  felt  the  high  disdain 
Qf  injured  men—**  She  may  repent,  in  vain.** 

Cecilia  much  had  heard,  and  told  him  all 
That  scandal  taught^-^  A  servant  at  the  hall. 
Or  serviAt's  daughter,  in  the  kitdien  bred. 
Whose  father  would  not  with  her  mother  wod. 
Was  now  his  choice !  a  .blushing  fool,  the  toy. 
Or  the  attempted  both  of  man  and  boy ; 
More  than  suspected,  but  without  the  wit 
Or  the  allaremeBt9  (6t  such  crsatnras  fit ; 


TALES  OP   THE   HAL].. 


20i 


Not  Ytftaons  tiioa^h  unfteDn^,  cold  u  io» 
And  yet  not  ehaste,  the  weepmgr  fool  of  Tioe ; 
Yielding,  not  tender;  UsehkiBy  not  refined ; 
Her  form  insipid,  and  withoat  a  mind. 

RiTal !  ehe  spom'd  th6  word ;  but  let  him  ttaj, 
WarnM  aa  he  was !  beyond  the  present  daj, 
Whate*er  hia  patron  might  object  to  thia, 
The  nncle-butifer,  or  the  weeping  miaa-^ 
liCt  him  from  thia  one  aioffle  day  remain. 
And  then  return  I  he  would  to  her«  in  fain : 
There  let  him  then  abide,  to  earn,  or  cra^e 
Food  undeaervedJ  and  be  with  alavea  a  alave.** 

Had  raaaon  guided  anger,  goVemM  zea]. 
Or  choaen  worda  to  make  a  lover  feel. 
She  might  have  sayed  him    aaget  and  abuse  , 
Win  but  defiance  and  revenge  p^uoe. 

"  Uajuat  and  cruel,  insolent  and  proud  !** 
He  nid,  indignant,  and  he  spoke  aloud. 
■*  Butler!  and  servant  l  Gentlest  of  thy  sex, 
Thou  wouldst  not  thus  a  man  who  loved  thee  vex ; 
lliou  wovldat  not  thua  to  vile  report  give  ear. 
Nor  thus  enraged. for  fancied  crimes  appear ; 
I  know  not  wfaatj  dear  inaid !-— if  thy  soil  smiles 
were  here." 

And  then,  that  instant,  then  appeared  the  Baid, 
By  his  sad  looks  in  her  approach  dismayM ; 
Such  timid  sweetneos,  and  so  wronged,  did  more   . 
Than  ail  bar  pleadiiy  tenderness  before. 

In  that  veak  moment,  when  diadain  aild  pride, 
And  fear  and  fondness,  drew  the  man  aside, 
lu  this  weak  moment-^^  Wik  tiiop,"  he  began* 
"  Be  mine  ?'*  and  ioy  o'er  all  her  features  ran  f 
•I  will!"  she  softly  whiaper*d;  but  the  roar 
Of  cannon  wouM  not  strike  his  spirit  more ; 
Ev'n  aa  Ms  lips  the  lawleaa  contract  aeal'd 
He  ielt  that  ocnacience  loot  her  aeven-fbld  ahieldf 
And  honour  fled;  but  still  he  spoke  oi  krr^ 
And  all  waa  joy  in  the-consentrng  dove. 

Thai  evening  ail  in  fond  diaoonrae  waa  spent. 
When  the  sad  hiver  to  hia  ohamber  went, 
To  think  on  what  had  past,  to  grieve  and  to  repint: 
Early  he  roae,  and  look*d  with  many  a  sigh 
Ok  the  red  ligbt  that  filled  tl»  eaatem  aky ; 
Oft  had  he  stood  befere,  alert  and  gav. 
To  hail  the  ^loriea  of  the  new-born  day : 
But  now  dejeeted,  languid,  Ustleas,  low. 
He  saw  the  wind  upon  the  water  blow. 
And  the  eokl  stream  curlM  onward  aa  the  gale 
From  the  pine-hill  blew  harshly  down  the  dakf; 
On  the  ri^ht  aide  the  youth  a  wood  surveyM, 
With  all  ita  dark  intenaity  of  shade; 
Where  the  rough  wind  akme  waa  heard  to  move. 
In  this,  the  pauae  of  nature  and  of  love, 
When  now  the  young  areiter'd,  and  when  tte  old* 
Lost  to  the  tiOft  grow  negligent  and  Oold'— 
Far  to  the  left  he  saw  the  huts  of  men, 
Half  hid  In  mist,  that  hung  upon  the  fbi; 
'Before  him  swallowa,  gathering  for  the  sea. 
Took  thar  short  flights,  and  twitter'd  on  the  lea ; 
And  near  the  bean-aheaf  stood,  the  harvest  done,  ^ 
And  sbwly  blacken*d  in  the  aickly  aun ; 
35* 


All  these  were  sad  in  nature,  or  they  took- 
Sadness  fiom  him,  the  likeness  of  lus  look* 
And  of  hie  mind—he  pondered  for  a  while. 
Then  met  his  Fanny  with  a  borrowM  smile. 

Not  much  remainM ;  for  money  and  my  ford 
Soon  made  the  father  of  the  youth  accord ; 
His  prudence  half  resisted,  half  obey*d* 
And  scorn  kept  stilUhe  guardians  of  the  maid  - 
Cediia  never  on  the  aubject  apc^e. 
She  seem'd  aa  one  who  ffom  a  dreain  awoke; 
So  all  was  peace,  and  soon  the  married  pair 
Fiz'd  with  feir  fortune  in  a  manaionfair. 

Five  yeara  had  paat,-atid  what  wait  Heniy  then  T 

The  most  repinmg  of  repenting  men ; 

With  a  fond,  teaaing,  anzioua  wife,  afiraid 

Of  all  attention  to  another  paid ; 

Yet  powerless  she  her  husband  to  auMisOk 

Laves  but  t*  -entreat,  implore,  resent,  aeense ; 

JeakniB  aikd  teoder,  oonaoioas  of  defects, 

She  merits  little,  and  yet  much  expecta ; 

She  looka  for  love  that  now  ahe  cannot  see, 

And  sighs  for  joy  that  never  more  can  be ; 

On  hia  retinrmenta  her  compkinta  Intrude,  ^ 

And  fond  reprqof  endears  his  solitude  i 

While  he  her  weakness  (once  her  kindness)  sees. 

And  his  aflbctions  in  her  lanruor  freeae ;         ^ 

Regret,  uncheck*d  by  hope,  devours  hia  mind. 

He  feels  unhappy,  and  he  grows  unkind 

*>  Fool !  to  be  taken  by  a  fusy  cheek. 
And  eyes  that  cease  to  sparkle  or  to  speak; 
Fool !  for  tiiia  child  my  fhsedom  to  resign. 
When  one  the  glory  other  sex  waa  mine ; 
While  frcMn  this  burthen  to  my  soul  I  hide, 
To  think  what  Fate  haa  dealt,  and  what  denied. 

What  fiend  poaaeasM  ikie  when  I  tamely  gava 
My  foreed  aaaent  to  be  an  idkit*a  alave  7 
Her  beauty  vanish'd,  what  for  me  remains  t 
Th*  etemcJ  clicking  of  the  galling  chaiaa : 
Her  peraon  truly  I  may  think  my  own, 
Seen  without  pfeaaure,  withoat  triumph  shown : 
Doleful  die  sits,  her  cbiMren  at  her  kneea, 
And  gives  np  all  her  feeble  powers  to  pleaae ; 
Whom  I,  unmoved,  or  moved  with- acorn,  behold, 
Melting  aa  ice,  as  vapid  and  as  eold." 


Such  waa  hia  fkte,  and  he  must  yet  < 
The  selfoontempl  that  no  self-kAre  can  cure  f 
Some  bnaineaa  callM  him  to  a  wealthy  town 
When  unprepared  for  more  than  Fortune**  firowa  * 
There  at  a  house  he  gave  hia  lackleaa  nama, 
The  maater  absent,  and  Cecilia  came : 
Unhappy  man !  he  could  not,  dared  not  apeak. 
But  look*d  around,  aa  if  retreat  to  seek  | 
This  she  allow'd  not ;  but,  with  brow  aevera, 
Aak^d  him  hia  bnaineaa,  atemly  bent  to  hear; 
He  had  no  courage,  but  he  view*d  that  faoe 
Aa  if  he  sought  for  sympathy  and  grace ; 
Aa  if  aome  lund  returning  thought  to  tNioe : 
In  vain ;  not  long  he  waited,  but  with  air. 
That  of  all  grace  compeUM  him  to  deapair. 
She  rang  the  bell,  and,  when  a  servant  canM, 
Left  the  repentant  traitor  to  his  shame ; 
But,  ffoing;  ^ke,  **  Attend  thia  person  out, 
An4  if  he  qieaka,  hear  what  he  oomea  about!** 


994 


CRABBE'S   POETICAL   WORKS. 


Then,  with  oool  curttey,  from  the  room  withdrew, 
That  leemM  to  say,  **  Unhappy  man,  adieu  !** 

Thus  will  it  be  when  man  permits  a  Tioe  ' 
First  to  invade  his  heart,  and  then  entice ; 
Whea  wishes  vain  and  undefined  arise. 
And  that  weak  heart  deceive,  sedace,  sdrpriae  ; 
When  evil  Fortune  works  on  Folly's  side, 
And  rash  Resentment  adds  a  spur  to  Piide ; 
Then  Lifers  long  troubles  from  those  actaons  come. 
In  which  a  moment  may  decide  our  doom. 


THB  NATDKAL  DEATH  OF  LOVE. 


The  Rector  of  the  Parish — His  Manner  of  teaebinf 
—Of  living^Richard's  Correspondence — The 
Letters  received — Love  that  survives  Marriage — 
That  dies  in  oonsequenoe-^-That  is  permitted  to, 
die  for  want  of  Care — Henry  and  Emma,  a  Di* 
alogue — Complaints  on  either  Side — And  Re. 
plies — Mutual  Aoensation-^Defenoe  of  acknow- 
kdged  Error-^Means  of  resioring  Happiness — 
The  one  to  be  adopted. 


SicaAaD  one  month  had  with  his  brother  been. 

And  had  his  guests,  his  friends,  his  fiivourites  seeki ; 

Had  heard  tl^  rector,  who  with  decent  force, 

But  not  of  action,  aided  bis  discourse : 

**  A  moral  teacher  !**  some,  contemptuous,  cried ; 

He  smiled,  but  nothing  of  the  fact  denied. 

Nor,  save  bv  his  fair  life,  to  charge  so  strong  replied. 

StiH,  though  he  bade  them  not  on  aught  rwy, 

That  was  their  own,  but  all  their  worth  deny, 

They  callM  his  nnre  advice  his  cold  monlity  'r^^ 

And  though  he  felt  that  earnestness  and  leai. 

That  ma£  some  portion  of  his  hearers  f^ 

May,  though  he  loved  the  minds  0f  men  to  lead 

To  the  great  points  that  form  the  Christian's  creed, 

Still  he  offended,  for  he  would  discuss 

Points  that  to  him  seem*d  requisite  for  us ; 

And  urge  his  flock  to  virtue,  though  he  knew 

The  very  heathen  tauf^ht  the  virtues  too : 

Ifor  was  this  moral  mmister  afraid 

To  ask  of  inspiration's  self  the  aid 

Of  truths  by  him  so  sturdily  maintain'd. 

That  some  confusion  in  the  parish  reign*d ; 

*«HeatbBna,'*  they  satd^  <*can  tell  us  right  from 

wrong. 
But  to  a  Christian  higher  points  belong.** 
Yet  Jaoques  proceeded,  void  of  fear  and  shame. 
In  bis  old  method,  and  obtained  the  name 
Of  JMomZ  Preacher — ^yet  they  all  agreed. 
Whatever  error  had  defiled  his  creed. 
His  iifb  was  pure,  and  him  they  could  commend, 
Hot  as  their  guidfa,  indeed,  but  as  their  fHend  i    ^ 
Truth,  justice,  pi^,  and  a  love  of  peace, 
Were  his— but  there  must  approbatioa  aaaae; 
He  either  did  not,  or  he  would  not  see. 
That  if  he  meant  a  ftvourite  priest  to  be. 
He  mast  not  show,  but  learn  of  them,  the  way 
To  truth<-he  must  not  dictate,  but  obey : 
They  wished  him  not  to  bring  them  fiirther  light 
But  to  oanvince  them  that  they  now  were  right, 


And  to  assert  that  justice  will  condemn 
All  who  presumed  to  ^disagree  with  them : 
In  this  he  fidi'd ;  and  his  the  greater  blame^ 
For  he  persisted,  void  of  ftar  or  shame. 

•Him  Richard  heard,  and  by  his  friendly  aid 
Were  pleasant  views  observed  and  visits  paid; 
He  to  peculiar  people  found  his  way. 
And  4iad  his  question  answer'd,  **•  Wlio  are  tiiey  t* 

Twice  in  the  week  came  tetters,  and  delight 
Beam*d  in  the  eye  of  Richard  at  the  sight; 
Letters  of  love,  all  fUll  and  running  o*er. 
The  paper  fi0*d  till  it  could  hold  no  more ; 
CrossM  with  discolour*d  ink,  the  doublings  full. 
No  fear  that  love  should  find  abundance  dull; 
Love  reads  unsated  aU  that  love  inspires. 
When  most  indulged, indulgence  still  requires; 
Looks  what  the  comers,  what  the  cmesings  teD^ 
And  lifU  each  folding  for  a  fond  farewelL 
Greorge  saw  and  smiled — ^^To  lovers  we  allow 
All  this  o'crflowing,  but  a  husband  thoa ! 
A  father  too :  can  time  create  no  change  T 
Married,  and  still  so  fiwliah  7 — very  strange ! 
What  of  this  wife  or  mistress  is  the  art  7*^ 
^  The  simple  truth,  my  brother,  to  impart, 
Her  heart,  whene'er  she  writes,  Ibels  writing  to  • 
heart** 

**  Fortune,  dear  Richard,  is  tby  friend— a  wile 
Like  thine  must  sofien  every  care  of  life, 
And  all  its  woes — ^I  imow  a^pair,  whose  lives 
Run  in  the  common  track  of  men  and  wives ; 
And  hklf  their  worth,  at  least,  thb  pair  would  give 
Coukt  they  Uke  thee  and  thy  Matilda  live. 

Thev  were^  as  kivets,  of  the  fondest  kind, 
With  no  defects  in  manner  or  in  mind ; 
In  habit,  temper,  prudence,  they  were  those 
Whom,  as  examples,  I  could  once  propose ; 
Now  this,  when  married,  yon  no  longer  triM^ 
Bdt  discontent  and  sorrow  in  the  place : 
Their  pictures,  taken  as  the  pair  1  saw 
In  a  late  contest,  I  have  tried  to  draw  ^ 
*T  is  but  a  sketdi,  and  at  my  idle  time 
I  put  my  couple  In  the  garii  of  rhyme : 
Thou  art  a  critic  of  the  milder  sort, 
Alid  thou  wilt  judge  with  fiivoor  my  report 

Let  me  premise,  twelve  months  have  flown  awiiy» 
Swiftiy  or  sadly,  iinoe  the  happy  day. 

Let  us  suppose  the  eoople  left  to  spend 
Some  hours  withotft  engagement  or  a  friend ; 
And  be  it  likewise  on  our  mind  impressed, 
The^  pass  for  persons  happy  and  at  rest; 
Tiieir  love  by  Hymen  crown*d,  and  all  their  pros 
pects  blessU 


VLove 


has  slow  death  and  sudden :  wretches  praft 
That  fate  severe>-the  sudden  death  of  tore ; 
It  is  as  if,  on  day  serenely  bright. 
Came  wiUi  its  horrors  instantaneoiw  night ; 
Others  there  are  with  whom  love  dies  away 
In  gradual  waste  and  unperceived  decay ; 
Sudi  is  that  death  of  love  that  nature  finds 
Most  fitted  for  the  use  of  coronKm  mindii» 
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The  xuftoral  death ;  but  doubtless  there  are  i 
Who  struggle  fatffd  when  they  perceive  it  come; 
Loth  to  beloved  no  ionceir,  loth  to  prove 
To  the  once  de&r  that  they  no  longer  love ; 
And  some  with  not  saocefwess  arts  will  strive 
To  keep  the  weak*ning,  fluttering  flame  alive. 
Bbt  see  my  verse :  in  this  I  try  to  paint 
The  passion  fiuling,  fading  to  complaint, 
Tb%  gathering  grief  for  joys  remembered  yet, 
The  vain  remonstrance,  and  the  weak  regret: 
Fust  speaks  the  vnfe  in  sorrow,  she  b  grieved 
T  idmit  the  truth,  and  would  be  tfUll  deceivod.** 


Remember  you,  my  love,  the  ikiry  tale, 

Where  the  young  pairs  were  spell-baund  in  tba 

vale? 
Whui  ail  around  them  gay  or  glorious  ^eem*d^ 
And  of  bright  viewa  and    oeaeelcps  joys  they  . 

dream  d , 
Young  love  «nd  infant  life  no  more  could  give— 
Theyeaid  but  hal^  when  they  ezchdm'd,  **We 

live!" 
All  was  so  light,  so  lovely,  So  serene, 
And  not  a  trouble  to  be  heard  or  seen  j 
TSl,  melting  into  truth,  the  vision  fled, 
And  there  came  miry  roads  and  thorny  ways  fav 


HENRT  AND  BMMA.  . 

£»  Well,  roy  good  sir,  I  shall  contend  no  more ; 
Bvt,  O !  the  vows  you  made,  the  oaths  you 


A  To  love  you  always :— ^I  confess  it  true ; 
And  do  I  not  7  If  not,  what  can  I  do  7 
Moieover  think  what  yon  yourself  profees^d* 
And  then  the  subject  may  for  ever  rest 

S,  Yes,  sir,  obedience  I  professM ;  I  know 
My  debt,  and  wish  to  pay  you  all  I 'owe, 
fty  without  murmur ;  but  that  vow  was  made 
To  yoo^  who  said  it  never  should  be  paid  y^ 
Now  truly  teD  me  why  you  took  such  care 
To  make  me  err  7  I  aiskM  you  not  to  swear. 
But  rather  hoped  you  would  my  mind  direct. 
And  say,  when  manned,  what  you  would  Arpeet 

Ton  may  remember — ^it  is  not  so  long 

Since  you  affirm*d  that  I  could  not  be  wroag ; 

I  told  you  then — ^you  recollect,  I  told 

The  very  truth — that  humour  would  not  hold ; 

Not  that  I  thought,  or  ever  could  suppose^ 

The  miffhty  raptures  were  so  soon  to  close—- 

Poetic  flights  of  love  all  sunk  in  rallen  prose. 

Do  you  remember  how  you  used  to  hanr 
Upon  my  looks  7  your  transports  when  f  sang  7, 
I  play*d--y0u  meltod  into  tears ;  I  moved^- 
Voice,  words,  and  motion,  how  you  all  approved ; 
A  time  when  Emma  reigned,  a  time  when  Henry 


Ton  recollect  7 

SL  Yes,  sorely ;  and  then  why 

Theneedlees  truths?  do  I  the  &cU  deny  7 
'or  this  remonstrance  I  can  see  no  need. 
Or  this  impatience— if  you  do,  prooe^. 

R  0 1  that  is  now  so  cool,  and  with  a  smile 
"Riat  sharpens  insult— I  detest  the  style ; 
And,  now  I  talk  of  s^les,  with  what  dellffht 
Too  read  my  lines — I  then,  it  seems,  could  write  : 
In  short,  when  I  was  present  yon  could  see 
fint  one  dear  object,  and  you  lived  fi>r  me ; 
And  BOW,  sir,  what  your  pleasure  7  Let  me  dress, 
Sing,  speak,  or  write,  and  you  your  sense  express 
•Of  my  poor  taste— my  words  are  not  correct ; 
In  all  I  do  is  ftiling  or  defects 
Some  error  you  will  seek,  some  blunder  wiU  detect ; 
And  what  can  such  dissatisfaction  prove  7 
I  ten  yon,  Henry,  you  have  ceased  to  love. 

ff.  I  own  H  not ;  but  if  a  truth  it  be. 
It  IS  the  iauU  of  nature,  not  of  me. 


Such  was  our  fiite,  my  charmer !  we  virere  found 
A  wandering  pair,  by  roruish  Cupid  bound ; 
All  that  I  saw  was  gif^  to  inspire 
Grand  views  of  Uiss,  and  wake  intense  desire 
Of  joys  that  never  pall,  of  flights  that  never  tire ; 
There  was  that  porple  light  of  k>ve,  that  bloom. 
That  ardent  passions  in  Uieir  growth  assume. 
That  pure  enjoyment  of  the  soul-r-O  I  weak 
Are  words  such  lovee  and  glowing  thoughts  to 

speak! 
I  sought  to  praise  thee,  and  I  felt  disdaixr 
Of  my  own  effort;  all  attempts  were  vain. 

Nor  they  alone  were  charming;  by  tiiat  light 

All  loved  of  fhee  grew  lovely  in  my  sight; 

Sweet  influence  not  its  own  in  every  place 

Was  fbund,  and  there  was  found  in  all  Uiings  grace ; 

Thy  shrubs  and  planta  were  seen  new  bloom  to  bear^ 

Not  the  Arabian  sweets  so  fragrant  were. 

Nor  £den*s  sel^  if  aught  with  Eden  might  compare. 

You  went  the  ehurch-way  walk,  you  reachM  th» 

fium. 
And  gave  the  grass  and  babbling  springs  a  charm ; 
Orop,  whom  you  rode,— 4ad  rider  though  you  be^-* 
Thenceforth  Was  more  than  Pegasus  to  me: 
Have  I  not  woo*d  your  snarling  our  to  bend 
To  me  the  paw  and  meting  of  a  friend  7 
And  all  his  surly  ugliness  forgave. 
Because,  like  me,  he  was  my  Emma's  slave? 
Think  you,  thus  charm'd,  I  would  the  spell  revoke  t 
Alas !  my  love,  we  married,  and  it  broke ! 

Yet  no  deceit  or  fiJsehood  slainM  ray  breast. 

What  I  asserted  might  a  saint  attest; 

Fair,  dear,  and  good  thou  wert,  nay,  fairest,  dear* 

est,  best: 
Nor  shame,  nor  guilt,  nor  fidsehood  I  avow. 
But  *t  is  by  heaven's  own  light  I  see  thee  now ; 
And  if  that  light  will  all  those  glories  chase, 
*T  is  not  my  wish  that  will  the  good  replace. 

B,  O !  sir,  this  boyish  tale  is  mighty  well. 
But 't  was  your  falsehood  that  destroyed  the  spell : 
Speak  not  of  nature,  *tis  an  evil  mind 
That  makes  you  to  accustomed  beauties  blind ; 
You  seek  the  fiiults  yourself,  and  then  complauii 
you  find. 

H'  I  sought  them  not ;  but,  madam,  *t  is  in  vaia« 
The  course  of  love  and  nature  to  restrain ; 
Lo  !  when  the  buds  expand,  the  leaves  are  green,.. 
Then  the  first  opening  of  the 'flower  is  seen , 
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Then  oomes  the  h<meyed  bretth  and  rosy  %mile. 
That  with  their  sweeta  th^  wiUmg  aente  beguile} 
But,  as  we  look,  and  love,  and  taste,  and  praiae. 
And  the  fruit  grows,  the  drarming  flower  decays; 
Till  all  is  gatherM,  and  the  wintry  blast 
Moans  o*cr  the  place  of  love  and  pleasnre  put 

So  *t  is  with  beauty,-^ijch  the  opening  grace 
And  dawn  of  glory  in  the  yonthful  face; 
Then  are  the  charms  iinfdlded  to  the  sight, 
Then  all  is  loveliness  and  all  delist ; 
The  naptial  ti^  sQoceeds,  the  genial  hour, 
And,  lo !  the  falling  off  of  beauty's  flowex ; 
So,  through  all  nature  is  the  pltigress  made, — 
The  bud,  the  bloom,  the  fruit,— «nd  then  we  fiide. 

Thffi  sigh  no  more,-*we  might  as  well  retain 
The  year's  gay  prime  aa  bid  that  love  remain, 
That  ftmd,  delusive,  happy,  transient  spell, 
Thtl  hides  ils  from  a  world  wherein  we  dwell, 
And  ibrms  and  fits  us  for  that  fairy  ground. 
Where  charming  dreams  and  gay  conceits  abound ; 
Till  comea  at  length  th*  awakening  strife  and  can, 
That  we,  as  tried  and  toiling  men,  must  share. 

£.  O !  sir,  I  must  not  think  that  heaven  approves 
Ungrateful  man  or  unrequited  Iovjbs  ; 
Nor  that  we  less  are  fitted  for  our  parts 
By  having  tender  souls  and  feeling  hearts. 

H,  Come,  my  dear  friend,  and- let  us  not  refbse 
The  good  we  have,  by  grief  for  that  we  lose ; 
But  let  us  both  the  ver^  truth  confess ; 
This  must  relieve  the  ill,  and  may  redress. 

B*  O !  much  I  fear !  I  practised  no  deceit, 
Such  as  I  am  I  saw  you  at  my  feet ; 
IT  for  a  goddess  you  a  rirl  would  take, 
*T  is  you  yourself  the  disappointment  make. 

H»  And  I  alone  ? — O  t  Emma,  when  I  prayM 
Tot  grjioe  from  thee,  transported  and  afraid, 
Now  raised  to  rapture,  now  to  terror  doom'd, 
Was  not  the  goddess  by  the  girl  assumed  7 
Did  not  my  Emma  use  her  skill  to  hide^ 
Let  us  be  frank — ^her  weakness  and  her  pride  7 
Did  she  not  all  her  sez*s  arts  pursue. 
To  bring  the  an^el  forward  to  my  view  7 
Was  not  the  rising  anger  ofl  suppressed  7 
Was  not  the  waking  passion  hush'd  to  rest  7 
And  when  so  mildly  sweet  you  look'd  and  spoke, 
Did  not  the  woman  deign  to  wear  a  cloak  7 
A  cloak  she  wore,  or,^ough  not  d^ar  my  sight, 
I  might  have  seen  her — Think  you  not  I  might? 

E,  O I  this  is  glorious  !*-whiIe  your  passion  lives, 
T6  the  loved  maid  a  robe  of  grace  it  gives ; 
And  then,  unjust !  beholds  her  with  surprise, 
Unrobed,  ungracious,  when  the  passion  dies. 

H.  For  this,  my  Emma,  I  to  heaven  appeal, 
I  felt  entirely  what  I  seemM  to  feel ; 
'  Thou  wert  all  precious  in  my  sight,  to  me 
'  The  being  angels  are  supposed  to  be ; 
.  And  am  I  now  of  my  deception  told, 
'.  Because  I  *m  doom'd  a  woman  to  behold  7 

£.  Sir !  in  few  words  I  would  a  question  ask — 
iMten  these  reproaches  that  I  wore  a  mask  7 


Meatt  yoa  that  I  by  art  or  cantion  tried 
To  show  a  virtue,  or  a  fituH  to  hide  ? 

H,  I  will  obey  you— When  ^on  seem'd  to  feel 
Those  books  vre  read,  and  praised  them  with  mich 

leal. 

Approving  all  that  certain  friends  approved, 
Was  it  the  pages,  or  the  praise  you  loved ! 
Nay,  do  no|  frown — I  much  rejoiced  to  find 
Such  early  judgment  in  such  gentle  mind ; 
But,  since  we  married,  have  you  deign'd  to  look 
On  the  grave  subjects  of  one  fevourite  book  t 
Or  have  the  once-applauded  pages  power 
T*  engage  their  Warm  approver  fer  an  hour ! 

Nay,  hear  me  further — ^When  we  viewM  that  del^ 
Where  lie  those  ruins — ^you  must  know  it  well- 
When  that  MTom  pediment  your  walk  dday*d. 
And  the  stream  gushing  through  the  ardi  decaj'd  i 
When  at  the  venerable  pile  you  stood. 
Till  the  does  ventured  on  our  solitude. 
We  were  so  still !  before  the  growing  day 
Call'd  us  reluctant  flrom  our  seat  away — 
Tell  mo,  was  all  the  feeling  you  exprnsM 
The  genuine  feeling  of  my  Emma's  breast? 
Or  vras  it  borrow'd,  that  her  fiuthful  alave 
The  higher  notion  of  her  taste  might  havo  7 
So  may  I  judge,  fer  of  that  lovely  scene 
'Die  married  Emma  has  no  witness  been ; 
No  mots  beheld  that  water,  falling,  flow 
Through  the  green  fern  that  there  delights  to  grow. 

Onoe  more  permit  me^— Well,  I  know,  yoa  feel 
For  soffiuring  mon,  and  would  their  suibrings  hoaL 
But  when  at  certain  huts  yon  chose  to  call, 
At  certain  seasons,  was  compassion  all? 
I  there  beheld  thee,  to  the  wretched  dear 
As  angels  to  expiring  saints  appear 
When  whispering  hope— 1  saw  an  infant  presi*<d 
And  hnsh'd  to  stumbcQr  on  mj  Emma's  breast ! 
Hnsh'd  be  each  rude  suggesboik  !«-Wdl  I  kaovr, 
Witii  k  ffree  hand  your  bounty  you  bestow ; 
And  to  these  objects  fi^uent  comforts  send. 
But  stin  they  see  not  now  thehr  pitying  friend. 

A  merchant,  Emma,  when  his  wealth  he  states^ 
Hiongh  rich,  is  feulty  if  he  over-rates 
His  real  store ;  and,  gtfiining  greater  trust 
For  the  deception,  diould  we  deem  him  Just  T 

If  in  your  singleness  of  heart  you  hide 
No  flaw  or  frailty,  when  your  truth  is  tried. 
And  time  has  drawn  aside  the  veil  of  love. 
We  may  be  sorry,  but  we  must  a|^ove ; 
The  fencied  charms  no  more  our  praiae  compel. 
But  doubly  shines  the  worth  that  stands  so  welL 

£.  O I  predous  are  you  all,  and  prises  too, 
Or  could  we  take  such  guilty  pains  for  you  7 
Bdieve  it  not-^As  long  as  passion  Jasti, 
A  charm  about  the  chosen  maid  it  casts ; 
And  the  poor  girl  has  little  more  to  do 
Than  just  to  keep  in  sight  its  yon  pursue : 
Chance  to  a  ruin  leads  her ;  you  behold. 
And  straight  the  angel  of  her  taste  is  told ; 
Chance  to  a  cottage  leads  you,  and  you  traoe 
A  virtuous  pity  ia  the  angePs  fecc } 
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'  She  read^  a  work  job  chance  to  reconimend, 
And  likes  it  well — at  least,  she  likea  the  friend ; 
But  when  it  chances  this  no  more  is  done. 
She  has  not  left  one  Tirtne— -No !  not  one  I 

But  he  it  said,  good  sir,  we  me  snch  art, 
Is  it  not  dbne  to  hold  a  fickle  heart. 
And  fix  a  roving^  eye?— Is  that  design 
Shameful  or  wicked  that  would  keep  yon  mine  7 
If  I  confess  the  art,  I  would  proceed 
To  say  of  such  that  ever^  maid  has  need. 
Then  when  yQU  flatter — m  your  langua^re — praise. 
In  our  own  view  you  must  our  value  raise ; 
And  must  we  not,  to  this  mistaken  man. 
Appear  as  like  his  picture  as  we  can  ? 
If  you  will  call — nay,  treat  us  as  divine, 
Mmt  we  not  something  to  your  thoughts  incline  7 
If  men  ef  sense  will  worship  whom  thev  love, 
Think  you  the  idol  will  the  error  prove  7 
What !  show  him  all  her  glory  is  pretence. 
And  make  an  idiot  of  this  man  of  sense  7 

Tlien,  too,  suppose  we  should  his  praise  refuse, 
And  clear  his  mind,  we  may  our  lover  lose ; 
In  fact,  yoo  make  us  more  thai)  nature  makes. 
And  we,  no  douU,  ooneent  to  your  mistakes ; 
Ton  wiU,  we  know,  nntil  the  firemtv  cools, 
Enjov  the  tranaieot  paradise  of  focls ; 
But  ttnoy  fled,  you  quit  the  hlissful  state. 
And  tmvi  for  ever  bars  the  golden  gate. 

H.  True !  but  bow  ill  each  other  to  upbraid, 
n*  is  not  our  ftult  that  we  no  longer  staid ; 
No  sodden  fate  our  lingering  love  suppress 
It  died  an  easy  death,  and  calmly  sank  to  rest: 
To  either  sex  is  the  delusion  lent. 
And  when  it  ftils  us,  we  should  rest  content, 
'TIS  cruel  to  reproach,  when  bootless  to  repent 

JS.  Then  wise  the  lovers  who  consent  to  wait,  , 
And  always  lingering,  never  try  the  state ; 
Bat  hurried  on,  by  what  they  call  their  pain 
And  I  their  Uisi,  no  longer  they  refrain ; 
To  ease  that  pain,  to  lose  that  bliss,  they  nm 
To  the  church  magi,  and  the  thinpr  is  done ; 
A  spell  is  utter'd^  and  a  ring  applied. 
And  forth  they  walk  a  bridegroom  and  a  bride, 
To  find  this  counter-charm,  this  marriage  rite, 
Has  put  theirpleasant  fallacies  to  flight ! 
Bbt  teQ  me,  Henrv,  should  we  truly  strive, 
May  we  not  bid  the  happy  dream  revive  7 

SL  Alas!  they  say  when  weakness  or  whenvioe 
Expels  a  foolish  pair  ftom  Paradise, 
The  guardian  power  to  prayer  has  no  regard. 
The  knowledge  once  obtain*d,  the  gate  is  barr'd ; 
Or  oould  we  enter  we  "should  still  fepine, 
Unless  we  could  the  knowledge  too  resign. 
And  let  us  calmly  view  our  present  fote. 
And  make  a  humble  Eden  of  our  state ; 
With  thie  advantage,  that  wBat  now  we;gain, 
Sxperienoe  gives,  and  prudence  will  retam. 

,  jK.  Ah !  much  I  doubt — when  you  in  fury  broke 
That  lovely  vase  by  one  impassionM  stroke, 
And  thousand  ohina-firagments  met  my  sight. 
Till  riiing  anger  pot  my  grief  to  flight ; 


As  weH  might  you  the  beauteous  jar  repiece. 
As  joy  renew  and  bid  vexation  cease. 

A  Why  then  'tis  wisdom,  Emma,  not  to  keep 
ThMC  grieCsin  memory;  they  had  better  sleep. 

There  was  a  time  when  this  heaven-guarded  i4e. 
Whose  valleys  flourish — nay,  whose  mountaias 

smile, 
Was,sterUe,  wUd,  deform'd,  and  beinga  rude 
Creatures  scarce  wilder  than  themselves  pursued ; 
The  sea  was  heard  around  a  waste  to  howl,  . 
The  night-wt>If  answer*d  to  the  whooting  owl. 
And  all  was  wretched — Yet  who  now  surveys 
The  land,  withholds  his  wonder  and  his  praise  7 
Come,  let  us  try  and  make  our  moral  view  • 
Improve  like  this-^his  have  we  power  to  do. 

£.  OI  1*11  be  all  forgetful,  deaf  and  dumb. 
And  aH  you  wish,  to  have  these  changes  ooms.' 

H.  And  oome  they  may,  if  not  as  heretofoie. 
We  eannot  all  the  lovely  vase  restore ; 
What  we  beheld  in  Love's  peispectiVe  glass 
Haft  passM  awav--one  sigh  \  and  let.it  pass- 
It  was  a  blissful  vision,  and  it  fled. 
And  we  must  get  some  actual  good  instead : 
Of  good  and  evil  that  we  daily  find^ 
That  we  must  hoard,  thu  banish  flrom  the  mind{ 
The  food  of  Love,  that  food  on  which  he  thrives. 
To  find  must  be  the  business  of  our  lives ; 
And  when  we  know  what  Love  delights  to  see. 
We  must  hi*  guardians  and  providers  be. 

As  careful  peasants,  with  incessant  toil. 
Bring  earth  to  tines  in  bare  and  rocky  soil. 
And,  as  they  raise  with  care  each  scanty  heap. 
Think  erf*  the  purple  clusters  they  shall  reap ; 
So  those  accretions  to  the  mind  we  *11  bring, 
Whence  fond  regard  and  just  esteem  will  spring , 
Then,  though  we  backward  look  with  son^e  regret 
On  those  fint  joys,  we  Aall  be  happy  yet 

Each  on  the  other  must  in  all  depend. 
The  kmd  adviser,  the  unfiiiling  friend ; 
Through  the  rough  world  we  must  eadi  other  rid, 
Leading  and  led,  obeying  and  ohey*d ; 
Favour*d  and  favouring,  eager  to  believe 
What  should  be  truth— unwilling  to  peroeire 
What  might  ofi^nd'--determined  to  remove 
What  has  ofiended ;  wisely  to  improve 
What  pleases  yet,  and  guard  returning  love. 

Nor  doubt,  mY  Emma,  but  in  many  an  hour 
Fancy,  who  sleepsi,  shall  wake  witii  all  her  power; 
And  we  shall  pass--4hough  not  perhaps  renudn— 
To  foiry-land,  and  feel  its  charm  again. 


BOOK  XV. 


ORETNA  GREEN. 


Richard  meets  an  Acquaintance  of  hb  Touth  — 
The  Kind  of  Meeting—His  School— The  Doc 
tor  didmere  and  his  Family— Belwood,  a  FupU 
—The  Doctor's  Opinion  of  him— The  Opinkm  of 
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hii  Wtfe--andof  his  Daughter— Oonraltatioo—: 
The  Lovers — Flight  to  Gretna  Green — Return 
no  more— The  Doctor  and  his  Lady — Beiwood 
and  his  Wife— The. Doctor  refleclB— Goes  to  his 
Son-in-law — His  Reception  and  Retom.  - 


**  I  MET,'*  said  Richard,  when  retomM  to  dine, 
**  In  my  excursion,  with  a  (riend  of  mine ; 
Friend  I  I  mistake, — but  yet  I  knew  him  well. 
Ours  was  the  village  where  he  came  toilw^ll ; 
He  was  an  orphan  bom  to  wealth,  and  then 
Placed  in  the  guardian-care  of  cautious  men ; 
When  our  gotxl  parent,  who  was  kindness  all. 
Fed  and  caress*d  him  when  he  ehose  to  call ; 
And  this  he  loved,  for  he  was  always  one 
For  whom  some  pleasant  service  must  be  done» 
Or  he  was  sullen — He  would  come  and  play 
At  his  own  time,  and  st  bis  pleasure  stay ; 
But  our  kind  parent  soothed  him  as  %  boy 
Without  a  friend ;  she  loved  he  should  enjoy 
A  day  of  ease,  and  strove  to  give  his  mind  employ : 
She  had  ^ut  seldom  the  desired  success, 
And  therelbre  parting  troubled  her  the  less ; 
Two  years  he  there  remain*d,  then  went  his  way, 
I  think  to  school,  and  him  I  met  to-day. 

I  heard  his  name,  or  he  bad  past  unksown, 
And,  without  scruple,  I  divulged  my  own : 
His  words  were  civil,  but  not  much  expressed, 

*  Yes !  be  had  heard  I  was  my  brother's  guest  f 
Then  would  explain,  what  was  not  plain  to  me. 
Why  he  could  not  a  social  neighbour  be. 

He  envied  you,  he  said,  your  quiet  life,       , 

And  me  a  loving  and  contenteid  wife ; 

Tou,  as  unfettered  by  domestic  bond. 

Me,  as  a  husband  and  a  father  fend : 

I  was  about  to  speak,  when  to  the  right 

The  road  then  tum'd,  and  lo  I  his  house  in  sight 

*  Adieu !'  he  said,  nor  gave  a  word  or  sign 
Of  invitation — ^  Yonder  house  is  mine; 
Your  brother's  I  prefer,  if  I  might  choose 
But,  my  dear  sir,  I  have  no  time  to  lose.' 

Say,  is  he  poor?  or  has  he  fits  of  spleen? 
Or  is  he  melancholy,  moped,  or  mean  ? 
So  coklf  BO  distant— I  bestow'd  some  pains 
Upon  the  fever  in  my  Irish  veins." 

**  Well,  Richard,  let  your  native  wrath  be  tamed. 
The  man  has  half  the  evils  ^oa  have  named ; 
He  is  not  poor,  indeed,  nor  is  he  free 
From  all  the  gloom  and  care  of  poverty." 

"  But  is  he  married  ?"—*' Hush !  the  bell,  my  friend ; 
That  business  done,  we  will  to  this  attend ; 
And,  o'er  our  wine  engaged,  and  at  our  ease, 
We  may  discourse  of  Belwood's  miseries ; 
Not  that  his  su&rings. please  tab — No,  indeed; 
But  I  from  such  am  happy  to  be  freed." 

Their  speech,  of  course,  to  this  misfortune  led, 
A  weak  young  man  improvidently  wed. 

**  Weak,"  answerM  Richard ;  **  but  we  do  him  wrong 
Tq  sty  that  his  effedioa  was  not  strong." 


•»  That  we  may  doubt,"  said  George ;  "  i 

weak 

You  may  in  vain  the  strong  afibctions  seek ; 
They  have  strong  appetites ;  a  feol  will  eat 
As  lonf  as  feod  is  to  his  palate  sweet ; 
His  rule  is  not  what  sober  nature  needs. 
But  what  the  palate  covets  as  he  feeds: 
He  has  the  passions,  anger,  envy,  feai, 
As  storm  is  angr^,  and  as  frost  severe ; 
Uncheck'df'he  still  retains  what  nature  gai«, 
And  has  what  ereatures  of  the  ibrest  have. 

Weak  boys,  indulged  by  parentsjust  as  weak. 
Will  with  much  force  of  their  aroction  speak; 
Bi^  let  mamma  the  aocustom'd  sweets  withhold. 
And  the  food  boys  grow  insolent  and  cold. 

Weak  men  profess  to  love,  and  while  untried 
May  woo  with  warmth,  and  grieve  to  be  deniad  ; 
But  this  is  selfish  ardour, — afi  the  seal 
Of  their  pursuit  is  from  the  wish  fhey  feel 
For  self-indulgenoe— When  do  they  denv 
Themselves  ?  and  when  the  fevourite  object  fly  t 
Or,  fer  that  object's  sake,  with  her  requests  ooiii* 

^y? 
Their  sickly  love  is  fed  with  hopes  of  joy. 
Repulses  damp  it,  and  delays  destroy ; 
Love,  that  to  virtuous  acts  vriU  some  excite. 
In  others  but  provokes  an  appetite ; 
In  better  minds,  wh^n  love  possession  takes 
And  meete  with  peril,  l^e  the  reason  shakes ; 
But  these  weak  natuies,  when  they  love  profess, 
Never  regard  their  small  concerns  the  less. 

That  true  and  genuine  love  has  Quizote-fliglite . 
May  be  aUow'dT— in  vision  it  delighte ; 
But  in  ite  loftiest  flight,  ite  wUdest  draam, 
Has  something  in  it  that  oommands  esteem : 
But  this  poor  love  to  no  such  region  soars. 
But,  Sancho-Iike,  .its  selfish  loss  deplores ; 
Of  ite  own  merite  and  ite  senrioe  speaks. 
And  full  reward  fer  all  ite  duty  seeks." 

— **'  When  a  rich  boy,  with  all  the  pride  of  yoatfai 
Weds  a  poor  beauty,  will  you  doubt  his  truth ; 
Such  love  is  tried-— it  indiscreet  may  be, 
But  must  be  generous"— 

"That  I  do  not  see; 
JTust  at  this  time  the  bslsnoe  of  the  mind 
Is  this  or  that  way  by  the  weighte  inclined ; 
In  this  scale  beauty,  wealth  in  that  abides, 
In  dubious  balance,  till  the  last  subsides ; 
Things  are  hot  poised  in  just  the  equal  stete. 
That  the  ass  stands  stock-still  in  the  debate ; 
Though  when  deciding  he  may  slowly  pass 
And  long  for  both — ^tl:^  nature  of  the  ass ; 
T  is  but  an  impulse  that  he  must  obey 
When  he  resigns  one  bundle  of  the  hay." 


Take  your  friend  Beiwood,  whom  his  goudiaas 

sent 
To  Doctor  Sidmere— full  of  dread  he  went; 
Doctor  they  call'd  him — he  was  not  of  as. 
And  where  he  was— we  need  not  now  ^*tiwm  : 
He  kept  a  school,  he  had  a  daughter  feir, 
He  said,  as  ange]a,-HHiy,  as  women  are. 
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Ctara,  thi«  beauty,  had  a  figure  light. 

Her  &oe  was  faandacMiie,  and  her  eyes  were  bright; 

Her  ▼oioe  waa  masic,  not  bj  anger  raiaed ; 

And  sweet  her  dimple,  either  pleased  or  praised > 

All  nnmd  the  village  was  her  fame  aBow'd, 

She  was  its  pride,  and  not  a  little  proad. 

The  ruling  thought  that  swayM  her  fiither's  Bund 

Was  this — I  am  for  dignity  designM : 

Riches  he  rather  as  a  mean  approved, 

Tet  sought  them  early,  and  in  seeking  loved ; 

For  this  he  early  made  the  marriase  vo^, 

Bot  ftiPd  to  gain— I  recollect  not  now ; 

For. this  his  lady  had  his  wrath  incurrM, 

Alt  thtt  her  feelings  seldom  could  be  stir^M ; 

Tohis  &ir  daughter,  filmed  as  well  as  fidr. 

He  look'd,  and  found  his  consolation  there., 

Hw  Doctor  taught  of  youth  some  half  a  score, 
WdLbom  and  wealthy — He  would  take  no  more ; 
His  wife,  when  peevish,  told  him,  **Ye8!  and 

^lad"^ 
It  might  be  so— no  more  were  to  be  had : 
Bdwood,  it  seems,  for  cdlege  was  desini'd, 
hA  for  more  study  he  was  not  inclined : 
He  thought  of  labouring  there  With  much  dismay^ 
And  motives  mizM  here  urged  the  long  delay. 

He  BOW  on  nanhood  verged,  at  least  began 
To  talk  as  he  supposed  became-a  man. 

*  Whether  he  chose  the  ooUege  or  the  scfaod 
Wu  his  own  act,  and  that  should  no  man  rule ; 
He  had  his  reatons  for  the  step  be  took, 
Did  they  suppose  he  stay'd  to  read  his  book  ?** 

Hopeless,  the  Doctor  said,  "  This  boy  is  one 
Wnh  whom  I  fear  there  *s  nothing  to  be  done.** 

I     His  wife  replied,  leho  more  had  guessM  or  knew, 
I     *Tou  only  mean  there  *s  nothing  he  can  do ; 
Ef*ii  there  you  err,  unless  you  m^an  indeed 
Itiit  the  poor  lad  can  neither  think  nor  read." 

— ^  What  credit  oanj  by  sueh  dunce  obtain  7**^- 
*(Vedit7  I  know  not— jou  may  something  gain ; 
Til  true  he  has  na  passion  for  his  books, 
Alt  none  can  closer  study  C]ara*s  looks ; 
And  who  controlB  him  7  now  hie  father  *s  gone, 
There's  not  a  crsatnre  cares  about  the  son. 
If  he  be  brought  to  ask  your  daughter's  band. 
An  that  he  has  will  be  at  her  command ; 
^  who  is-she  7  and  whom  does  she  obey  7 
Where  is  the  wrong!,  and  what  the  danger,  pray  7 
^Moming  guide  to  one  whom  guidance  needs 
li  merit  sorely— If  the  thing  succeeds, 
^3>n&ot  you  aJways  keep  him  at  your  side^ 
And  be  his  hononr'd  guardian  and  his  guide  7 
And  cannot  I  my  prMty  Chra  rule  7 
j    u  Mi  this  better  than  a  noisy  school  7** 

I    ^  IKictor  thought  and  mused,  he  fbit  and  fear'd, 
Wish'd  it  to  be— then  wisb'd  he  had  not  heard ; 

i    Bothewasangry— that  at  least  was  right. 
And  giye  him  credit  in  his  lady's  sight ; — 


Then,  milder  grown,  yet  something  •tiU  severe 
gB  Aid,  *«  Consider,  Madam,  think  and  fear  ;'* 
Bjt,  ere  they  parted,  softening  to  a  smils, 
"fwwrdir  said  ho— -I  "H  thiak  myself 


myself  awhife.** 


/ames  and  his  Clara  had,  With  many  a  pause 
And  raanj^  a  doubt,  infringed  the  Doctor's  laws 
At  first  with  terror,  and  with  eyes  turn'd  round 
On  every  side  for  fear  they  should  be  found ; 
In  the  long  passage,  and  without  the  gate, 
They,  met,  and  talk'd  of  love  and  his  estate ; 
Sweet  little  notes,  and  full  of  hope,  were  laid* 
Wherk  they  were, found  by  the  attentive  maid; 
And  these  she  answer'd  kindly  as  she  could,     - 
But  sdll '  I  dare  not'  waited  on '  I  would ;' 
Her  fears  and  Wishes  she  in  part  confess'd. 
Her  thoughts  aud  views  she  carefully  suppreis'd , 
Her  Jemmy  sail  at  lengtl),  "  He  did  not  heed 
His  guardian's  anger — -What  was  he,  indeed  f 
A  tradesman  once,  and  had  his  fbrtune  gain*d 
tn  that  low  way, — such  anger  he  disdain'd— 
He  li^ed  her  pretty  looks,  her  eyes  of  blue. 
Her  aubucn-braid,  and  lips  that  shone  like  dew  ; 
And  did  she  think  her  Jemmy  stay'd  at  school 
To  study  Greek  7~What,  take  him  for  a  fool  7 
Not  he,  by  Jove !  for  what  he  had  to  seek 
He  woukl  in  English  ask  her,  not  in  Greek ; 
Will  you  be  mine  7  are  all  your  scruples  gone  7 
Then  let's  be  off— I've  that  will  Uke  us  on." 
'Twas  true;  the  clerk  of  an  attorney  there  ^ 
Had  found  a  Jew,^-the  Jew  supplied  the  heir. 

Tet  had  he  fears—**  My  guardians  may  condemn 
The  choice  I  make— but  what  is  that  to  them  7 
Tlie  more  they  strive  ny  pleasure  to  restrain. 
The  less  they  '11  find  they  're  likely  to  ob^ ; 
For  wheif  thiey  work  one  to  a  proper  eue. 
What  they  forbid  one  takes  delight  to  do." 

Clara  exulted — now  the  day  would  come 
Belwood  must  take  her  in  her  carriage  home ; 
**  Then  I  shall  hear  what  envy  will  remark 
When  I  shall  sport  the  ponies  in  the  park ; 
When  my  friend  Jane  will  meet  me  at  the  ball. 
And  see  me  taken  out  the  first  of  all : 
I  see  her  looks  when  she  beholds  the  men 
AH  crowd  about  me— she  will  simper  then, 
And  cry  with  her  affected  air  and  voioe, 

*  O !  my  sweet  Clara,  how  do  I  rejoice 

At  your  good  fortune !'— *Thank  you,  dear,*  say  1 

*  But  some  there^are  that  could  fi>r  envy  die.* " 

Mamma  kok'd  on  with  thoughts  to  these  allied. 
She  fUt  the  pleasure  of  reflected  pride; 
She  should  respect  in  Clara's  honour  &id'» 
But  she  to  Clara's  secret  thoughts  was  Mind ; 
O  \  when  we  thus  design,  we  do  but  spread 
Nets  for  our  feet,  and  to  our  toils  are  fed : 
Those  whom  we  think  we  rule  their  views  anain. 
And  we  pedrtake  the  guilt  without  the  gain. 

The  Doctor  long  had  thought,  till  he  became 
A  victiVn  both  to  avarice  and  shaikie ; 
From  his  importance,  every  eye^  was  placed 
On  his  designs — How  dreadful  it  disgraced ! 

**  O !  that  unknown  to  him  the  pair  had  flown 
To  that  same  Green,  the  proieot  all  their  own ! 
And  ehould  they  now  be  guilty  of  the  act. 
Am  not  I  free  man  knowledge  of  the  fact  7 
Will  they  not,  if  they  will  7"— ^Tis  thus  we 
The  oheok  of  oooacienoe,  and  our  guide  defeat 
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Thitf  friend^  this  spy,  this  ooansalior  at  rest, 
Mare  pleasiog  views  ware  to  the  miod  addre«*d. 

The  mischief  done,  he  woold  be  much  displeased, 
For  weeks,  nay,  months^  aiid  slowl  v  be  appeased  ^-^ 
Yet  of  this  aoger  if  they  felt  the  dread. 
Perhaps  they  dare  not  steal  away  to  wed ; 
And  if  OD  hints  of  mercy  they  should  go, 
He  stood  ci>mmitted—4t  most  not  be  s<^ 

In  this  dilemma  either  horn  was  hard,^- 
Best  to  seem  careless,  then,  and  off  one^s  guard ; 
And,  lest  their  terror  should  theii^ight  prevent. 
His  wife  might  argne-^faJthers  wm  relent 
On  soch  occasions-T^md  that  she  should  share 
The  |railt  and  censure  was  her  proper  care. 

I*  Suppose  them  wed,**  said  be,  **  and  at  my  feet, 

I  must  exclaim  that  instant — ^Vilie  deceit ! 

Then  wiH  my  daughter,  weeping,  while  they  k&eal. 

For  its  own  Clara  beg  my  heart  may  feel : 

At  last,  but  slowly,  I  may  all  forgive. 

And  their  adviser  and  director  live.** 

When  wishes  tuAy  weak  the  heart 'surprise, 
Hetfven,  in  its  mercy,  the  fend  prayer  denies ; 
Hut  when  our  wishes  are  b(Ah  base  and  weak. 
Heaven,  in  its  justice,  gives  us  what  we  seek. 

All  pass*d  that  was  expected,  all  prepared 

To  share  the  comfertp^What  the  comfert  shared  t 

The  married  pair,  on  their  return,  agreed 
That  they  from  school  were  now  completely  fteed ; 
Were  man  and  wife,  and  to  their  mansion  now 
Should  boldly  drive,  and  their  intents  avow  i 
The  acting  guardian  in  the  mansion  reisrn*d, 
And,  thitlMT  driving,  they  their  will  ex|9aiii*d  t 
The  man  awhile  discoursed  in  language  high, 
The  ward  was  sullen,  and  made  brief  reply ; 
Till,  when  he  saw  th*  opposing  strength  decline, 
He  bravely  tttt6r*d— '*Sir,  the  house  m  mine  !** 
And,  like  a  lion,  lash*d  by  self-rebuke. 
His  own  defence  he  bravely  undertook. 

**WeU !  be  it  right  or  wrong,  the  thinr  is  past: 
You  cannot  hinder  what  ia  tight  and  ast : 
The  church  has  tied  us ;  we  are  hither  come 
To  our  own  place,  and  you  must  make  us  room.** 

The  man  reflected — ^  You  deservei,  I  know. 
Foolish  young  man !  what  fertune  will  bestow  i 
No  punishment  from  me  your  actions  need, 
Whose  pains  will  shortly  to  your  feult  succeed.** 

James  was  quite  angry,  wondering  what  was  meant 
By. such  expressions — Why  should  he  repent? 

New  trial  came — ^The  wife  conceived  it  right 

To  see  her  parents ;  «  So,*'  he  said,  "  she  might. 

If  she  had  any  feney  fer  a  jail. 

But  upon  hin  no  creature  shouM  prevail ; 

No!  he  would  never  be  again  the  fool 

To  go  and  starve,  or  study  at  a  school  I** 

**0!  but  to  see  her  parents  !**—<«  Well!  the  sight 
Might  give  her  pleasure— very  like  it  might. 
And  she  might  go ;  but  to  his  bouse  restored, 
Ife  would  not  now  be  eatacliiaed  and  bored." 


It  was  her  duty ;— *"  WeB  !**  said  he  again, 

*^  There  you  may  go— and  there  you  may  nmmm  I* 

Abeady  this  7 — Even  so :  he  heard  it  said 
How  rash  and  heedless  was  the  part  he  playM  ; 
For  love  of  money  in  his  spirit  dwelt. 
And  there  repentance  was  intensely  fek : 
His  guardian  told  him  he  bad  bought  a  toy 
At  tenfold  price,  and  bargain*d  like  a  boy : 
Angry  at  truth,  and  wrought  to  fierce  disdain. 
He  swore  his  loss  should  be  no  woman's  gain; 
His  table  she  might  share,  his  name  she  mnat. 
But  if  aught  more— she  gets  it  upon  trust 

For  a  few  weeks  his  pride  her  ftcc  display'd — 
He  then  began  to  thwart  her,  and  upbraid ; 
He  grew  imperious,  insolent,  and  loud— 
His  blinded  weakness  made  his  folly  proud ; 
He  would  be  master,— she  had  no  pretence 
To  counsel  him,  as  if  he  waiited  sense ; 
He  must  inform  her,  she  already  cost 
More  than  her.  worth,  and  more  should  not  be  kM* 
But  still  concluding,  **  if  your  will  be  so 
That  you  must  see  the  old  ones,  do  it— go  r* 

Some  weeks  the  Doctor  waited,  and  the  while 
His  lady  preach*d  in  no  consoling  style: 
At  last  she  iear*d  that  rustic  bad  coBvey*d 
Their  child  to  prison— yes,  she  was  afraid,-^ 
There  to  rtcmain  in  that  old  hall  alone 
With  the  vile  heads  of  stags,  and  fiooiti  of 


«*  Why  did  you,  sir,  who  know  soch  Ihinga  m  wcO, 
And  teach  us  good,  permit  them  to  rebel  T 
Had  you  o'erawed  and  check*d  them  when  in  sights 
They  would  not  then  have  ventured  upon  lligfa^-^ 

Had  you** **  Out,  serpent !  dkl  not  yoQ  b^^  t 

What !  introduce,  and  then  upbnid  the  an ! 
For  sin  it  is,  as  I  too  well  perceive: 
But  leave  me,  woman,  to  reflection  leave; 
The4  to  your  closet  fly,  and  on  your  knees 
Beg  for  forgiveness  for  such  sins  as  theas.*" 

**  A  moody  morning  !**  with  a  carelcM  air 
Replied  the  wifb— **  Why  counsel  roe  to  prmy«r  I 
I  think  the  lord  and  teacher  of  a  school 
Should  pray  himsdC  and  keep  his  temper  booL** 

Calm  grew  the  husband  when  tiie  wife  was  fon^« 
«*  The  game,**  said  h^  <•  is  never  loM  tiO  won : 
*T  is  true,  the  rebels  fly  their  proper  home^ 
They  come  not  nigh,  because  they  fear  to  oobm; 
And  for  my  purpose  (bar  will  dodfatleas  prove 
Of  more  importance  and  effect  than  love  }— 
Suppose  me  there — sop^wse  the  carriage  slopa, 
Down  on  her  kneea  my  trembling  dau^ter  drapa; 
Slowly  I  raise  her,  in  my  &rms  to  ftU, 
And  call  for  mercy  as  she  used  to  call ; 
And  shall  that  boy,  who  dreaded  tb  tppear 
Before  me,  cast  away  at  once  his  fear ! 
*T  is  not  in  nature !    Re  who  cnce  would  cower 
Beneath  my  frown,  and  sob  for  half  an  hour ; 
He  who  would  kneel  with  motion  prompt  and  cpnek 
If  I  but  look*d— as  dogs  that  do  a  trick ; 
He  still  his  knee-joints  flexible  most  feel. 
And  have  a  slavish  promptitude  to  kneel  ;— 
Soon  as  he  sees  me  ne  will  drop  his  lip, 
And  bend  like  one  made* ready  for  the  wUp: 
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0 !  oome,  I  trifle,  let  ^le  iiute  away—     ' 
What!  throw  it  up,  when  1  iiare  oaris  to  pla/Y" 

The  Doetotf  went,  a  aelfliiivited  gueet ; 
He  met  hk  pupil,  and  his  frown  repTefla*d, 
For  in  those  lowering  looks  he  ooold  disoem 
Beeiatance  sullen  and  defiance  stern ;' 
Ttt  was  it  painful  to  pot  off"  his  style 
Of  awfnl  distance,  and  sasume  a  smile ; 
So  between  these,  the  gracioos  and  the  grand. 
Succeeded  nothing  that  the  Doctor  p|ann'd. 

The  sullen  jrmith,  with  some  revivingdread; 
Bow*d  and  4hett  hang'd  disooneolate  his  head ; 
And,  muttering  wehxime  in  a  muffled  tone, 
Stilk*d  *croes  the  park  to  meditate  alone. 
Saying,  or  rather  seeming  to,  have  said, 
^6ol  seek  yoar  daughter,  and  be  there obeyM.** 

He  went^-'The  daughter  her  distresses  told,  ^ 
But  found  her  father  to  her  interests  cold ; 
Jde  kindness  and  complacency  advised ; 
She  answei;*d,  **  these  were  sure  to  be  despised ; 
That  of  the  love  her  husband  once  possess'd 
Not  the  least  spark  was  living  in  his  breast ; 
The  boy  repented  and  grow  savage  soon  ; 
There  never  shone  for  her  %  honey-moon* 
Soon  as  he  came,  his  cares  all  fixM  on  one,  ' 
I      Ifimself,  snd  all  his  passion  was  a  gun ; 
I      And  though  he  shot  as  he  did  all  beside, 
I      If  ftill  remained  his  only  joy  and  pride : 

He  left  her  there,-*eh^  knew  not  where  he  went,— 
Bat  knew  full  well  he  should  the  slight  repent ; 
She  was  not  one  his  daily  taunts  to  bear,' 
He  made  the  house  a  hell  that  he  should  share ; 
For,  till  he  ^ave  her  powor  herself  to  plesse, 
Never  for  him  should  be  a  moment*s  ease.*^ 

**He  loves  you,  child  l^  the  softening  father  cried ; 
— **  He  loves  himself,  and  not  a  soul  beside : 
Lores  me !  why,  yes,  and  so  he  did  the  pears 
YoQ  caught  him  stealing — would  he  had  the  fears ! 
Wooki  you  could  make  him  tremble  for  his  life. 
And  then  to  you  refum  the  stolen  wife, 
RicUy  endow'd — but,  O !  the  idiot  knows 
"Tttb  worth  of  eferj  penny  he  bestows. 

Were  he  but  focd  akne,  I M  find  a  way 
To  govern  him,  at  least  to  have  my  day; 
Or  were  he  only  brute,  I  *d  watch  the  honr, 
And  make  the^  brute-afiection  yield  me  power  ; 
hA  ailly  both  and  savage-— O !  my  heart ; 
It  is  too  great  a  trial  I— we  must  part'* 

"Oblige  the  savage  by  some  act !"— "  The  debt, 
Toa  find,  the  fool  wiU  instantly  forget ;  / 

Oblige  the  fool  with  kindness  or  with  praise, 
And  you  the  passions  of  the  savnge  raise.** 

"Time  will  do  much." — ^Can  time  my  name  te- 

■tore  ?" 
"Have  patience,  child." — ••  I  am  a  child  no  more. 
Nor  more  dependent ;  but,  at  woman's  age, 
I  ieel  that  wfongs  provoke  me  and  enrage : 
^t  ooold  you  bring  me  comfort,  I  were  cool ; 
But  keep  your  oooMdi  for  your  beys  at  «cbooL*' 
36 


The  Doctor  then  departed — ^Why  remain 
To  hear  complaints,  who  could  Itimself  complain, 
Who  felt  his  actionB  wrong,  and  knew  his  «flR»ts 
vain? 

The  suUen  yonth,  eontendmf  with  his  &te. 
Began  the  darling  of  his  heart  tp  hate ; 
Her  pretty  looks,  her  auburn  braid,  her  face, 
Ail  now  reroainM  the  proofs  of  his  disgrace ; 
While,  more  than  hateful  in  his  vixen's  dyes, 
He  saw  her  comforts  from  his  grieft  arise ; 
Who  fdi  a  joy  she  strove  not  to  conceal, 
Wfadh  their  expenses  made  her  ntiscr  feel. 

War  was  perpetual :  on  a  ^rst  attack 
Sh^  gain'd  advantage,  he  would  turn  his  back ; 
And  when  her  smaU-sbot  whistled  in  his  ears. 
He  felt  a  portion  qf  his  early  fears ; 
But  if  be  turned  him  in  the  battle's  heat, 
And  fought  in  earnest,  hers  was  then  defeat ; 
His  strength  «f  oath  and  curse  brought  Kttle  harm 
But  there  was  no  resisting  strength  of  arm« 

Yet  wearied  both  with  war,  and  vex'd  at  heart, 
The  slaves  of  passion  judged  it  beM  to  part : 
Long  they  delMted*  nor  could  fix  a  rate 
For  a  man's  peace  with  his  contending  mate ; 
But  mutual  hatred^  scorn,  and  fear,  assign'd 
That  price—that  peace  it  was  not  theirs  to  find. 

The  watchful  husband  lived  in  oonstant  hope 
To  hear  the  wife  had  ventured  to  elope ; 
But  though  not  virtuous,  nor  in  much  discreet. 
He  found  her  coldness  wouM  such  views  defeat ; 
And  thus,  by  self-reproof  and  avarice  scourged, 
He  wote  the  gaUing  chains  his  fbUy  forged, 

Tlie  wife  her  pleasures,  fbw  and  humble,  sought. 
And  with  anticipated  stipend  bought ;  , 
Without  a  home,  at  fashion's  call  she  fled 
To  a  hired  lodging  and  a  widow'd  bed ; 
Husband  and  parents  banish'd  from  her  mind. 
She  seeks  fi>r  pleasures  that  she  cannot  find ;    - 
And  grieves  that  so  much  treachery  was  enof^oy'd 
To  gain  a  man  who  has  her  peace  destroy'd. 

Yet  mors  the  griiBving  father  feels  distress, 
His  error  grea.ter,  and  his  motives  less ; 
He  finds  too  hite,  by  stooping  to  deceit. 
It  is  ourselves  and  not  the  world  we  cheat ; 
For,  though  we  blind  it,  yet  we  can  but'  feel 
That  we  havte  something  evU  to  conceal ; 
Nor  can'  we  by  our  utmost  care  be  sure 
That  we  can  bide  the  sufferings  we  endure. 
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The  Brothers  spoke  of  Ghosts,«-*a  ftrourite  theme 
With  those  who  love  to  Reason  or  to  dream  ; 
Why  they,  as  greater  men  were  wont  Ur  do, 
Felt  strong  desire  to  think  Uie  stories  true; 
Stories  of  spirits  freed,  who  came  to  prove 
To  spirits  bound  in  flesh  that  ^et  they  love, 
To  ^ive  them  notice  of  the  thmgs  below, 
Which  we  mobt  wonder  how  they  came  to  know. 
Or  known,  would  think  of  ceming  to  relate 
To  creatures  who  are  tried  by  unknown  ftte. 

**  Warning,"  said  Richard*  **  seems  the  only  thing 
That  would  a  spirit  on  an  errand  bring ; 
To  turn  a  guilty  mind  flronJ  wron^  to  right 
A  ghost  might  come,  at  least  I  think  it  might*' 

•«  But,"  said  the  Brother,  *«  if  we  here  are  tried, 
A  spirit  sent  would  pnt  that  law^  aside ;  - 
It  gives  to  some  advantage  others  need. 
Or  hurts  the  sinner  should  it  not  succeed : 
If  from  the  dead,  said  Dives,  one  were  sent 
To  warn  my  brethren,  sure  they  would  repent ; 
But  Abraham  answerM,  if  they  now  reject 
The  guides  they  have,  no  more  would  that  effect ; 
Their  doubts  too  obstinate  for  grace  would  prove, 
For  wonder  hardens  hearts  it  mils  to  move* 

Suppose  a  sinner  in  an  hour  of  gloom. 
And  let  a  ghost  with  all  its  horrors  come  ; 
Fh)m  lips  unmoved  let  solemn  accents  flow, 
Solemn  his  gesture  be,  his  motion  slow ; 
Let  the  waved  hand  and  threatening  look  impart 
Truth  to  the  mind  and  terror  to  the  heart ; 
And,  when  the  form  is  fading  to  the  view. 
Let  the  convicted  man  cry,  *  this  is  true  !* 

Alas !  how  soon  would  doubts  again  invade 
The  willing  mind,  and  sins  again  persuade ! 
I  saw  it — What  ?— I  was  awake,  but  how  7 
Not  as  I  am,  or  I  should  see  it  now : 
It  spoke,  I  think, — I  thought,  at  least,  it  spoke,— 
And  look*d  alarming — ^yes,  I  felt  the  look. 

But  tben  in  sleep  those  horrid  forms  arise, 

That  the  ^oul  sees, — and,  we  suppose,  the  eyes, — 

And  tlie  soul  hears, — the  senses  then  thrown  by, 

She  is  herself  the  ear,  herself  the  eye ; 

A  mistress  so  wiil  free  her  servile  race 

For  their  own  tasks,  and  take  herself  theplaoe : 

In  sleep  what  forms  will  ductile  fancy  take. 

And  what  so  common  as  to  dream  awake  7 

On  others  thus  do  ghostly  guests  intrude  7 

Or  why  am  I  by  such  advice  pursued  7 

One  out  of  millions  who  exist,  and  why 

They  know  not-Msmnot  kii6w — and  such^m  I; 

And  shall  two  beings  of  two  worlds,  to  meet. 

The  law^of  ,one,  perhaps  of  both,  defeat  7 

It  cannot  be — But  if  some  being  lives 

Who  iucb  kind 'warning  to  a  favourite  gives, 


Let  him  these  doubts  from  my  dull  spirit  clear. 
And  onoe,  again,  expected  guest  I  appear. 

And  if  a  second  time  the  power  complied. 
Why  is  a  third,  and  why  «  fourth  denied  7 
Why  not  a  warning  ghost  for  ever  at  oor  sid»7 
Ah,  foolish  being !  thou  hast  truth  enough. 
Augmented  guilt  wouM  rise  on  sreater  proof; 
Blind  and  imperious  passion  dubeUeTes, 
Or  madly  scorns  the  warning  it  receives, 
Or  looks  for  pardon  ere  the  111  be  done. 
Because  't  is  vain  to  strive  omr  fate  to  shun ; 
In  spite  of  ghosts,  predestined  woes  would  come. 
And  warning  add  new  terrors  to  our  doom. 

Yet  there  are  tales  tluit  would  remove  our  doobi, 
Tlie  whispered  tales  that  circulate  about. 
That  in  some  noble  jnanaion  take  their  riae. 
And  told  with  secresy  and  awe,  surprise : 
It  seems  not  likely  people  should  advance. 
For  Falsehood's  sake,  such  train  of  circumstance; 
Then  the  ghosts  bear  them  with  a  ghost-like  grace, 
That  suits  the  person,  character,  and  place. 

But  let  ns  something  of  the  kind  recite : 

What  think  you,  now,  of  Lady  Barbara's  sprite  T** 

**'  I  know  not  what  to  think ;  but  I  have  heard 
A  ghost,  to  warn  her  or  advise,  appearM ; 
And  that  she  sought  a  firiend  before  she  died 
To  whom  «he  might  the  Awful  fact  confide. 
Who  seal'd  and  secret  should  the  story  keep 
Tin  Lady  Barbara  slept  her  final  sleep. 
In  that  close  bed,  that  never  spirit  shakes. 
Nor  gjiostly  visiter  the  sleeper  wakes.** 

**  XeB,  I  can  give  that  story,  not  so  well 
As  your  old  woman  would  the  legend  tell. 
But  as  the  facts  are  stated :  and  now  hear 
How  ghosts  advise,  and  widows  persevere.** 


When  her  lord  died,  who  had  so  kind  a  heart. 
That  any  woman  would  have  grieved  to  part. 
It  had  such  influence  on  his  widow's  mind. 
That  she  the  pleasures  of  the  world  resign'd. 
Young  as  she  was,  and  from  the  busy  town 
Came  to  the  <|uiet  of  a  village  down ; 
Not  as  insensible  to  joys,  but  still 
With  a  subdued  but  half-rebellious  will; 
For  she  had  passions  warm,  and  feeling  strong. 
With  a  right  mind,  that  dreaded  to  be  wrong  ;-.- 
Yet  she  had  wealth  to  tie  her  to  the  place 
Where  it  procures  delight  and  veils  disgrace  ; 
Yet  she  had  beauty  to  engage  the  eye, 
A  widow'still  in  her  minority ; 
Yet  she  bad  merit  worth  jr  men  to  gain. 
And  yet  her  hand  no  merit  could  <wtain ; 
For,  though  secluded,  there  were  trials  made. 
When  he  who  soflcn'd  most  could  not  persuade; 
Awhile  she  hearken'd  as  her  swain  proposed. 
And  then  his  suit  with  strong  refusal  closed. 

**  Thanks  and  fiuvwell ! — give  credit  to  my  word. 
That  I  shall  die  the  widow  of  my  lord ; 
*T  is  my  own  will,  I  now  p)refer  the  state, — 
If  mine  sh«aki,  change,  it  is  the  will  of  &to.** 
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Sach  things  were  spoken,  add  the  hearere  cried, 
**  *T  is  rptj  Grange,— ^perhaps  she  may  be  tried.** 

/ 
The  lady  past  her  time  in  taking  air,  ' 
In  working,  reading,  charities,  and  prayer  ; 
In  the  last  duties  she  received  the  aid 
Of  an  old  friend,  a  priest,  with  whom  she  pray*d ; 
And  to  his  mansion  with  a  purpose  went, 
That  there  should  life  be  innocently  spent ; . 
Yet  no  cold  votaress  of  the  cloister  she, 
Warm  her  devotion,  warm  her  charity ; 
The  fkce  the  index  of  a  feeling  mind, 
And  her  whole  conduct  rational  and  kind* 

Thoagii  rich  and  Boble,  she  was  pleased  to  slide 

Into  the  hafoita  of  her  reverend  guide. 

And  to  attended  to  his  girls  and  boys. 

She  seem*d  a  mother  in  her  fears  and  joys ; 

On    her  they  k)okM<  with   fondness,  something 

check'd  . 
By  her  appearance,  that  engaged  respect ; 
For  still  she  dress*d  as  one  of  higher  race. 
And  her  sweet  smUes  had  dignity  and  grace. 

George  was  her  favourite,  and  it  gave  her  joy 
To  indulge  and  to  instruct  the  darling  boy  ; 
To  watch,  to  soothe,  to  check  the-  forward  child, 
Who  was  at  once  affectionate  and  wild ; 
Happy  and  grateful  fer  her  tender  care. 
And  pleased  her  thoughts  and  company  to  share. 

George  was  a  boy  with  spirit  strong  and  high. 

With  handsome  nice,  apd  penetrating  eye ; 

0*er  his  broad  forehead  hung  his  locks  of  brown, 

Thaf  gave  a  spirit  to  his  boyish  frown  ; 

**  My  little  roan,**  were  words  that  she  applied 

To  him,  and  he  received  with  growing  pride ; 

Her  darling,  even  from  his  infant  years. 

Had  someUiing  touching  in  his  smiles  and  tears ; 

And  in  his  boyish  manners  he  began 

To  show  the  pride  that  was  not  made  for  man-; 

And  it  became  the  child,-  the  mother  cried, 

And  the  kind  lady  said  it  was  not  pride. 

Goorge,  to  his  cost,  though  sometimes  to  his  praise, 
Waa  quite  a  hero  in  these  early  days, 
Aiid  would  return  from  heroes  just  as  stout, 
Bkod  in  his  crimson  cheek,  and  blood  without 

■*  What !  he  submit  to  vulgar  boys  and  low» 

He  bear  an  insult,  he  forget  a  blow ! 

They  calPd  him  Person — ^let  his  father  bear 

Hia  own  reproach,  it  was  his  proper 'care ; 

He  was  no  parson,  but  he  still  would  teach 

The  boys  their  manners,  and  yet  would  not  preach.*' 

The  fether,  thoughtful  of  the  time  foregone. 
Was  loth  to  damp  the  spirit  of  his  son ; 
Rememb*ring  he  himself  had  early  laurels  won ; 
The  mother,  frighten'd,  begg*d  him  to  refrain. 
And  not  his  credit  or  hb  linen  stain : 
While  the  kind  friend  so  gently  blamed  the  deed, 
He  smiled  in  tears,  and  wish'd  her  to  proceed ; 
For  the  boy  pleased  her,  apd  that  roguish  eye 
And  darling  look  were  cause  of  many  a  sigh, 
When  she  had  thought  how  much  womd  such 

quick  temper  try : 
And  oft  she  felt  a  kind  of  gathering  gloom, 
Sad,  and  prophetic  of  the  ills  to  come. 


Years  hed  unmark*d ;  the  lady  taught  no  more 
Th*  adopted  tribe,  aa  she  was  wont  before ; 
But  by  her  help  the  school  the  lasses  sought. 
And  by  the  vicar*s  self  the  boy  was  taught ; 
Not  unresisting  when  that  cursed  Greek 
Aak*d  so  much  time  for  words  that  none  will  speak* 

**  What  can  men  worse  for  mortal  brain  contrivo 
Than  tlnis  a  hard  dead  language  to  revive .' 
Heav*ns,  if  a  language  once  be  fairly  dead, 
Let  it  be  buried,  not  preserved  and  read, 
The  bane  of  every  boy  to  decent  station  bred. 
If  any  good  these  crabbed  books  contain. 
Translate  them  well,  aqd  let  them  then  remain ; 
To  one  huge  vault  convey  the  useless  stoke, 
Then  lose  the  key,  and  never  find  it  more.*'  ' 

Something  like  this  the  lively  boy  ei:prep8*d. 
When  Homer  was  his  torment  and  his  jest 

**  George,**  said  the  fother,  **  can  at  pleasure  seiie 
The  point  he  wishes^  and  with  too  much  easd ; 
And  hence,  depending  on  his  powers  and  vain. 
He  wastes  the  time  that  he  wUI  sigh  to  gain.** 

The  partial  widow  thought  the  wasted  days 
He  would  recover,  urged  by  love  and  praise; 
And  thus  absolved,  t&  boy,  with  grateful  mind^ 
Repaid  a  love  so  useful  and  so  blind ; 
Her  angry  words  he  loved,  although  he  fear*d. 
And  words  not  angry  doubly  kind  appear'd. 

George,  then  on  manhood  verging,  felt  the  cjiamu 
Of  war,  and  kindled  at  the  world's  alarms ; 
Yet  war  was  then,  though  spreading  wide  and  far 
A  state  of  peace  to  what  has  since  been  war : 
*T  was  then  some  dubious  claim  at  sea  or  land. 
That  placed  a  weapon  in  a  warrior's  hand ; 
But  in  these  times  the  causes  of  our  strife 
Are  hearth  and  altar,  liberty  and  life. 

George,  when  from  college  he  retum*d,  and  beard 
His  fother's  questions,  cold  and  shy  appear*d. 

••  Who  had  the  honours  ?'*—*'  Honours  !'*  said  tha 

youth, 
**  Honour  at  college ! — ^very  good,  in  truth  !** 

''.What  hours  to  study  did  he  give  7'*— He  gave 
Ehiough  to  fbel  they  made  him  like  a  slave— ^ 
And  the  good  vicar  found,  if  George  should  rise. 
It  would  not  be  by  college  exercise. 

**  At  least  the  time  for  your  degree  abide. 
And  be  ordain*d,*'  the  man  of  peace  replied ; 
**  Then  you  may  come  and  aid  me  while  I  keep^ 
And  watch,  and  shear  the  hereditary  sheep ; 
Choose  then  your  spouse.** — That  heard  the  youth 

and  stgh'd. 
Nor  to  aught  else  attended  or  replied. 

George  had  of  late  indulged  unusual  fears 

And    dangerous    hopes:    he    wept   unconscioua 

tears ; — 
Whether  for  camp  or  College  well  he  knew 
Ho  must  at  present  bid  his  friends  adieu ; 
His  father,  mother,  sisters, — could  he  part 
With  these,  atid  feel  no  sorrow  at  hia  heart? 
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But  from  JUiat  kfte\j  lady  could  he  gfo  ? , 
That  fonder^  fairer,  dearer  mother  7 — No ! 
For  while  his  father  spoke,  he  fix*d  his  eyes 
On  that  dear  ftoe,  and  felt  a  warmth  arise, 
A  trembling  flush  of  joy,  that  he  could  ill  dis|piise 
Then  ask*d  himself  from  whence  this  gfrowing  bliss, 
This  new-found  jo^,  find  all  that  waits  on  this  7 
Why  sinks  that  voice'' so  sweetly  in  mine  ear  7 
What  makes  it  now  a  livelier  joy  to  hear  ?. 
Why  i^ivcs  that  touch— Still,  still  do  I  retain 
The  fierce  delight  that  tingled  through  each  vein — 
Why  at  her  presence  with  such  quickness  flows 
The  vital  current  ? — Well  a  lover  know& 


O !  tdl  me  not  of  years, — can  she  be  old  7 
Those  eyes,  those  lips,  can  man  unmoved  behold  7 
Has  time-  that  bosom  chill*d  7  are  cheeks  so  roey 

odd? 
No,  she  is  young,  or  I  her  love  t'  engage 
Will  grow  discreet^and  that  will  seem  like  age : 


But  speak  it  not;  Death's  equaliiing  arm 
Levels  not  surer  than  Love*s  stronger  charm, 
1*hat  bids  all  inequalities  be  gone. 
That  laughs  at  rank,  that  mocks  oomparison. 

Tliere  is  not  young  or  old,  if  Love  decrees, 
He  levels  orders,  he  confounds  degrees; 
There  is  not  fair,  or  dark,  or  sboiti  or  tall. 
Or  grave,  or  sprightly — Love  reduces  all ; 
From  each  abundant  good  a  portion  takes, 
And  for  each  want  a  compensation  makes ; 
Then  tell  me  not  of  years — Loye,  power  divine. 
Takes,  as  he  wills,  from  here,  and  gives  to  i 


And  she,  in  trutli,  was  lovely^Time  had  strowa 
No  snows  on  her,  though  he  so  long  had  flown ; 
The  purest  damask  UosaomM  in  her  cheek. 
The  eves  said  all  that  eyes  are  wont  to  speak ; 
Her  pleasing  parson  she  with  care  adom'd. 
Nor  arts  that  stay  the  flying  graces  soomM; 
Nor  held  it  wrong  these  graces  to  renew. 
Or  give  the  fading  rose  its  opening  hue  i 
Yet  fbw  there  were  who  needed  less  the  art 
To  hide  an  error,  or  a  grace  impart 

George,  yet  a  child,  her  fimltless  form  admired. 
And  callM  his  fondness  love,  as  truth  required ; 
But  now,  when  conscious  of  the  secret  flame, 
His  bosom's  pain,  he  dared  not  |rive  the  name ; 
In  her  the  mother's  milder  passion  grew. 
Tender  she  was,  but  she  was  placid  too ; 
From  him  the  mild  and  filial  love  was  gone, 
And  a  strong  pasnon  came  in  triumph  on. 

*'  WiH  she,"  he  cried,  **  this  impious  love  allow  7 
And,  once  mj  mother,  be  my  mistress  now  7 
The  parent-spouse  7  how  far  the  thought  from  her. 
And  how  can  I  the  daring  wish  aver  7 
When  first  I  speak  it,  how  will  those  dear  eyes 
Gleam  with  awaken'd  horror  and  surprise ; 
Will  she  not,  an^y  and  indignant,  fly 
From  my  imploring  oall,  and  bid  me  die  7 
Will  she  not  shudder  at  tlie  thought,  and  say. 
My  son !  and  lifl  her  eyes  to  heaven  and  pray  7 
Alas !  I  fear—and  yet  my  soul  ahe  won 
While  she  with  fond  endearments  call'd  me  son ! 
Then  first  I  feUr— yet  knew  that  I  was  wrong^^ 
This  hoosi  at  onoe  so  guilty  and  so  strong : 


She  gave-^I  fbel  it  now— ^  mother's  kiss. 
And  quickly  fancy  took  a  bolder  bliss ; 
But  hid  the  burning  blush,  for  fear  that  eye 
Should  see  the  transport,  and  the  bliss  denv : 
O !  when  she  knows  the  purpose  I  oonoeal. 
When  my  fofld  wishes  to  her  bosom  steal. 
How  will  the  angel  fear  7    How  will  the  wonum 
feel  7 

And  yet  perhaps  this  instant,  while  I  speak. 
She  knows  the  pain  I  feel,  the  cure  I  seek  ; 
Better  than  I  she  may  my  feelings  know. 
And  nurse  the  passion  that  she  diares  not  show : 
She  reads  the  look, — and  sure  my  eyes  have  ti 
To  her  the  power  and  triumph  of  her  owb, — 
And  in  maternal  love  she  veils  the  flame 
That  she  will  heal  with  joy,  yet  hear  with 

Come,  let  me  then — ^no  more  a  soi^— reveal 
The  daring  hope,  and  for  her  favour  kneel ; 
Let  me  in  ardent  speech  my  meanings  dress, 
And,  while  I  mourn  the  &ult,  my  love  oottftas ; 
And,  once  oonfess'd,  no  mere  that  hope  resign. 
For  she  or  misery  henceforth  must  be  mine. 

O !  what  confusion  shall  I  see  advance 

Ob  that  dear  face,  responsive  to  my  glance  ! 

Sure  she  can  love !" 

In  fiict,  the  youth  was  right ; 
She  could,  but  love  was  dreadfhl  in  her  sight ; 
Love  like  a  spectre  in  her  view  appear'd. 
The  nearer  he  approach'd  the  more  ahe  fear*d. 

But  knew  she,  then,  this  dreaded  Jove  ?  She  gnessM 
That  he  had  guilt — she  knew  he  had  not  rest : 
She  saw  a  fear  that  she  could  ill  define. 
And  nameless  terrors  in  his  looks  combine  ; 
It  is  a  state  that  cannot  long  endure. 
And  yet  both  parties  dreaded  to  be  sure. 

An  views  were  psst  of  priesthood  and  a  {"own, 
George,  fix'd  on  glory,  now  prepared  for  town ; 
But  first  this  mighty  hasard  must  be  ran, 
And  more  than  glory  either  lost  or  won : 
Yet,  what  was  glory  7  Could  be  win  that  heart 
And  gain  that  hand,  what  cause  was  there  to  paitl 
Her  bve  aflforded  all  that  life  aflbrds— 
Honour  and  fame  were  phantasies  and  words ! 

But  he  must  see  her— She  alone  was  seen 
In  the  still  evening  of  a  day  secene: 
In  the  deep  shade  beyond  the  garden  walk 
They  met,  and  talking,  ceased  and  fear'd  to  talk ; 
At  length  she  spoke  of  parent's  love, — and  now 
He  hazards  all — **  No  parent,  lady«  thou ! 
None,  none  to  me !  but  looks  so  fond  and  mild 
Would  well  become  the  parent  of  my  child.** 

She  gasp'd  for  breath — then  sat  as  one  resolved 
On  some  high  act,  and  then  the  means  revolved. 

**  It  cannot  be,  my  George,,  my  child,  my  son ! 

The  thought  is  misery  ! — Guilt  and  misery  i^on : 

Far  from  us  both  be  such  design,  O,  far ! 

Let  it  not  pain  us  at,  the  awful  bar. 

Where  souls  are  tried,  where  known  the  mother's 

part 
That  I  sustain,  and  all  of  either  heart 
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To  wed  with  thee  I  niMt  all  riNime  efface, 
And  port. with  female  dignity  and  g^oe : 
Was  1  not  told,  by  one  who  Xnew  to  well    . 
This*  rebel  heart,  that  it  must  not  rebel  7 
Were  I  noi  warn'd,  yet  Reason's  vpice  would  cry, 
*  Retreat,  resolve,  anU  from  tho  danj^er  fly  I* 
If  Reason  spoke  not,  yet  would  woman's  pride. 
A  woman's  will  by  better  counsel  goide; 
And  should  both  rride  and  Prudence  plead  in  vain, 
There  is  a  warning  that  must  still  remain,  . 
And,  though  the' heart  rebelled,  would  ever  ery  *  Re* 
frain.'- 


H6«heard,  he-griered^HBo  check'd,  the  eager  youth 
Dared  not  agAin'repeat  th*  offimsive  truth,  * 
But  «|opp*d  and  fix'd  on  that  loved  face  an  eye 
Of  plea^mg  passion,  trembling  to  reply ; 
And  that  rei^y  was  hurried,  was  expfessM 
With  bursts  of  sorrow  from  a  troubled  breast; 
He  could  not  yet  forbear  the  tender  suit, 
Tet  dared  not  speak — his  eloquence  was  mute. 
But  though  awhife  in  silence  be  sopprest 
The  pleading  voice,  and  bade  his  passion  rest, 
Tet  m  each  motion,  in  each  varying  look. 
In  every  tender  glance,  that  passion  spoke. — 
Words  find,  ere  long,  a  passage ;  and  once  mc^ 
He  warmly  urges  what  he  urged  before  ; 
Hd  ftels  acutely,  and  he  thinks,  of  course. 
That  what  he  feels  his  language  will  enforco ; 
fUme  will  to  flame  give  birth,  and  fire  to  fixe, 
And  so  fhrni  heart  to  heart  is  caught  desire ; 
He  wonders  how  a  gentle  mind  so  long 
Resists  the  pleading  of  a.  love  so  strong — 
<*  And  OAU  tiwt  heart,"  he  cries,  f*  that  face  beHe, 
And  know  no  soilness  7  WiU  it  yet  deny  7"-^ 

*  I  lell  thee,  GeorgQ,  as  I  havo  told  befbre, 
I  feel  a  mother's  love,  and  feel  no  more ; 
A  child  I  bore  thee  in  my  aims,  and  .how .  . 
Could  I— did  prudenco  yield-^receive  thee  now  7*' 

At  her  remonstrance  hope  revived,  for  ofl    . 
He  found  her  words  severe,  her  accents  soft ; 
Id  eyes  that  t^reatenM  tears  of  pity  stood. 
And  truth  she  made  as  gracious  as  she  could ; — 
But,  when  she  found  the  dangerous  youth  would 

seek 
His  peace  alonoi  and  still  hit  wishes  speak,  . 
Feartbl  she  grew,  that,  opening  thus  his  heart, 
He  might  to  hers  a  dang^us  warmth  impart : 
Ail  her  objections  slight  to  him  appear'd, — 
But  one  she  had,  ana  now  it  must  be  heard 

**  Tea,  it  rntuH  hM  and  be  shall  understand 
What  powers,  that  are  not  of  the  world,  command ; 
So  shall  be  cease,  and  I  in  peace  shall  live—" 
Sighing^  she  spoke—**  that  widowhood  can  give !" 
Tbesi  to  her  lover  tom'd,  and  gravely  said, 
**  Let  due  attention  to  mv  words  be  paid : 
Meet  me  to-morrow,  and  resolve  t*  obey ;" 
nienmamed  the  hour  and  place,  and  went  her  way. 

Before  that  hour,  or  moved  by  spirit  vain 
Of  woman's  wish  to  triumph  and  complain. 
She  iiad  his  parents,  summoned,  and  had  shown 
Tbmt  sob's  strong  wishes,  nor  ponceard  her  qwb  : 
26«  3  0. 


"  And  do  you  give."  she  said,  **  a  parent's  aid 
To  ibake  the  youtn  of  his  strange  love  afraid ;    • 
And,  be  it  sin  or  not.  Be  all  the  shame  display 'd.** 

The  good  old  pMtor  wonder'd^  seem'd  to  grieve, 

And  Took'd  suspicious  on  this  child  of  Eve : 

He  judged  his  boy,  though  wild,  bad  never  dared 

To  talk  of  love,  had  not  rebuke  been  spared ; 

But  he  replied,  in  mild- and  tender  tone, 

**  It  IS  not  sin,  and  therefore  shame  has  none.* 

The  different  ages  of  the  pair  he  knew, ' 

And  quite  as  well  their  di^rent  fortunes  too ; 

A  meek,  just  man ;  but  difference  in  his  sight  . 

That  made  the  match  unequal  made  it  right: 

**  His  son,  his  fHend  united,  and  become 

Of  his  own  hcarth-^the  comfi>rt8  of  his  home — 

Was  it  so  wrong  7  Perhaps  it  was  her  pride 

That  ^t  the  dist&nce,  and  the  youth  denied  7*' 

The  blushing  widoir  heard,  And  she  retired. 
Musing  on  what  her  ancient  friend  desired ;    * 
She  could  not,  therefore,  to  the  youth  complain,   . 
That  his  good  father  wish'd  him  to  refrain ;. 
She  cottlu  not  add,  your  parents,  George,  ob^. 
They  will  your  abieKnce — no  such  will  had  they.' 

Now,  in  th'  appointed  minute  met  the  pair, 
Foredoom'd  to  meet :  George  made  the.  levari 

prayer,— 
That  ^as  heard  kindly';  then  the  lady  tried 
For  a  calm  spirit,  felt  it,  pnd  replied. 

**  Georppe,  that  I  love  thee  why  should  I  suppress  f 
For  *t  IS  a  love  that  virtue  ipay  profess — 
Parental, — frown  not, — tender,  fix'd,  sincere ; 
Thou  art  for  dearer  ties  by  much  too  dear. 
And  nearer  must  not  be,  thou  art  ao  verj  near : 
Nay,  do  not  reason,  prudence,  pride  agrc6, 
Oifr  very  feelings,  that  it  must  not  be. 
Nay,  look  not  so,  I  shun  the  task  no  more, 
But  .will  to  thee  thy  better  self  restore. 

Then  hear,  and  hope  not ;  -to  the  tale  I  teD 
Attend !  obey  me,  and  let  all  be  welL 
Love  is  forbad  to  me,  and  thou  wiH  find      •     •    * 
All  thy  too  ardent  views  must  be  resign'd^^ 
Then  fVom  thy  bosom  all  auch  thousMfe  remav<e^ 
And  spa^  the  curse  of  interdicted  Jeve^     ^ 

If  doubts  at  first  assail  thee,  wait  awhile, 

Nor  mock  my  sadness  with  satiric  smile ; 

For,  if  not  much  of  other  worlds  we  k^ow. 

Nor  how  a  spirit  speaks  in  this  below^ 

Still  there  is  speech  and  intercourse ;  and  now/    - 

The  truth  of  what  I  -telll  first  avow, 

Trde  will  I  be  m  all,  and  be  attentive  thou.     .    . 


"  I  was  a  RatcUffe,  taught  and  trainM  to.  live  • 
In  aU  the  pride  that  ancestry  can  give ; 
My  only  brother,  wiien  our  mother  died,    • 
FillM  the  dear.offioes.of  friend  aad  guide ; 
My  father  earlv  taught  us  all  he  dared. 
And  for  his  bolder  fUghts  our  minds  prepared : 
He  read  the  works  qf  deists,  every  book 
From  crabbed  Hobbes  to  courtly  Bolingbfoke  •. 
And  when  we  understood  not,  he  would  cry,    . 
Let  the  expressions  in. your  memory  lie^ . 
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The  light  wUI  soon  break  in,  uid  you  will  find 
Rest  for  your  spirits,  and  be  Btrong  of  mind ! 

Alas !  however  strong,  however  weak, 

The  rest  was  something  we  had  still  to  seek ! 

He  taught  lis  duties  of  no  arduous  kbid» 
TJie  easy  morals  of  the  doubtful  mind  r 
He  bade  us  all  our  childish  ^ars  control,  "^^ 

And  drive  the  nurse  and^andam  from  the. son! ; 
Told  us  the.  word  of  God  was  all  we  saw. 
And  that  the  law  of  najturc  was  his  law ; 
This  law.' of  nature  We  might  fipd  abstruse, 
But  gain  sufficient  for  pur  common  use. 

Thusv  by  persuasion,  we  out  duties  learn'd. 
And  were  but  little  in  the  cause  concernM. 
We  kved  in  peace,  in  intellectual  ease, 
And  thought  that  virtue  was  the  way  to  please, 
And  pi|ce  morality  the  keeping  free 
From  all  UiQ  stains /)f  ;rulg9r  villany. 

But  Richard,  d^ar  enthusiast!  shunnM  reproftch, 
.He  let  no  stain  upon  his  name  encroach ; 
JBvtt  fled  the  hated  vice,  wap  kind  and  just, 
That  all  must  love  him,  and  that  all  might  trust 

JPree,  sad  discourse  was  ours ;  we  often  sigh'd 
To  think  we  could  qot  in  some  truths  coctfide :'' 
•Oqr'father^s  final  words  gave  no  content, 

We  found  not  what  his  self-reliance  meant : 
"To  fix  our  faith  some  grave  relations  sought. 

Doctrines  and  creeds  of  various  kind  tl^y  brouglit, 
.And  we  as  children  heard  what  they  as  doctors 
taught  .  ^ 

-Some  to  the  priest  referr*d  us,  in  whose  book 

Ko  unbeliever  could  resisting  k)ok ; 
,  'Others  to  some  great  preacher's,  who  coul^  tame 
"The  fiercest  mind,  and  set  the  cold  on  0ame ; 

For  him  no  rival  ib  dispute  was  found 

Whom  he  could  not  confute  or  not  confound. 
'^Some  mystics  told  as  of  the  sign  and  seal, 
.And  what  thtf  spirit  would  in  time  reveal. 

If  we  had  grace  to  wait,  if  we  had  bearts  to  feel : 
'Others,  to  reason  trusting,  said,  believe  ' 

As  ^e  direefs,  and  what  she  proves. receive ;     . 

While  many  told  us^it  is  all  but  guess, 
..Skick  to  your  church,  and  calmly  acquiesce. 

' '  Thus,  doubting,  wearied,  hurried,  and  perplezM, 
'  This  w6rld  was  lost  in  thinking  of  the  next : 

When  spoke  my  brother^-^  From  my  soul  I  hate 
^  This  dash  of  thought,  this  ever-douoting  state  *, 

For  ever  seeking  certainty,  yet  blind 
'In  our  research,  and  puzzled  when  we  find. 

<  Could*  not  some  spirit,  in  its  kindness,  steal 
Bs^ck  to  onr  world,  and  some  dear  truth  reveal? 
;S^  there  is  danger* — ^if  it  could  be  done, 
.Sure  one  would  venture,— I  would  be  the  one; ' 
.And  when  a  spirit — much  as  spirits  might — 
il  would  to  thee  communicate  my  light  ? 

}1  sought  my  daring  brother  to  oppose, 
'But  awful  gladness  in  my  bosodn  rose : 
.1  fear*d  my  .wishes;  but  through  all  my  fhune 
\A  boM  and  «levatin|f  terrof'  eame : 


Yet  with  dissemblmg  pnidenoe  I  replied, 
*  Know  we  the  hws  that  may  be  thus  defied  7 
Should  the  free  spirit  to  tfa'  embodied  tell 
The  precious  secret,  would  it  not  rebel  7* 
Yet  while  I  spok^  I  feK  a  pleasing  glow 
Suffiisef  my  cheek  at  what  1  k>ng*d  to  knew  ; 
And  I,  like  Eve  tranagreasibg,  grew  more  bold. 
And  wish'd  to  beai*  a  spirit  and.beh<dd« ' 

I  have  no  friend,*  said  he,  *  to  ngt  one  man 
Can  I  appear;  but,  love  I  to  thee  I  can: 
Who  first  shall  die' — r-I  wept,  but—*  I  a^fr«c 
To  all  thou  say^st^ear  Richard !  and  would  be 
The  first  to  wing  my  way,  and  being  my  news  to 
thee.* 

Long  we  conversed,  but  not  till  we  perceived 

A  gathering    gloqm  —  Our  freedom  gain*d,  we 

grieved; 
Above  the  vulgar,  as  we  judged,  in  mind. 
Below  in  peace,  more  sad  as  more  refined ; 
*T  was  joy,  H  ^as  sin — Ofl^derf  at  the  timet 
We  ffelt  the  hurried  pleasure  of  our  crime 
With  pain  that  time  creates,  and  this  in  both — 
Odr  mind  united  as  the  strongest  oath. 
O,  my  dear  George !  in  ceasing  to  obey. 
Misery  and  trouble  meet  us  in  our  ^qray ! 
I  felt  as  one  intruding  ia  a  scene 
Where  none  sfiould  l^,  where  none  had  ever  been  ; 
likQ  our  first  parent,  I  w.as  new  to  sin. 
But  plainly  felt  its  sufferings  begin : 
In  nightly  dreams  I  walk'd  on  soil  unsound. 
And  in  my  day-dreams  eridless  error  ibund. 

With  this  dear  brother  I  was  doom'd  to  pail. 
Who,  with  a  husband,  shared  a  troubled  heart :    ' 
My  lord  I  honoured ;  but  i  never  proved 
The  madd'nmg  joy,  theboaM  of  some  who  lofved : 
It  was  a  marriage  that  onr  friends  proffessM 
Would  be  most  happy,  and  I  acquiesced ; 
And  we  were'happy,  for  our  love  was  calm. 
Not  life's  delicious  essence,  but  its  balm. 

My  brother  left  us,' — dear,  unhappy  hoy ! 
He  never  seem'd  to  taste  of  earthly  joy. 
Never  to'  live  on  earth,  but  ever  strove 
To  gain  sodae  tidings  of  a  world  above. 

Parted  fi'om  him,  I  found  no  more  to  pleaae. 
Ease  was  my  object,'  i(nd  I  dwi^t  in  ease ; 
And  thus  in  quiet,  not  perhaps  oonieftt, 
A  year  in  wedlock,  lingering  time  I  Unm  spenL 

One  night  I  alepi  not,  b«it  I  oourted  flhepi, 

And  forced  my  thoughto  ,on  tracks  they  oooU  not 

keep ;  * 
Till  nature,  wearied  in  ^  strife,  reposed. 
And  deep  fiurgetfiilness  my  wanderings  doMd. 

My  k}rd  was  absent-distant  from  tbe.bed 

A  pendent  lamp  its  soflen'd  lustre  shed ; 

But  there  was  light  that  cliased  away  the  gloomy 

And  brought  to  view  each  object  in  the  room : 

These  I  observed  ere  yet  I  sunk  in  siteep; 

That,  if  d^sturb'd  not,  had  been  long  and  deep. 

I  was  awaken'd  by  some  being  nigh. 

It  seem'd  some  voice,  and  gave  a  timid  cTy,«— 

When  sounds,  that  I  describe  not,  slowly  broke 

On  my  attention >*  Be  composed,  andiook  !*«-k- 
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I  stfote,  ind  I  moceeM ;  lookM  with  awe,  ^ 
Bat  yet  with'firnBoew,  baiI  my  brother  mw. 

George,  why  that  tmite  i-^By  aU  that  God  has  done, 
By  the  great  Spirit,  hy  the  bleaaed  Son,    * 
By  the  <*ie  holy  Three,  by  the  thric»holy  One, 
I  saw  my  brother,-Huw  him  by  my  bed. 
And  every  doabt  ia  fbll  conviction  fled  !— 
It  was  hfa  own  mild  spirit — He  awhile  '  / 

Waited  my  calmneas  with  'benigrnant  amile; 
So  aofUy  ahinee  the  Teited  enn,  till  peat 
The  clond,  and  light  vpon  the  world  is  oaet ; 
That  look  composed  and  soflenM  I  surveyed. 
And  met  the  glance  fi^ternal  less  afraid ; 
-  Though  in  tbwe  tooks  was  something  of  command, 
And  tcalte  of  what  I  ftar'd  to  underhand. 

Then  apoke  the  spirit— George,  I  pray,  attend—. 

*  First  let  all  doubts  of  thy  religion  en<^-* 
The  word  revei^d  is  trne :  inquire  no  more, 
BeUere  in  meeknoH,  end  with  thanks  adore  r 
Thy  priest  attend,  bat  sot  in  aU  rely. 

And  to  objeetora  seek  fbr  no  reply : 
Troth,  donbtr  and  error*  will  be  mix*d  bdow** 
Be  thoo  content  the  greater  truths  to  knowv 
And  in  obedieBee  rest  thso— *-For  thy  ttla 
Tbo«  needestooonsel— now  a  happy  wife^ 
A  widow  soon !  and  then,  niy  sister,  then 
Think  not  of  marriage,  think  no  moK.of  meB^— 
Life  will  have  comlbrts ;  thou  wih  much  enjoy 
Of  raodetete  good,  then  do  not  thb  destroy ; 
Fear  roueh,  and  wed  no  more;  by  paasion  led, 
Shoaldst  thou  again'— Art  thou  atteiiding  T— •  wed. 
Care  in  thy  ways  will  growl,  and  anguish  haunt 

thr  bed :  * 

A  brother's  wammg-on  thy  heart  engrave : 
Thou  art  a  mistress    then  be  not  a  slave ! 
Shouldst  thou  again  that  hand  in  fondness  give, 
What  Ufe  of  misery  art  thou  doomed  to  ^ve ! 
How  wilt  thou  weep,  lament,  implore,  complain  \ 
.  How  wilt  thou  meet  derision  and  disdain  I 
And  pray  to  heaven  in  doubt,  and  kneel  to  man  in 

vain ! 
Thou  read*st  of  woes  to  tender  bosoms  sent— 
Thine  shall  with  tenfold  agony  be  rent ; 
Increase  of  anenish  shall  new  years  bestow, 
•Pain  sl^I  on  thoqght  and  ^rief  on  reason  now. 
And  this  th*  advice  I  give  mcrease  the  ill.  f  show** 

*  A  second  marriage  !— No !— by  all  that  *s  dear !' 
I  cried  aloud— Tl»  spirit  bade  me  hear. 

♦  There  wiH  be  trial,— how  I  roust  ndt  any, 
Perhaps  I  cannot — ^listen,  and  obey  S— 
Pre©  is  thy  will — th'  event  I  camuA  see. 
Distinctly  cannot,  but  thy  will  is  (tee : 
Come,  weep  not,  sister — spirits  can  but  guess, 
And  nofoidain — ^but  do  not  wed  distress  ; 
For  who  would  rashly  venture  on  a  snare  V 

•  I  swear !'  I  answerM. — *  No,  thou  must  not  swear,' 
Ife  said,  or  I  had  sworn ;  bnt  still  the  vow 

Was  past,  was  in  my  mind,  and  there  is  now : 
Never !  O,  never ! — Why  that  soQeii  air  7 
Think*st  thon-^ungenerous! — I  would  wed   de- 
spair? 

Was  it  not  told  me  thus  7— and  then  I  cried, 
'  Art  thou  in  bUas  7*— but  nothing  he  repliad» 


Save  of  my  lute,  for  that  he  came  to  sbofw, 
Nor  ef  Might  else  permitted  me  to  know. 

*  Forewam*d,  forearm  thee,  and  thy  way  pursue. 
Safe,  if"'  thou  wilt,  not  flow'ry-— now,  adieu !' 

*  Nay,  go  not  thus,*  I  cried,  *  for  this  wiU  teem 
The  work  of  sleep,  a  mere  impressive  dream ; 
Give'  me  some  token,  that  I  may  indeed 
From  the  suggestions  of  my  doubts  be  fieed !' 

*  Be  this  a  token— ere  the  week  be  fled 
Shall  tidings  gr^t  thee  from  the  newly  dead.' 

*  Naj,  but,'  leiLid,  with  courage  not  my  own, 

*  O !  be  some  si||;nal  of  thy  presence  shown ; 
Let  not  this  visit  with  the  rising  day 
Pass,  and  be  melted  like  a  dream  away.* 

*  O,  woman !  woman  I  ever  anxious  still 

To  gain  the  knowledge,  not  to  curb  the  will ! 

Have  I  not  promised?— Child  of  sin,  atfend^-' 

Make  not  a  lying  spirit  of  thy  friend ; 

Give  me  tl^  haml  V-^— I  gave  it,  for  tny  soul 

Was  now  grown  ardint,  and  above  control-; 

Eager  I  stretch'd  it  ^rtls  and  felt  the  hold 

Of  ahadowy  fingers,  mole  th^n  icy  cold : 

A  nameless  pressure  on  my  wrist  was  made. 

And  instant  vaniah'd  the  beloved  shade  f 

Strange  it  will  seem,  bnt,  ere  the  mommg'  eame« 

I  sfept,  nor  felt  disorder  in  my  frame : 

Th^n  came  a  dream— I  saw  my  father's  8hade» 

But  not  with  awe  like  that  my  brother's  mad^ ; 

And  he  began*—*  What !  ihade  a  convert,  chHd ! 

Have  they  my  &vourtte  by  their  creed  beguifod  T 

Thy  brother's  weakness  I  could  well  foresee. 

But  had,  my  gkly  more  confidenee4n  thee : 

Art  thou,  indMd,  before  their  ark  to  bow  7 

I  smiled  before,  but  I  a'm  angry  now : 

Thee  will  they  bind  by  threats,  and  thoa  will 

diake 
At  tales  of  termr  that  the  miscreants  make : 
Between  the  bigot  «nd  enthusiast  led. 
Thou  hast  a  world  of  miseries  to  dread : 
Think  for  thyself,  nor  let  the  knaves  or  fools 
Rob  thee  of  reason,  and  prescribe  ihee  rules.* . 

Soon  as  I  woke,  and  could  my  thoughts  coO^jct, 
What  can  I  think,  I  cried,  or  what  reject  7 
Was  it  my  brother 7    Aid  me,  power  divine!- 
HaVe  I  not  seen  him,  left  he  not  a  sign ! 
Did  I  not  then  the  jdacid  features  traoe 
That  now  remain — the  air,  the  e^e,  the  face? 
And  then  my  father — but  how  different  seem 
These  visitations — ^this,  indeed,  a  dream ! 

Then  for  that  token  on  my  wrist— 'tis  heret 
And  very  slight  to  you  it  must  appear ; 
Here,  t  *1I  withdraw  the  bracelet— 'tis  a  speck ! 
No  more  I  but 't  is  i)pon  my  Ufe  %  check." 

O !  lovely  all,  and  like  its  sister  arm  ! 

Call  this  a  cheeky  dear  lady  7  t  is  a  charm— 

A  slight,  an  accidental  mark— mvmore"-' — 

Slight  as  it  is,  it  was  not' there  before : 

Then  was  there  vreaknessi  and*  I  bound  it— ^Nay  * 

This  is  infKagMnent'— take  those  lips  away ! 


8M 


CRABBE'S  POKTICAI*  WOUKS. 


On  the  fourth  day  came  letters,  and  I  cried, 

Riebfcrd  la  dead,  and  nam^  the  day  he  died : 

A  proof  of  knowledge,  trae !    but  one,  alas!   of 

pride 
The  BigQ4  to  me  were  brought,  and  not  my  lord. 
But  I  impatient  waited  not  the  word ; 
And  much  he  marvell'dr  reading  of  the  night 
In  which  th*  immortal  spirit  took  its  flight 

Yea !  I  beheld  my  brother  at  my  bed. 

The  hoar  he  died !  the  instant  he  was  dead^- 

His  presence  now  I  see !  now  trace  him  as  he  fled. 

Ah  I  fl^.  me,  Gr^rge,  in  very  pity,  fly ; 
Thee  I  reject,  but  yield  thee,  reasons  why ; 
Our  fiite  forbids, — ^the  counsel  heaven  has  sent 
We  must  adopt,  or  grievously  repent ; 
And  I  adopt^^-^-^^eorge  humbly  boW'di  and  sigh*d, 
But,-  lost  in  thought,  lie  lookM  ndi  nor  replied ; 
Yet  feebly  utter'd  in  his  sad  adieUf 
"  I  must  not  doubt  thy  truth,  but  perislvif  thoa  'rt 
true." 

But  when  he  thought  alone,  bis  terror  gone 
Of  the  Mrange  ttwy,  better  Hews  came  on. 

**  Nay,  my  enfeebled  heart,  be  not  dismay'd ! 
A  boy  again,  am  I  of  ghosts  afraid  1 
•  Does  she  believe  it  7  Say  she  does  believe. 
Is  she  pot  born  of  error  and  of  Eve  7 

0  !  there  is  Uvely  hope  I  may  the  cause  retrieve/* 

"  •  If  you  re-wed,'  exclaim'd  the  Ghostr— For  what 
Puts  he  the  cane,  if  marry  she  will  not ! 

"He  knows  her  fato— but  what  am  I  about? 
Do  I  beliew  7 — H  is  certain  I  have  doubt, 
And  so  has  she, — wliat  therefore  will  she  do  ? 
She  the  predicted  ibrtnne  will  pursue, 

.  And  by  th'  event  will  judge  if^  her  strange  dream 

was,fru0; 
The  strong  temptation,  to  her  thought  applied 
Will  g^jLu  new  strength,  and  will  not  be  denied  ^ 
The  very  threat  against  the  thi^g  we  love 
Will  the  vez*d  spirit  to  resistance  move ; 
With  vows  to  virtue  weakness  will  begin. 
And  fears  of  smning  let  in  thoughts  of  sin." 

Strong  in  her  sense  of  weakness,  now  withdrew 
The  cautious  lady  from  the  lover's  view ; 
Bat  she  perceived  'the  looks  of  all  were  changed,— 
Her  kind  old  friends  grew  peevish  and  estranged 
A  fretful  spirit  reign'd,  and  discontent 
Front  room  to  room  in  sullen  silence  went ; ' 
And  the  kind  widow  was  distressed  at  heart 
To  think  thit  she  no  comfort  could  impart : 
•*  But  he  will  go/*  she  said,  *«  and  he  will  strivB 
In  fields  of  glorious  energy  to  drive 
Love  from  his  bosom — Yes,  I  then  mar  stay. 
And  all  will  thank  me  on  a  future  day. 

So  judged  the  ladv,  nor  appeared  to  grieve, 
Till  the  young  soldier  came  to  take  his  leave ; 
But  not  of  all  asserabled^No !  he  found 
His  gentle  sisters  aH  in  sorrows  drown'd ; 
With  many  a  shaken  hand,  and  many  a  kiss, 
He  eried,  "■  Farewell !  a  solemn  business  this ; 
Nay,  Susan,  Sophie ! — heaven  and  earth,  my  dears! 

1  am  a  soldier-^ What  do  I  with  lean  ? 


He  sought  his  parents ; — they  together  walk*^ 
And  of  their  son,  his  views  and  dangers,  talk*d; 
They  knew  not  boW  to  blame  Iheir  friend,  bat  stiB 
Tb^  murmnr'd,  *'She  may  save  us  if  she  will ; 
Were  not. these  visions  working  in  her  mind 
Strange  things— *t  is  in  her  nature  to  be  kin4.'* 

Their  son  appeared — He  soothed  them,  and  wm 

bless'd. 
But  still  the  fondness  of  his  soul  confeas'd^ 
And  where  the  lady  l-^To  her  room  retired ! 
Now  show,  dear  son,  the  courage  she  required. 


6eor|pe  bpw'd  in  silenoe,  trying  for  aaeeDt 
To  his  hard  fiUe,  and  to  his  tnal  went : 
Fond,  but  yet  fiz'd,  he  found  her  in  her 
Firin,  and  yet  fearful,  she  beheld  him  come : 
Nor  sought  he  fevour  now — ^No  I  he  woald 
hiM  doom. 


Farewell !  and.  Madam,!  beeeech  yoa  pny 
That- this  sad  spirit  soon  may  paas  away ; 
That  sword  or  ball  would  to  the  dust  rselon 
This  body,  that  the  soul  nuiy  grieve  no  mote    - 

For  love  rejected O!  that  1  coold  quit 

The  life  I  loathe,  who  am  fer  nothing  fit. 

No,  not  to  die  V* *^  Unhappy,  wilt  tboa  make 

The  house  all  wretched  for  thy  passion's  «ake  ? 
And  most  its  grieving  object  ?** 

"Grieving?— No! 
Or  aa  a  conqueror  mourns  a  dying  fy&, 

That  makes  his  'triumph  sure ^Couldst  thou  dm* 

plore 
The  evil  done,  the  pain  would  be  no  more ; 
But  an  aocuraed  dream  baa^steel'd  thy  brei^ 
And  all  the  woman  in  thy  aoul  suppreee'd.**^— 

**  O !  it  was  vision,  Geofge ;  a  visbn  true 
Aa  ever  seer  or  holy  prophet  knew." — 

**  Can  spirits,  lady,  though  they  might  alarm. 
Make  an  impression  on  that  lovely  aim  7  ' 
A  little  cold  the  cause,  a  little  heat. 
Or  vein  minute,  or  artery's  morbid  beat. 
Even  beauty  these  admit" — 

•"Idid  behold     * 
My  brother's  form."— 

•*  Yes,  so  thy  Fancy  toU, 
.When  in  the  morning  she  her  work  surveyed. 
And  oali'd  the  doubtml  Memory  to  her  aid." — 

**  Nay,  think !  the  night  be  died— the  very  night  IT 

'*  — 'T  is  very  true,  and  so  perchance  he  migh^ 

But  in  thy  mind— not,  lady,  in  diy  sight ! 

Thou  wert  not  well ;  forms  delicately  made 

These  dreams  and  fkncies  easily  invade ; 

The  mind  and  body  feel  the  slow  disease, 

And  dreams  are  what  the  troubled  fancy  sees.'*—' 

**  O!  but  how  strange  that  all  should  be  combined?* 
**  True ;  but  such  combinations  we  may  find  ; 
A  dream's  predicted  number  gain'd  a  prize. 
Yet  dreams  make  no  impressian  on  the  wise. 
Though  some  chanoe  good,  some  lucky  gain  mij 
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^  O !  bot  those  words,  that  voice  do  truly  known !" — 
No  doubt,  dear  lady,  they  were  all  thine  own ; 
Memorj  for  thee  thy  brother's  form  portray'^d ; 
It  was  thy  fear  the  awfkl  warning  made : 
Tbjr  fikrtner  doubts  of  a  religioas  kmd 
Aocoant  for  all  these  .wanderings  of  the  mind.** 

**  Bat  then,  how  difierent  when  my  iatfaer  came  \  ' 
Th«ae  coold  not  in  their  nature  be  the  same  I" — 

**  Yes,  ail  are  dreams ;  bdt  some  as  we  awake 
Fly  off  at  onae,  and  no  impression  make : 
Others  are  felt,  and  ere  tbey  quit  the  brain  \ 

Make  sQch  impression  that  they  come  again,    * 
As  half  ftnriliar  thoughts,  and  half  unknown, 
And  scarcely  recollected  na  sax  own ; 
For  faalf  a  day  abide  some  vulgar  dreams, 
And  give  our  grandams  and  our  nurses  themes ; 
Others^  more  strong,  abidmg  figures  dra.w 
Upon  the  brain,  and  we  assert  *  I  sftw ;' 
And  then  the  fkncy  on  .the  organs  place 
A  powerful  likeness  of  a  form  and  face. 

Yet  more — in  some  strong  passion^s  troubled  reign^ 

Or  wlien  the  fiMrer'd  Uood  inflames  the  brain. 

At  onoe  the  outward  and  the  Inward  eye 

The  real  objtet  and  the  fancied  spy ;  ^ 

The  eje  \a  open  and  the  sense  is  true, 

And  tAereibrethey  the  outward  object,  view ; 

But  while  the  real  sense  yt  ILiM  on  these. 


The  power  within  its  own  creation  sees ; 
And  these,  when  mingled  in  the  mind,  create  * 
Those' striking  Tisions  which  our  dreamers  state ; 
For  knowing  th&t  is  true  that  ihet  the  sight, 
They  think  the  judgment  of  the  fkncy  right  1—7 
Your  frequent  talk  of  dreams  has  made  me  turn  ' 
My  mind  on  them,  and  these  the  facts  I  leam< 
Or  should  you  say,  *t  is  not  in  us  to  take 
Heed  in  both  ways,  to  sleep  and  be  awake, 
Ferhaps  the  thinn  by  eye  and  mtbd  survey'^d 
Are  io  their  quick:  alternate  efforts  mdde ; 
For  bpr  this  mixture  of  the  truth,  the  dream 
Will  in  the  momiug  firesh  and  yivid  seem. 

Dretaoa  are  like  portraits,  and  we  find  they  please 

Because  they  are  confess'd  resemblances  ; 

But  those  strange  nififht-mare/isionp  we  compare. 

To  waxen  figures — ^^tbey  too  real  are, 

Too  much  a  very  truth,  and  are  so  just 

To  fift  and  death,  they  pain  us  or  disgust 

Hence  from  your  mind  these  idle  visions  shake, 
And  O !  my  kve,  to  happiness  awakQ  T — 

**  It  teas  a  warning,  tempter !  f^om  the  dead ; 
And,  wedding  thee,  I  should  to  misery  wed  i" — 

*■  False  and  injurious !  What !  unjust  to  thee  T 
O !  hear  the  vows  of  Love— it  cannot  be  ; 
What,  I  forbear  to  bless  thee  7 — I  forego   ' 
That  first  great  blessing  of  existence  7  No ! 
Did  evei7  ghost  that  terror  saw  arise 
With  such  prediction,  I  should  sav  it  lies ; 
But  none  there  are — a  mighty  gulf  between 
Hides  the  ideal  world  fi-om  objects  seen ; 
We  know  noi  where  unbodied  spirits  dwell, 
Bat  this  we  know,  they  are  invisible ; — ' 


Yet  I  have  one  that  fain  would  dwel>  with  thee,-    - 
And  always  with  thy  parer  spirit  be.** 

** O!  leave  me,  Geofge !" 

**  To  take  the  field,  and  die. 
So  leave  thee,  lady  ?  Yes,  I  will  comply ; 
Thou  art  too  &r  above  me— Ghosts  withstand^ 
My  hopes  ip  vain,  but  riches  guard  thy  hand^ 
For  I  am  poor — affection  and  a  heart 
To  thee  devoted,  1  but  these  impart ; 
Then  bid  me'go»  I  will  thy  words  obey, 
But  let  not  visions*  drive  thy  friend  a  way  .**->*- 

•*  Hear  me,  Oh !  hear  me — Shall  I  "wed  my  son  t"— 

^  I  am  in  fondness  and  obedience  one ; 

And  I  will  reverence,  honour,  love,  adore. 

Be  aU  that  fondest  sons  can  be — and  more ; 

And  sh^ll  thy  son,  if  such  he  be,  proceed 

To  fierce  enoounfers,  and  in  battie  bleed?. 

No  I  thou  canst  weep  !**-^ 

**  O !  leave  me,  I  entreat; 
Leave  me  a  moment^ — we  shall  quickly  meet*^— 

Nol  here  I  kneel,  a  beggar  at  thy  feet"'-«- 
He  said,  and. knelt — with  accents,  softer  stilli 
He  wbo'd  the  weakness  of  a.  fidling  will. 
And  erring  judgment — ^took  her  hand,  and  cried, 
**  Withdraw  it  pot !— O !  let  it  thus  abide, 
Fled^  of  Hsf  loyo'^upon.  thy  act  depend 
My  joy,  m^  hope,-— thus  they  begin  or  end! 

Withdnw  it  not*^ He  saw  horlooks  express'd 

Favour  and  grac^-rthe  hand  was  firmer  pr6sB*d>— 
Signs  of  opposing  fear  no  more  were  shown, 
And,  as  he  pressed,  he  felt  ii,  was  his  own. 

Soon  through  the  house  was  known  the  glad  assenti 
The  night  so  dreaded  was  in  comfort  spent ; 
War  was  no  more,  the  destined  knot  was  tied, 
And  the  fond  widow  made  a  fearful  bride. 


Let  mortal  firailty  judge  how  mortals  frail, 
Thus  in  their  strongest  resolutions  fail,  ' 
And  though  we  blame,  our  pity  will  prevaiL  • 

Yet,  with  that  Ghost— for  so  she  thought- in  view  i 
When  she  believed  that  all  he  told  was  true ; 
When  every  threat  was  to  her  mind  recalled. 
Till  it  became  affiighten*d  and  appall'd ;    ' 
When  Reason  pleaded,  think  !  forbear !  refirain ! 
And  when,  diough  trifling,  stood  that  mystic  stain. 
Predictions,  warnings,  threats,  were  present  all  in 
vain.. 

Th'  exulting  youth  a  mighty  conqueror  rose, 
And  who  hereafter  shall  ms  will  oppose  7. 

Such  is  our  tale ;  but  we  must  yet  attend 
Our  weak,  kind  widow  to  her  joumey^s  end ; 
Upon  her  death-bed  hod,  confessing  to  a  friend 
Her  fbn  belief,  for  to  the  hour  she  died 

This  she  professM **  The  tmih  I  must  not  hide^ 

It  watf  my  brother*s  form,  and  in  the  night  he  died ; 
In  sorrow  and  in  shame  has  passM  m^  time, 
All  I  have  suffer*d  follow  from  my  cnme ; 
I  sinnM  with  warnings— when  I  gave  my  hand  ' 
A  power  within  said,  urgently, — Withstand ! 
And  I  resisted — O !  my  God,  v^hat  shaine. 
What  years  of  torment  .from  that  frail^  Came 
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That  hQthuKl.«oD  ! — ^I  will  my  fault  reriew;         ^ 
What  did  he  not  that  men  or  inonBten  do?    . 
His  day  of  love,  a  brief  autumnal  day, 
Ev'n  in  its  .dawning  baatehM  to  decay ; 
Boomed  from  our  cSious  union  to  behold 
How  cold  he  grew,  and  then  how  worse  than  eold ; 
Eager  be  sought  nie,  eagerly  to  shun, 
Kneeling  he  woo*d  me,  but  he  scorn'd  me,  Won; 
The  tears  he  caused  served  only  to  provoke 
His  wicked  insidt  o*er  the  heart  he  broke ; 
My  fond  compliance  served  him  for  a  jest, 
And  sharpened  BCorn~-«^*  I  ought  to  be  distressM ; 
Why  did  I  not  with  my  cha«te  ghost  comply  !* 
And  with  upbraiding  scorn  he  told  me  why  ;-«- 
O !  there  was  grossness  in  his  soul ;  his  mini , 
Could,  not  be  raised,  nor  soften'd,  nor  refined. 

,  Twice  he  dfe|parted.  in  bis  raffe,  and  went 
I  km>w  not  where,  nor  how  his  days  were  spent; 
Twice  be  'r^tam*d  a  suppliant  wretch,  and  eraved, 
Mean  as  profhse^  the  tnfle  I  had  saved^ 

J  have  had  woQnds,  and  some  that  never  heal. 
What  bodies  enSa^  and  what  spirits  feel ; 
But  he  is  gone  who  gave  them,  he  i*  fled 
To  his  account !  ancT ay  revenge  is  dead- 
Yet  is  it  duty,  though  wiUi  sbiune,  to  give 
My  se^  a. lesson — let  my  story  live ; 
Fqr  if  DO  ghost  the  promised  visit  paid. 
Still  was  a  deep  and  strong  impression  made, 
That  wisdom  had  approved,  and  prudence  had 

obey*d ; 
But  from  another  worM  that  warning  caxne. 
And  O !  in  this  be  ended  all  my  shame  I 

Xiike  the  first  being  of  n^  sex  X  fell. 
Tempted,  and^ivith  the  tempter  doom'd  to  dwell— 
He  wae  the  nM8fesr.fiend,  and  where  he  reign*d  was 
heU." 


This  wai  her  last,  fer  dm  deicribed  na  more 
The  rankling  iedings  of  a  mind  so  sore. 
But  died' in  peace.-^4>ne  moral  let  os  draw- 
Be  it  a  ghost  or  not  the  lady  saw-r* 

If  our  discretion  tells  qs  how  to  live^ 
We  need  no-ghest  a  helping  hand  to  give ; 
But  if  discvsetien  cannot  us  restrain,    • 
It  then  appears  a  ghost  would  come  in  vain. 


BOOK  XVIL 


THE  WIDOW^ 

Tlie  Morning  Walk— Village  Scenery-^ The 
Widow's  Dwdling  — Her  Story  reUited— The 
&nt  Husband  — Hie  Indulgence -—Its  Conee- 
quence— Dies— The  second — His  Authority — 
Its  Effects— His  Death— A  third  Husbeod— 
Determinately  indulgent— He  dies  also^-Tlie 
Widow*s  Retirement 


RiCHAEo  one  morning — it  was  custom  now-^ 
Wa^'d  and  conversed  with  labonreie  at  the  plough. 


With  thrashers  hastening  to  their  daily  task. 
With  woodmen  resting  o'er  the  enlivening  flaek^ 
And  with  the  shepherd,,  watchful  of  his  fold 
Breath  the  hill;  and  pacing  in  the  cold : 
Further  afield  he  sometimes  would  proceed. 
And  take,  a  path  wherever  it  might  lead. 

It  fed  him  far  about  to  Wickham  Graen, 
Where  stood  the  maosiGD  of  the  vilhge  qoeea; 
Her  garden  yet  its  wintry  blossoms  bore. 
And  roses  graced  the  wmdows  and  the  door — 
That  lasting  kind  that  through  the  vwying  year 
Or  in  the  bud  oc  in  the  bloom  appear ; 
All  flowers  that  now  the  ^^loomy  days  adonn 
Rose  on  the  view,  and  smiied  iqxm  that  mom  : 
Rich&rd  a  damsel  at  the  window  spied* 
Who  kindly  drew  a  useless  veil  aside. 
And  ahow'd  a  lady  who  was  sitting  by. 
So  pensive,  that  he  almost  heard  ber  sigh : 
Full  many  years  rile  could,  do  question,  tell« 
B^t  in  her  mooming  look'd  extremely  welL 

» In  truth,"  said  Richard,  when  he  told  at  night 

His  tale  to  George,  **it  was  a  pleasant  sight; 

She  Ibok'd  like  one  who  oould,  in  tender  tone. 

Say,  *  Will  you  let  a  lady  sigh  akme? 

See !  Time  has  touch'd  me  gently  in  hie  r«ee. 

And  left  no  odious  furrows  in  my  '6oe : 

See,  too,  this  house  and  garden,  neat  and  trim. 

Kept  fqr  its  master— Wffl  yea  stand  for  him  1* 

Say  this  is  vain  and  Cbc^ish  if  you  i^ease. 

But  I  believe  her  thoughts  resembled  these  : 

*  Come  !*  said  her  looks,  *  and  we  will  kindly  take 

The  visit  kindness  prompted  vou  to  make.* 

And  I  was  sorry  that  sojnncb  good  play 

Of  eye  and  attitude  was  thrown  away'    . 

On  one  who  has  his  lot,  on  one  who  had  his  day.^* 

"^  Your  pity,  iNrother^"  George,  with  smile,  replied* 
**  You  may  dismiss,  and  with  it  send  yoor  pride : 
No  need  <»  pit^,  when  the  gentle  dame 
Has  thrice  resign'd  and  reassumed  her  name ; 
And  be  not  proud — ^for,  though  it  might  be  thine. 
She  would  that  hand  to  humbler  men  resign. 

Youbg  she  is  not, — it  would  lie  passing  strange 
If  a  young  beauty  tRride  her  name  should  change , 
Yes !  she  has  years  beyond  your  reckoning  seen— 
Smiles  and  a  window  years  and  wrinkles  screen ; 
But  she,  in  &ct,  has  that  which  may  command 
The  warm  admirer  and  the  willing  hand : 
What  is  her  fortune  we  are  left  to  guess, 
But  good  the  sign — fihe  does  not  much  profeas ; 
Poor  she  is  not, — and  there  is  that  in  her 
That  easy  men  to  strength  of  mind  prefer ; 
She  may  be  made,  vnth  little  care  and  skill. 
Yielding  her  own,  t*  adopt  a  husband's  will : 
Women  there  are,  who  of  a  man  wQl  take 
The  helm,  and  steer — will  no  resistance  make  : 
Who,  if  neglected,  will  the  power  assume, 
And  then  what  wonder  if  the  shipwreck  come? 

Queens  they  ^ill  be  if  man  allow  the  means. 
And  give  the  power  to  these  domestic  queens  ; 
Whom,  if  he  rightly  trains,  he  may  create  \ 

And  make  obement  membera  of  his  state.** 
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Harriet  at  ackMl  ww  vwy  mueh  the  aatoe 
As  other  miiwi,  aad  ao  home  ahe  came. 
Like  other  ladiea,  there  to  Mve  and  Jeam, 
1*0  wait  km  aeaioiit  md  to  take  her  turn. 


Their'InietexHls  maids  as  ^ests  their  linttgs  gain,' 
The  bett,  they  find>  are  hardest  to  obtain : 
Cki  those  ^t  offbr  both  awhile  det>ate— 
**  I  need  not  tate  it,  it  ii  not  so  late ; 
Better  wiH  -come  if  we  will  lonjerer  stay, 
^  And  strive  to  pQt  ourselves  in  mtnne's  way  :^* 
And  thus  they  watt,  till  many  ^ears  are  past. 
For  what  comes  sbwly— hit  it  comet  at  lost. 

Harriet  was  weddeid,^bnt  it  most  bo  s«id. 
The  TowM  obedience  was  not  duTy  paid : 
Hers  was  an  eafry  man,--4t  gave  him  pain 
To  hear  a,  lady  mormor  and  complain : 
He  vms  n  merchant,  whom  his  father  made 
Bich  in  the  gains  of  a  soccesa/ul  trade : 
A  lot  moria  pleasant,  of  a  view  more  fair, 
Has  seldom  fallen  to  a  youthful  pair. 

But  what  is  faultless  in  a  World  like  this  T 

In  eveTT  station  something  seems  amiss :. 

The  lany,  married  found  the  house  too  small— 

**  Two  shabby  parlours,  and  that  ugly  Kail ! 

Had  we  a  cottage  somewhere,  and  could  meet 

One's  friends  and  fitvoorites  in  one's  snug  retreat ; 

Or  only  join  a  single  to(^  to  these. 

It  would  be  living  something  at  our  ease. 

And  have  one*s  sel^  at  home,  the  opmfort  that  one 


Such  powers  of  reason,  and  of  mind  each  strength. 
Fought  with  man's  fear,  and  they  prevatl'd  at  length ; 
Tho  room  was  built^-|«nd  Harriet  did  not  know 
A  prettier  dwelling,  either  high  or  low  ;• 
Bat  Harriet  loved  such  conquests,  loved  to  plead 
With  her  reluctant  man,  and  to  sucooed ; 
It  vras  such  pleasure  to  prevail  o>er  one 
Who  would  oppose  the  thing  that  still  waJB  done, 
W]io  never  gain'd  the  race,  but  yet  would  groan 
and  run. 

Bat  there  were  times  when  love  and  pity  gate 
Whatever  thoughtless  vanity  could  crate  i 
She  now  the  carriage  ehose  with  freshest  Qame, 
And  vras  in  quite  a  fever  till  it  came ; 
Bat  can  a  carriage  be  alone  enjoy'd  ?' 
The  pleasure  not  partaken  is  mtroy'd ; 
"  I  most  hate  •ome  good  creature  to  attend 
On  morning  tisits  as  a  kind  of  friend." 

A  courteous  maiden  then  was  found  to  sit 

Beside  the  lady,  for  her  purpose  fit. 

Who  had  been  train*d  in  all  the  soothing  ways 

And  sertile  duties  from  her  earl^  days; 

One  who  had  never  from  her  childhood  known 

A  wish  fuIfillM,  a  purpose  of  her  own : 

Her  part  it  waa  to  sit  beside  the  daroe. 

And  give  relief  in  every  wan^  that  came ; 

To  soothe  the  pride,  lo  watch  the  varving  Ipok, 

And  bow  in  silence  to  the  dumb  rebuke. 

Tliis  supple  being  strove  with  all  her  aktll ' 
To  draw  hu  mastar's  toher  Jaily'a  wiU; 


For  they  were  hkd  the  magnet- and  the  steel. 
At  times  so  distant' that  they  could  not  feel ; 
Then  would  she  gently  move  them,  till  she  saw 
That  to  each  other  they  began  to  draw  ^ 
And  then  would  leave  them,  sure  on  her  return 
In  Harriet's  joy  her  oonquest  to  discern. 

She  was  a  mother  now,  and  grieved  te  find 
The  nursery  window  caught  the  eastern  wind  ; 
What  could  she  do  with  foars  like  these  eppress'd  T 
She  built  a  room  all  window'd  to  the  west; 
For  sure  tn  one  so  dull,  so  bleak,  so  old. 
She  and  her  children  must  expire  with  c<M : 
Meantime  the  husband  mnrnmr'd'^*'  So  he  might ; 
She  would  be  judged  by  Cousins—Was  it  right  t**' 

Water  Was  near  them,  and,  her  mind  afloat, 

The  lady  saw  a  cottage  and  a  boat, 

Ab4  thought  what  sweet  excoraiatts  they  nnglil 

make.  , 

How  they  might  sail»  what  neighbooTs  they  might 

take, 
And  nicely  would  sbe  deck  the  lodge  upon  theU*. 

She  now  prevaii'd  by  habit ;  had  her  will. 

And  found  her  patient  husband  sad  and  still : , 

Yet  this  displeased ;  she  gain'd,  indeed,  the  prixsi  -^ 

But  not  the  pleasure  of  her  victories ; 

Was  she  a  child  to  be  indulged  7  He  knew 

She  would  have  right,  but  would  have  reason,  too. 

Now  came  ^e  time^  when  in  her  husband'^  face 
Care,  and  concern,  and  caution  she  could  traoe ; 
His  troubled  features  jgloom  and  sadness  bore. 
Less  he  resisted,  but  he  suffor'd  more; 
His  nerves  were  shook  like  hers;  in  him  her  grief! 
Had  much  of  sympathy,  but  no  relief. 

She  could  no  longer  read,  and  therefbte  kept 
A  girl  to  give  her  storie^  while  she  wept ; 
Better  for  Lady  Jtdia's  woes  to  cry. 
Than  have  her  own  for  ever  in  her  eye : 
Her  husband  grieved  and  o'er  his  spirits  came 
Gloom,  and  disease  attack'^d  his  slender  fiimie ; 
He  foU  a  loathing  for  the  wretched  state 
Of  his  concerns,  so  sad,  so  complicnte ; 
Grief  and  confusion  seized  him  in  the  day. 
And  the  night  psss'd  in  a^ony  away : 
"  My  ruin  comes !"  was  his  awakening  thought, 
And  vainly  through  the  day  was  comfort  sought ; 
"  There,  take  m  v  all !"  he  said,  and  in  his  dream 
Heard  the  door  bolted,  and  his  children  scream. 
And  he  was  rights  for  not  a  day  arose 
That  he  exclaim'd  not,  "  Will  it  never  close  V* 
**  Would  it  were  come  !"~but  stili,he  shifled  on. 
Till  health,  and  hope,  and  life's  fiiir  views  wtra 
gone.  ' 

Fretful  herself,  he  of  his  wife  in  vain 

For  comfort  sought ^  He  would  be  well  again  i 

Time  would  disorders  of  such  nature  heal ! 
O !  if  he  felt  what  she  was  doom'd  to  feel. 
Such  sleepless  nights  I  such  broken  rest!  her  fram^- 
Rack'd  with  diseases  that  she  ooqld  not  name  I 
With  pangs  like  hers  no  other  was  oppress'd!'' 
Weeping,  she  said,  and  sigh'd  herself  to  rest 

The  suffering  husband  look'd  the  world  around. 
And  saw  no  friend :  on  him  misfortune  fro^M  U 
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Ilhii  self-reproAch  tormented ;  feorely  tried,  > 
By  threats  he  moumM,  and  by  disease  he  died. 

As  weak  as  wailing  infancy  or  age,        ^ 
Ho^  could  tlie  widow  wiL^i  the  world  engage  7 
Fortune  not -now  the  ni<;aDS  of  qpmfort  gave, 
Yet  all  her  comforts  Harriet  wept  to  have. 

**  My  helpless  babes;*'   she  said,  **  will  nothing 

.  know," 
Yet  not  a  single  lesson  would  bestow ; 
Her  debts  would  overwhelm  her,  that  was  sure, 
But  one  privation  would  she  not  endive ; 
**  We  shall  want  bread !  the  thing  is  past  a  doabL*' — 
**Then  part  with  Cousins  !**—**  Can  I  do  with- 

out?"— 
**Di8nuss  your  servants!*' — ^^ Spare  me  them,  I 

pray  !"~ 
••At  least  yonr  oarrisfe !"— '*  What  will  people 

«iy7"- 
••  Th<t  useless  boat,  that  fbUy  on  the  lake  !"— 
'*0 !  but  what  cry  and  scandal  will  it  make  !** 
It  was  so  hard  on  her,  who  not  a  thing 
<Had  done  such  nuachief  on  t|ieir  heads  to  bring ; 
This  was  her  comfort,  this  she  would  declare. 
And  then  slept  soundly  on  her  pillow'd  chair : 
When  not  asleep,  how  restless  was  the  soul 
Above  advice,  exempted  from  controlj 
For  ever  begging  all  to  be  sincere. 
And  never  willing  &ny  truth  to  hear ; 
A  yellow  paleness  o'er  her  visage  spread, 
Her  fears  augmented  as  her  comforts  fled ; 
Views  dark  and  dismal  to  her  mind  appear'd. 
And  death  she  sometimes  woo'd,  and  olwaya  fear'd. 

Among  the  clerks  there  was  a  thoughtful  one, 
Who  still  4)elieved  that  somethSn]g^  might  be  done  ; 
All  in  his  view  was  not  so  sunk  and  lo^t, 
Bat  of  a  trial  thinra  would  pay  the  cost : 
He  judged  the  widow,,  and  he  aw  the  way 
In  which  her  husband  siiffer'd  her  to  stray  ;• 
He  saw  entangled  and  perplex'd  affairs. 
And  Time's  sure  hand  at  work  on  their  repairv;- 
Children  he  saw,  "but  nothing  oould  he  see 
'  Why  he  might  not  their  careful  father  bo ; 
And  looking  keenly  round  him,  he  believed 
That  what  was  lost  might  quickly  be  retrieved* 

Now  thought  our  clerk — **  I  roust  not  mention  love, 
That  she  at  least  must  seem  to  disapprove ; 
But  I  must  fear  of  poverty  enforce, 
And  then  consent  will  be  tf  thing  of  course. 

•*  Madam  !"  said  he,  **  with  sorrow  I  relate 
That  our  affairs  are  in  a  dreadful  state ; 
I  caird  on  all  our  friends,  and  they  declared     - 
They  dared  not  meddle — not  a  creature  dared ; 
But  still  our  perseverance  chance  may  aid. 
And  though  I  *m  puzzled,  I  am  not  airaid; 
If  you,  dei^r  lady,  wilt  attention  give 
'  To  me,  the  credit  of  the  house  shall  live ; 
Do  not,  I  pray  you,  my  proposal  blame, 
It  is  my  wish  to  guard  your  husband's  fkme. 
And  ease  your  trouble  :  then  your  cares  resign 
'To  my  discretion — and,  in  short,  be  mine."  , 

*  Yours  I  QI  my  stars! — Your  goodness,  sir,  d^ 

serves 
^Mj  gratelid  thanks^-Uke-pity  on  my  nerve* ; 


I  shake  and  tremble  at  a  thing  so  new, 
And  fear  't  i^  what  a  lady  ahbiild  not  do ; 
And  then  to  marry  upon  ruin's  brink 
In  aU  this  hurry— Wliat  wiU  peopk  think  f*    . 

**Nay,  there  *s  against  us  neither  rule  nor  law. 
And  people's  thinking  |s  not  worth  a  straw : 
Those  who  are  prudent  have  too  much  to  do 
With  their  own  cares  to  think  of  me  and  you ; 
And  those  who  are  not  are  so  pdor  a  race^ 
That  what  they  utter  pan  be  no  disgrace  >— 
Come !  let  us  now  embark,  when  time  and  tide. 
Invite  to  sea,  in  happy  hour  decide ; 
If  yet  we  linger,  both  are  sure  to  fiiil. 
The  turning  waters  and  th,e  varying  gale ;    ^ 
Trust  me,  our  vessel  shall  he  ably  steer'd. 
Nor  will  I  quit  her,  till  the  rocks  are  ckar'd.** 

Allured  and  frigfaten'd,  softened  Ukd  afraid. 
The  widow  douoted,  ponder'd,  and  obeyM : 
So  were  they  w^ded,  and  the  carefbl  man 
His  reformation  instantly  began ; 
Began  his  state  with  vigour  to  reform. 
And  made  9,  calni  by  laughing  at  the  storm. 

Th'  Attendant^maiden  he  dismiss'd— for  why  T 
She  might  on  him  and  love  like  his  rely  ;^ 
She  needed  none  to  form  her  children's  mind, 
That  dutv  nature  to  her  care  araign'd  ; 
tn  vain  she  moum'd,  it  was  her  health  he  prized, 
And  hence  enforced  the  measures  he  advised  :  , 
She  wanted  air ;  and  walking,  she  wis  told, 
Was  safe,  was  pleasant ! — ^he  the  carriage  sold ; 
He  found  a  tenant  who  agreed  to  take 
The  boat  and  cottage  on  the  useless  lake ; 
The  house  itself  bad  now  superfluous  room. 
And  A  rich  lodger  was  induced  to  come. 

The  lady- wondered  at  the  sudden  change. 
That  yet  was  pleasant,  that  was  very  strange ; 
Wh^  every  deed  by  her  desire  was  done. 
She  had  no  day  of  comfort — no,  not  one ; 
When  nothing  moved  or  stopp'd  at  her  request^ 
Her  heart  had  comfort,  and  her  temper. rest; 
For  all  was  done  with  kindness, — most  pofite 
Was  her  new  lord,  and  she  oonfoss'd  it  right ; 
For  now  she  found  that  she^oould  g&ily  live 
On  what  the  chance  of  common  lira  could  give : 
And  her  sick  n^nd  was  cured  of  every  ill. 
By  finding  no  compliance  with  her  wiU; 
For  When  she  saw  that  her  desires  were  vain. 
She  wisely  thought  it  foolish  tp  complain. 

Bom  for  her  man,  she  gave  a  gentle  sigh 
To  her.  lost  power,  and  grieved  not  to  comply ; 
Within,  without,  the  face  of  things  improved. 
And  all  in  order  and  subjection  moved. 

As  wealth  increased,  ambition  now  began 
To  swell  the  soul  of  the  aspiring  man ; 
In  some  fow  years  he  thought  topurdiaae  land^ 
And  build  a  scat  that  Hbpe  and  Fancy  ptann*d  ; 
To  this  a  name  his  youthful  bride  should  nve  I 
Harriet,  of  course,  not  many  years  would  live ; 
Then  he  would  farm,  and  every  soil  shdUld  show 
The  tree  that  best  upon  the  place  would  ^w: 
He  would,  moreovert  on  the  bench  debate 
On  iondry  queetkoii— when  a  magietrate  t 
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.  Wobld  XtH^  of  all  that  to  the  stote  beloogs; 
The  rich  mao'e  duties,  and  the  poor  man*B  wrongs ; 
He  would  with  fatouritcfl  of  the  people  rank,. 
And  him  the  weak  and  the  oppreasM  should  thank. 

*Ti«  true  those  children,  orphans  then !  would  need 
Help  in  a  world  of  trouble  to>suoceed '. 
And  tliey  should  have  it — He  should  then  possess. 
Afl  that  man  needs  for  earthly  happiness. 

*■  Prood  words,  and  vain  !*'  said  Doctor  Yoongf ;  and 

proud 
They  are ;  aiid  vain,  were  hy  our  clerk  allovtf^d ; 
For,  while  h«  dreamMi  there  came  both  paSh  and 

oough. 
And  fever  never  tamed,  and  bore  him  off; 
Young  as  he  was,  and  planning  schemes  to'live 
With  more  delight  than  ioan*s  success  tan  give ; 
Building  a  m«jiBion  tki  his  ftncy  vast. 
Beyond  the  Gothic  pride  of  ages  past ! 
W^ne  this  was  planbM,  but  ere  a  plaoe  was  sought, 
Thb  timber  seasoQ*d,  pr  the  quarry  wrought. 
Came  Death*e  dread  sommoiiat  and  th»  man  was 

laid 
In  the  i^oor  hoiiaft  the  simple  sexton  made. 

But  be  had  time  for  thought  wheit  be  was  ilt 

And  made  hiv  lady  an  indulgent  will :  •     - 

*T  is  said  he  gave,  m  parting,  his  advice, 

**  It  is  sufficient  to  be  marrieid  twi^  ;*'  . 

To  which  she  answered,  as  't  is  said,  again, 

**  Tl^ere  *s  none  win  have  you  if  you  *re  poor  sqad 

plain. 
And  if  you*re  rieh  and  handsome  there  is  none 
WiH  take  refusal let  the  poiht  alone.** 

Be  this  or  true  or  false,  it  is  her  praise 
She  moam*d  correctly'  all  the  mourning  days ; 
Ikit  grievi  she  did' not,  for  the  canker  grief' 
Soils  the  complexion,  and  is  beauty^s  thief; 
Nothing,  indeed;  so  much  will  discompose 
Our  public  mourning  as  our  private  woes ; 
Whesi  tender  thoughts  a  Widow's  bosom  probsi  ^- 
flhe  thinks  not  then  how  graceful  sits  the  robe ; 
But  .our  nice  widow  look*d  to  every  fold. 
And  ev^y  eye  its  beauty  might  behold  ! 
It  was  becoming ;  she  composed  her  &ce. 
She  lookM  serenely,  and  she  moumM  with  grace. 

Some  months  were  passed,  but  yet  there  wanted 

three 
Of  the  full  time  when  widows  wives  may  b^ ; 
One  trying  year,  and  then  the  mind  is  freed, 
And  man  may  to  the  vacant  throne  succeed. 

Tliere  was' a  tenant — ^he,  to  wit,  who  hired ' 
That  cot  and  lake,  that  were  so  much  admired ; 
A  man  of  spirit,  one  who  doubtless  meant. 
Though  he  dcIayM  awhile,  td  pay  his  rent ; 
The  widow's  riches  gave  her  much  delight. 
And  some  her  claims,  and  she  resolved  to  write. 
•  He*  knew  her  gfievous  loss,  how  every  care 
Devolved  on  her,  who  had  indeed  her  share  ; 
She  had  no  doubt  of  him, — but  was  as  sure 
As  that  she  breathed  her  mone^  was  secure; 
But  she  had  made  a  rash  and  idle  vow 
To  claim  her 'dues,  and  she  must  keep  it  now  i 
'21  »P 


So,  if  it  suited "' 

And  for  this  there  eiune 
A  civH  answer  to  the  gentle  dame  : 
Within  the  lettepwdre  excuses,  thanks. 
And  dean  Bank  paper  from  the  best  of  banks ; 
There'were  condolence,  consolation,  praise,  ^ 
With  some  slight  hints  of  danger  in  delays ; 
With  these  good  things  were  others  firom  the  la&e, 
Perch  that  were  wish'd  to  salmon  for  her  sake. 
And  compliment  as  sweet  as  new-born  hope  couU 
make. 

This  led  to  friendly  visits,  social  calls. 
And  much  discourse  of  races,  ramblesrhaSs; 
But  all  in  proper  bounds,  and  iVot  s  word. 
Before  its  time, — ^the  man  was  not  absurd. 
Nor  was  he  cold ;  but  when  she  might  eipect 
A  letter  came,  and  one  to4his  efifect. 

**  That  if  his  eyes  had  not  his  love  conveyM, 
They  bad  their  master  shatfiefVilly  betrayM; 
But  she  must  know  the  flame,  that  he  was  sore. 
Nor  she  could  doubt,  would  long  as  life  endure : 
Both  were  in  widow*d  state,  and  both  possess*d 
Of  ample  means  to  make  their  union  blessM ; 
That  she  had  been  confined  hjs  knew  for  truth, , 
And  be8^*d  her  to  have  pity  on  her  vouth ; 
Youth,  he  would  say,  and  he  desired  his  wife 
To  have  the  o6raforts  of  an  easy  life : 
She  loved  a  carriage,  loved  a  decent  seat 
To  which  they  might  at  certain  times  retreat; 
Servants  indeed  were  sorrows,--yet  a  few 
They  still  must  add,  and  do  i^  others  do : 
She  too  would  some  attendant  damsel  need. 
To  hear,  to  speak,  to  travel,  or  to  read :"     - 
In  short,  the  maiv  his  remedies  assignM 
For  his  foreknown  diseases  in  the  mind  :— 
**  First,"  he  presumed,  **  that  in  a  nervous  case 
Nothing  was  better  than  a  change  of  place  :*f 
He  added,  too,  **  'T  was  well  ^at  he  could  prove 
That  his  was  pure,  disinterested  love ; 
Not  as  when,  lawyers  couple  house  and  land 
In  such  a  way  as  none  can  under^nd ; 
No  \  thanks  to  Him  that  every  good  supplied. 
He  hhd  enough,  and  wanted  nought  beside ! 
Merit  was  all." 

.  "  Wen !  now,  sho  would  protest, 
This  was  a  letter  prettily  express'd." 
To  every  female  friend  away  she  flew 
To  ask  advice,  and  say,  >*  What  shall  I  do  7" 
She  kiss*d  her  ehildreBf-^^nd  she  said,  with  tear% 
**  I  wonder  what  is  best  fi>r  you,  my  dears  7 
How  ^an  It  darlings,  to  your  good  attend 
Without  the  help  of  some  experienced  fViend, 
Who  will  protect  us  all,  or,  injured,  will  defend  7" 

The  widow  then  askM  counsel  of  her  heart, 
In  vain,  for  that  had  nothing  to  impart;  ^ 

But  yet  with  that,  or'somethinif  fbr  her  ffuide, 
She  to  her  swain  thus  guardedly  replied. 
**  She  must  believe  he  was  sincere,  (or  why 
Should  one  who  needed  nothing  deign  to  ue  7 
But  though  she  could  and  did  his  truth  admit, 
•She  could  not  praise  him  far  his  taste  a  bit; 
And  yet  men^s  tastes  were  various,  shb  confessM^ 
And  none  could  prove  his  own  to  be  the  best ; 
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It  vna  a  vast  ooncem,  indodine^U 
That  ^f|p*e  oan  happinoss  or  oomKMt  call : 
And  jet  she  found  that  thoee  who  waited  long 
Before  their  choice,  had  often  chosen  wrong ; 
Nothing,  indeed,  ooaid  for  her  loss  atope, . 
Bat  *t  was  the  greater  that  she  U^ed  alone ; 
S!i^,  too,  bad  roems,  and  therefore  what  the  use 
Of  more,  that  still  more  trouble  would  produce  1 
And  pleasure  too  she  own*d,  as  well  as  care, 
Of  which,,  at  present,  ^e  bad  not  ber  share. 

The  things^he  offered,  she  mudt  needs  confess. 
They  were  all  women's  wishes,  more  or  less ; 
But  wen  expeosive ;  though  a  man  of  sense 
Would  by  bis  prudence  lighten  the  expense : 
Prudent  be  was,  but  made  a  sad  mistakf 
When  he  proposed  her  ftded  h/oo  to  take ;  ■ 
And  jet  His  said  thore's  beauty  that  will  Jast 
When  tb^  rose  withess  and  the  -bkram  be  past 

One  thing  displeased  ber, — that  b«  could  suppose 
He  might  so  soon  bis  purposes  disclose ; 
Yet  had  she  bints  of  such  intent  before. 
And  would  excuse  biro  if  he  wrote  no  more; 
What  would  the  world  7 — and  yet  she  judged  them 

fbob 
Who  let  the  world's  suggestions  be  their  rules ; 
What  would  her  friends? — Yet  in  her  owna^iirs 
It  was  her  business  to  decide,  not  theirs : 
Adieu !  then,  sir,"  she  added ;  **  thus  ^ou  find 
The  changeless  purpose  of  a  steadv  mmd. 
In  one  now  leilTalonO,  but  to  her  fiite  resign'd.' 

The  marriage  ^tow'd :  and  th'  experienced  dapae 
ConsiderM  what  tha  conduct  that  became . 
A  tlirioe-devoted  lady — She  confess'd  ^ 
That  ^ben  indulged  she  was  but  more  distressed ; 
And  by  ber  seoond  busband  when  controlled. 
Her  We  was  pleasant,  though  hbr  love  was  cold ; 
«"  Then  let  me  yield,**  she  said,  and  with  a  sigh, 
**  Let  me  to  wrong  subnut,  with  right  comply.** 

Alas  I  obedience'  may  mistake,  and  they 
Who  reason  not  will  err  when  they  obey; 
A9d  &ted  was  the  gentle  dame  to  find 
Her  duty  wrong,  and  her  obedience  bHnd.  . 

The  man  was  kind,  but  would  have'  no  dispute, 
His  love  and  kindness  both  were  absolute; 
She  needed  not  her  wishes  to  expreM 
To  one  who  urged  her  on  to  happiness ; 
Fbr  this  he  took  ber  to  the  hikes  and  seas. 
To  n^inef  and  mTountains,  nor  allowed  ber  ease, 
She  'must  be  pleased,  he  said,  and  he  must  live  to 

He,  hurried  north  and  south,  and  east  and  west ; 
When  age  required,  they  would  have  time  to  rest: 
■He  in  the  richest  dress  her  fbrm^rray*d, 
And  oared  not  what  he  promised,  what  he  psjd; 
She  should  share  all  his  pleasures  as  her  own, 
'.^nd  se^  whatever  could  be  sought  or  shown. 

This  run  ofpleasure  for  a  time  she  bore. 
And  then  amrm'd  that  she  could  ti^te  no  mor« ; 
Sheioved  it  while  its  nature  it  retained. 
But  made  a  duty,  H  displeased  and  pain*d : 


**  Have  we  not  means  ?**  the  jojroos  husband  cned^ 
**  But  I  am  wearied  out,"  the  wife  replied ; 
**  Wearied  with  pleasure !  Thing  till  now  unheard- 
Are  all  that  sweeten  trouble  to  be  fear*d  7 
*T  is  but  the  sameness  tires  you,— cross  the  seaai,  - 
And  let  us  taste  the  world's  varieties.    . 

*T  is  said,  in  Paris  that  a  man  may  live 
In  all  the  luxuries  a  world  can  give, 
And  in  a  space  confined  to  narrow  bound 
AH  the  enjoyments  of  our  life  are  found  ; 
Therb  we  may  eat  and  drink,  may  dance  and 
And  iu  its  very  essence  joy  possess ; 
^ay  see  a  moving  crowd  of  lovely  dames,  * 
May^Win  a  fortune  at  your  ikvourite  games ; 
May  bear  the  sounds  tnat  ravish  human  sen 
And  aU  without  receding  foot  fi-om  thence.** 

The  conquered  wife,  resisdess  and  aflmid, 
To.the  strong  call  a  sad  obedienoepaid.    ' 

As  we  an  tnfimt  in  its  pain,  witib  sweets 
Loved  onoe,  now  loaftb'd,  tomenl  him  tili  hft  mIi^ 
Who  on  the  authors  of  bis  aew  distress 
Looks  trembling  with  disgusted  weariness,    . 
So  Harriet  folt,  so  ]ook*d,  and  seemM  to  aaj, 
•"O !  for  a  day  of  rest,  a  holiday  !** 

At  length  heroonrage  rising  with  ber  fear, 

Shd  said,  **  our  pleasures  may  be  bought  too  dearF* 

To  this  be  answer'd-^**  Dearest!  fromtbybemit  ' 

Bid  every  fear  of  evil  times  depart ; 

I  everVusted  in  the  trying  hour. 

To  my  good  stars,  and  felt  this  ruling  power ; 

When  want  drew  nigh,  his  threat'Hung  speed  was 

stopp'd. 
Some  virgin  aunt,  some  ohildless  unclis  dropp'd;. 
In  all  bis  threats  I  sought  expedients  new. 
And  my  Ust,  best  resource  was  foqnd  in  yoo.** 

Silent  and  sad  the  wife  beheld  ber  doom, 
And  sat  her  down  to  see  the  ruin  come ; 
And  meet  the  ills  that  rise  where  mone^  &i]a. 
Debts,  threats  and  duns,  bill|i,bailifi,  writs  and  jaife. 

These  was  she  spared ;  ercv  vet  by  want  oppreas'd, 
Came  one  more  neroe  than  bailiff  in  arrest ; 
Amid  a  scene  where  Pleasure  never  came. 
Though  never  ceased  the  mention  of  his  nante, 
The  husband's  heated  bkxxl  received  the  breath 
Of  strong  disease,  that  bore  him  to  hu  death. 

Her  aQ  collected,— whether  great  or  small 

The  pum,  J  know  not,  but  collected  all ; — 

The  widow'd  lady  to  her  cot  retired. 

And  there  she  lives  delighted  and  admired : 

Civil  to  all,  coitipliant  and  polite, 

Disposed  to  thinkt  **  whatever  is,  is  right  ;'^ 

She  wears  the  widow's  weeds,  she  gives  the  wi> 

dow's  mite. 
At  home  awhile,  she  in  the  autumn  finds 
The  sea  an  object  for  reflecting  minds,    ' 
And  change  for  tender  spirits ;  there  she  reads, 
And  weeps  in  comfort  in  her  graceful  weeds. 

What  gived  our  tale  its  moral  T  Here  we  find 
That  wires  like  these  are  not  for  rule  design'd. 
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Vor  yet  for  Uiad  sabmiMioii ;  happy  they, 
Wfao  whUe  they  feel  it  pleasant  to  obej^ 
Have  yet  a  kind  companion  at  their  side 
Who  in  their  jonrney  will  his  power  divide,' 
Or  yield  the  reina,  and  bid  tb«  lady  guide ; 
Then  points  the  wonders  of  the  way,  ai:id  makes 
The  duty  pleasant  that  she  undertakes ; 
.He  shows  ber  objects  as  they  niove  along. 
And  gently  roles  the  moTementf  that  are  wrong : 
He  tdls  her  all  the  skilful  diver's  art. 
And  smiles  to  see  bow,  well  she  acts  her  part ; 
Nor  praise  denies  to  courage  or  to  skill. 
In  using  power  that  he  resumes  at  wilL' 
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BiiXAK  was  the  mom— said  Richard,  with  &  e|gh, 
"  I  must  depart !"— "  That,  Brpther,  I  deny,*' 
Said  George — ^  You  may ;  but  I  perceive  not  why." 

This  point  before  had  been  discnss'd,  bat  still 
The  guest  sobmitled  to  the  raling  will.; 
But  every  day  gave  rise  to  doubt  and  fear,— 
He  heard  not  now,  as  he  was  wont  to  bear. 
That  ail  was  well  9— though  little  was  exprea^d. 
It  seem*d  to  him  tlie  writer  was  distress*d^ 
BestrainM !  there  was  attempt  and  strife  to  please. 
Pains  atfd  eodsayour-^not  Matilda's  ease ; — 
Not  the^Hire  lines  of  love  I  the  guileless  friend 
Ia  an  her  fireedora— What  oould  this  portend ! 

■•  Fancy!"  ^d  George,  '*  the  seU^tormentor'e  pain*  W 
And  Richard  still  consented  to  remain. 

*Ride  you  this  fair  ceol  morMng  f  said  the  squire : 

**  Do«— for  a  purchase  I  have  made  inquire. 

And  with ^u' take  a  will  complacently  t'  admire; 

Southward  at  first,  dear  Richard,  make  your  way, 

Cross  HiHon  Bridge,  move  on  through  Breken  Clay, 

At  Dunham  wood  turn  duly  to  the  east. 

And  there  your  eyes  upon  the  ocean  feast  ^ 

Then  ride  above  the  clifiV  or  ride  below, 

Tou*I!  be  enraptnred,  for  your  taste  I  know ; 

It  b  a  prospect  that  a  man  might  stay 

To  his  bride  hastening  on  his  wedding-day  ; 

At  Tilbum  Sluice  once  more  asoend  imd  view 

A  decent  house ;  an  ample  garden  too. 

And  planted  well  behind — a  lively  scene,  and  new ; 

A  little  taste,  a  little  pomp  display'd. 

By  a  dull  man,  who  had  retired  from  trade 

To  enjoy  his  leisare-^Here  hd  came  prepared 

To  &rm,  nor  cost  fai  preparation  spared ; 


But  many  works  he  purchased,  some  be  read, 
A.nd  often  rose  with  projects  in  his  head. 
Of  crops  in  courses  raised,  of  herds  by  matching 
bred. 

We  had  just  found  tBese  little  humours  out, 
Just  saw — he  saw  not^-what  he  was  about ; 
Just  met  as  neighbours,  still  disposed  to  meet. 
Just  learn'd  the  current  tales  of  DowliD|r  Street, 
And  were  just  thinking  of  our  female  friends. 
Saying, — '  You  know  not  what  the  man  intends, 
A  rich,  kind,  hearty' — and  it  might  be  true 
Something  ho  wish'd,  but  bad  no  time  to  do; 
A  cold  ere  yet  the  frUing  leaf!  of  small 
Effect  Ull  then,  was  &tal  in  the  fall ; ' 
And  of  that  hoiise  was  his  possession  brieJ^ 
Cro ;  and  guard  well  against  the  falling  leaf. 

But  hear  tae,  Richard,  looking  to  my  ease, 
Try  if  you  can  find  something  that  will  please ; 
Faults  if  you  see,  and  sudi  as  must  abide. 
Say  they  are  small,  or  say  that  I  can  hide ; 
But  &nlts  that  I  can  change,  remove,  or  mend. 
These  like  a  foe  detect— or  like  a  friend. 

Mark  Well  the  rooms,  and  their  proportions  lea^m 
In  each  some  use,  some  elegance  discern ; 
Observe  the  garden,  its  productive  wall. 
And  find  a  somethinjr  to  commend  in  all ; 
Then  should  you  praise  them  in  a  knowing  way, 
ril  take  it  kindly— that  is  well— be  gay. 

Nor  pass  the  pebbled  cottage  as  you  rise 
Above  the  shuce,  till  you  uive  fiz'd  your  eyes 
On  the  low  woodbined  window,  and  have  seen» 
So  fortune  ftvour  you,  the  ghost  within ; 
Take  but  one  look,  and  then  your  way  pursue. 
It  flies  all  strangers,  and  it  knows  not  you." 

Richard  retum'd,  and  by  his  Brother  stood. 
Not  in  a  pensive,  not  in  pleasant  mood ; 
But  by  strong  feeling  into  stillness  wrought,   ' 
As  nothing  thinking,  .or  with  too  much  uiooght;' 
Or  like  a  man  who  means  indeed  to  speak. 
But  would  his  hearer  should  his  purpose  seek. 

When  George^«*What  is  it.  Brother,  you  woota 

hide? 
Or  what  coniees  7"-^<«  Who  is  she  T"  he  nsplied, 
**  That  angul  whom  I  saw,  to  whom  is  she  allied  t 
Of  this  &ir  being  let  me  understand. 
And  I  will  praise  your  purpose,  house  and  land. 

Hers  was  that  eottage  on  the  rising  mand, 
West  of  the  waves,  and  just  beyond  their  sound ;  ^ 
*T  is  larger  than  the  rest,  and  whence,  indeed. 
You  might  expect  a  lady  to  proceed ;  • 

But  O !  this  creature,  far  as  I  ooold  trace. 
Will  soon  be  carried  to  another  place. 

Fair,  fragile  thing !  I  said,  when  first  my  Bye 
Caught  hers,  wilt  thou  expand  thy  wings  and  fly 
Or  wilt  thou  vanish  7  ^leauteous  spirit,  stay  !*- 
For  will  it  not  (I  question'd)  melt  away  7 
No !  it  was  mortal — I  unseen  was^sr, 
And  saw  the  boMMm's  sigh,  the  standing  tear ! 
She  thought  profoundly,  for  I  stay'd  to  look. 
And  firit  ahe  read«  then  laid  aside  her  book . 
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As  past  the  day,  the  weekt  th^  month,  the  year, 
'  The  faiDt  hope  sicken*d,  and  gav«  place  to  ibar. 

No  Cecil  came ! — •**  Come,  peevish  and  unjust  !'* 
Sad  Etieiv  cried,  ^*  why  cherish  this  disgrdst  7 
Thy  £Ilen*s  voi«e  could  chartt  thee  once,  but  tHou 
Canst  nothing  see  or  hear  of  £llei^  now  !** 

Yes !  she  was  fight ;  the  grave  on  him  was' closed, 
And  there  the  Iove)r  and  the  friend  reposed. 
The  Hews  soon  reaohM  her,  and  she  then  replied 
In  his  own  manner — **  1  am  satisfied  !** 

To  her  a  lover^s  legacy  is  paid. 
The  darling  wealth  of  th^  devoted  maid ; 
From  this  her  best  and  falronrite  books  she  bays, 
From  this  are  doled  the  fayourite  charities ; 
And  when  a  tale  or  fiiee  affects  her  heart. 
This  is  the  fiiHd  that  mast  nWef  impart 

Bach  have  the  ten  last  yea|8  of  Ellen  been ! 
Her  very  last  that  sunken  eye  has  seen  I 
That  half  angelic  being  still  must  fade 
Till  all  the  angel  in  the  mind  be  made  ^— 
And  now  the  closing  scene  will  shortly  ooiiM>— 
She  cannot  visit  sorrow  at  her  home ; 
But  still  she  feeds  tha  hungry,  still  prepares 
The  usual  softeners  of  the  peasant's  cares, 
And  though  she  prays  not  with 'the  dying  now^ 
She  teachetf  them  to  die^  and  shows  mem  how. 


**  Such  is  my  tale,  dear  Richard,  but  that  told 
I  must  all  comments  on  the-tezt  withhold ; 
What  is  the  sin  of  grief  I  cannot  tell, 
Nor  of  the  sinners  who  have  loved  too  well ; 
But  to  the  cause  of  mercy  I  incline. 
Or,  O !  my  Brother,  what  a  &te  is  mine  (** 
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WILLIAM  BAILET. 

Discourse  on  Jealousy — Of  unsuspicious  Men — 
Visit  William  and  his  Wife— His  Dwelling— 
Story  of  William  and  Fanny — Character  of  both 
— Their  Contract— Fanny's  Visit  to  an  Aunt — Its 

i  Consequence^^Her  Father's  Expectation — His 
Death— William  a  Wander^r-r-His  Mode  of  Liv- 
ing—The  Acquaintance  he  forms  —  Travels 
across  the  .Kingdom—  Whom  he  finds  —  The 
Event  of  their  Meeting. 


The.  letters  Richard  in  a  niominr  read 

To  quiet  and  domestic  comibrts  led  ; 

And  Ocorge,  who  thought  the  world  cotild  not 

supply 
Comfort  so  pure,  reflected  with  a  sigh ; 
Then  would  pursue  the  subject,  half  in  play. 
Half  earnest,  till  the  sadness  wore  away« 

They  spoke  of  Passion's  errors.  Love's  disease, 
His  pains,  a^Jictlons,  wrongs,  and  jealousies  i 


Of  Herod's  ▼^e  commandment — that  hit  wife 
Should  live  no  more,  when  he  no  more  had  H^  , 
He  could  not  bear  that  royal  Herod's  sponae 
Should,  08  a  widow,  make  her  second  vows; 
Or  that  a  mortal  with  his  queen  should  wed, 
Or  be  the  rival  of  the  mighty  dead. 

**  Herods,"  said  Richard,  "  doubtless  may  be  fiioad 
But  haply  do  not  in  the  world*  abound : 
Ladies,  indeed,  a  dreadful  lot  would  have. 
If  jealousy  could  act  beyond  the  grave: 
No  doubt  Othellos  every  place  supply. 
Though  every  Desdemona  does  not  die ; 
But  thefe  are  lovers  in  the  world,  who  live 
Slaves  to  the  sex,  aqd  every  fault  forgave.*' 

**  I  knoi^,**  said  George,  **  a  happy  man  and  kindi 

Who  finds  his  wifb  is  all  he  wish'd  to  find, 

A  mild;  good  man,  who,  if  he  nothing  sees. 

Will  su£»r  nothing  to  disturb  his  ease  i 

Who,  ever  yielding  both  to  smiles  and  sighs^ 

Admits  no  story  that  a  wife  denies,^- 

She  guides  his  mind,  and  she  directs  his  ej«a.  , 

Richard,  there  dwells  within  a  mile  a  pair 
Of  eood  examples, — I  will  guide  you  there  a 
Such  man  is  William  Bailey, — but  hia  spouse 
Is  virtue's  self  since  she  had  made  her  vows : 
I  speak  of  ancient  stories,  long  worn  out, 
That  honest  William  would  not  talk  about ; 
But  he  will  sometimes  check  her  starting  tear. 
And  can  her  selflcorrection  too  severe. 

In  their  own  inn  the  gentle  pair  are  pUced, 
Where  you  behold  the  marks  of  William's  taste ; 
They  dwell  in  plenty,  in  respect,  and  peace, 
^Landlord  and  lady  of  the  Golden  Fleece :. 
Public  indeed  their  calling,— but  there  oc 
No  brawl,  no  revel  to  that  decent  ropm  j 
All  there  is  still,  and  liomcly  to  behold, 
Mild  as  the  fleece,  and  pleasant  as  the  gdd ; 
But  mild  and  pleasant  as  they  now  appear. 
They  first  experienced  many  a  troubled  year; 
And-  that,  if  known,  might  not  command  our  pniM^ 
Like  the  smooth  tenor  of  their  present  days. 

Our  hostess,  noW  eo  grave  afnd  steady  grown. 
Has  had  aome  awkward-  triils  of  her  own : 
She, was  not  always  so  resign'd  and  meek,— > 
Yet  can  I  little  of  her  fkilinga  speak ; 
Those  she  herself  will  hef  mis^rtunes  deem. 
And  slides  discreetly  from  the  dubious  theme; 
But  you  shall  hear  th^  Ule  that  I  will  teU, 
When  we  have  sepn  the  mansion  where  they  dwell 

The^  saw  the  mansiony-^n^  the  eoOple  made 
Obeisance  due,  and  not  without  parade: 
**  His  honour,  still  obliging,  took  delight 
To  make  them  pleaaant  in  each  other's  sight ; 
It  was  their  duty— they  were  very  sure 
It  was  their  pleasure."  , 

This  they  could  endat«, 

Nor  tum'd  impatient in  the  room  around 

Were  care  and  neatness :  instruments  were  found 
For  saored  music,  books  with  prints  and  noCea 
By  learned  men  and  good,  whom  William  quotes 
Inf  mode  fiirailiar— Beveridge,  Dodderidge,  HalL 
Pyle,  Whitby,  Hammond— he  re&rs  to  alL 
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Next  they  l»ehe)d  his  garden,  fruitful,  nice. 
And,  «■  he  said,  his  little  paradife. 

In  man  and  wife  appeared  some  sifos  of  pvide, 
Which  they  perceivM  not, or  they  would  riot  hide^ — 
**  Their  honest  8avin|r,  their  good  name,  their  skill, 
His  hono«r*8  land,  which  they  had  grace  to  til!-; 
And  niare  his  fa-voor  shown,  with  lUl  tlieir  iriends 
^ood  wilL" 

Tliis  past,  the  visit  was  with  kindness  closed* 
And  Geor^  was  ask^d  to  4o  as  he  proposed. 

*  Richard,^  said  he,  ••  though  I  myself  explore,    . 
With  no  distaste  the  annals  of  the  poor. 
And  mar  with  safety  to  a  brother  show 
What  or  my  humble  friends  I  'chance  to  knoW^ 
IU(:hard«  there  ate  who  cal]*tbe  sulgecta  low* 

The  host  and  hostess  of  the  Fleece — *t  is  base*— 
Would  I  Could  cast  some  glory  round  the  place ! 

The  lively  heroine  once  adom'd  a  farm,--' 
And  WilHam^s  virtue  has  a  kind  of  charm  i 
Nor  shall  we,  in  oqr  aporehension,  need 

Riches  or  rank 1  think  I  may  proceed : 

Virtue  and  worth  there  are  who  will  not  see 
In  humble  drees,  but  low  they  cannot  be." 


Tlie.youth's  addressee  pleased  his  favourite  maid,— - 
They  wished  for  union,  but  were  both  afraid  $ 
They  saw  the  wedded  poor, — and  fear  the  bliss  de- 

Jay'd: 
Tet  they  appear*d  a  happier  lass  and  swain  ^ 
Than  tboee  who  will  not  reason  or  refrain. 

William  was  hon^t,  simple,  gentle,  kindi 
Laborious,  studious,  and  to  thrift  inclined ;. 
More  neat  than  youthful  peasant  ii^  his  dress, 
And  yet  so  careful,  that  it  cost  him  less :    ^ 
He  kept  from  inns,  though  doomed  an  inn  to  keep, 
And  all  his.  pleasures  and  pursuits  were  cheap : 
*  Yet  would  the  youth  perform  a  generous  deed, 
When  reason  saw^or  pity* felt  the  need ; 
He  of  his  labour  and  his  skill  would  lend, 
Njiy,  of  his  money,  to  a  sufTering  friend* 

William  had  manual  arts^ — his  room  was  graoed* 
With  carving  iquaint,  )hat  spoke  the  master's  tasts ; 
But  if  that  taste  admitted  some  dispute, 
He  charm*d  tbi}  ayraphs  with  flogeofot  and  flute. ' 

Constant  at  church,  and  there  a  little  proud, 
He  sang  with  boldness,  and  he  read  aloud ; 
Seliltaaight  to  write,  he  his  example  took 
'And  formed  his  letters  frem  a«printed  book. 

Pve  heard  of  ladies  who  pf  ofess'd  to  see . 
In  a  man*s  writing  what  his  mind  must  he ; 
As  Doctor  Sparshein^'s  pupils,  when  they  look 
Upon  «  skuU,  wiH  read  it  as  a  book-^ 
Our  talents,  tendencies,  and  likings*  trace, 
And  find  for  all  the  measure  and  the  plaee :  • 
Qtrange  timee  -  when  thus  we  are  completely  read 
By  man  or  woman^  by  the  hand  or  head !  . 
Believe  who  can, — but  William's  even  mind 
All  wbo  beheld  might  in  |us  writing  find ; 


His  not  the  scratches  where  we  try  in  vain     v  • 
McantngB  and  wprds-to  coimtrne  or  explain.' 

But  with  our  village  hero  to  proceed,— 
I  He  read  as  learned  clerks  are  wont  to  read ;  . 
Solemn  he  .was  in  tone,  and  slow  in  pace. 
By  Ddture  gifted  both  ^ith  strength,  and  grace.    '. 

Black  parted  locks  his  polishM  forehead  prese'd; 
His  placid  iooks  an  easy  mind  confpss'd ; 
His  smile  content,  and  seldom  more,  ^convey'd ; 
Not  like  the' smile  of  fair  illusive  maid. 
When  what  she  feels  is  hid,  and  what  she  wills 
betray  *d. 

The  lighter  damsels  callM  bis  manner  prim. 

And  laugh*d  at  virtue  so  array'd  in  him ; 

But  they  were  wanton,  as  he  well  replied. 

And  hoped  their  own  would  bot  be  strongly  tried : 

Yet  was  be  full  of  glee,  and  had  his  strokes 

Of  rustic  wit,  bis  repartees  and  jokes ;    - 

Nor  was  averse,  ere  yet  he  pledged  his  lovof 

To  stray,  with  damsels  in  the  shady  grove-; 

When  he  would  tell  them,  as  they  w2lk*d  alsng. 

How  the  birds  sansf,  and  imitate  their  sdng : 

In  fact,  6ur  rustic  hsd  his  proper  taste, 

Was  with  peculiar  arts  and  manners  graced — 

Aiid  Abs&lom  had  been,  had  Absalom  been  chaste  ' 

Frances,  like  WilKamj  felt  her  heart  incline 
To  neat  attire— but  Frances  would  be  f5ne: 
Though  small  the  farm,  the  farmer's  daughter  knei^ 
Her  rank  in  life,  and  she  would  have  it  too : 
This,  and  this  only,  gave  the  lover  pain. 
He  thought  it  needless,  and  he  judged  it  vaili :  ^  ■ 
Advice  in  hints  he  to  the  fault  applied, 
And  talk'd  of  sin,  of  vanity,  and  pfide. 

,'*  And  what  is  proud,"  said  Frances,  **  but  to  stand 

Sinking  at  church,  and  sawing  th^s  ^our  hand  7' 

Looking  at  heaven  above,  as  if  to  bring 

The  holy  angels  down  to  hear  you  sing  7 

And  when  you  write,  you  try  with  all  your  skiQ,. 

And  cry,  jio  w(«der  that  you  wrote  so  ill ! 

For  you  were  ever  to  yourself  a  rule, 

And  humbly  add,  you  never  were  at  school— 

Is  that  not  proud  ?— *An4  I  have  heard  beside. 

The  proudest  creatures  haye  the  humblest  priae  t 

If  you  had  read  the  volumes  I  have  hired, 

You'd  see  your  fault,  nor  try  to  be  admired ; 

For  they  who  read  such  books  can  always  tell 

The  fault  within,  and  read  the  mind  as  welL*' 

Winiam  bad  heard  of  hiring  books  before. 
He  knew  she  read,  and  he  inquired  no  more ; 
On  him  the  subject  was  completely  kbi. 
What  he  regarded  was  the  time  and  cost : 
Yet  that  was  trifling-^just  a  present  whim, 
*  Novels  and  stories !  what  were  they. to  him  7" 

With  such  slight  quarrels,  or  with  those  as  slight^ 
They  lived  in  love,  and  dream'd  of  its  delight 
Her  duties  Fanny  knew,  both  great  and  small. 
And  she  with  diligence  obsc-rved  t^em  all ; 
If  e'er  she  fail'd  a  duty  to  fulfil,  ' 
'T.was  childish  error,  not  rebellious ^11 ; 
For  her  much  reading,  though  it  tbuch'd  her  heart. 
Could  neithea  vice  nor  indolence  impart. 
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Yet,  wh^n  from .  W  illiam  and  her  friencU  retired. 
She  found  her  reading  had  her  qiind  inspired 
With  hopes  and  thoughts  of  high  mysterious  things, 
Such  as  the  early  dref^s  of  kindness  bringir ; 
And  then  tlie  wept,  and  wofider^  as  «h«  read, 
And  new  emotions  in  her  heart  were  bred  .   . 
She  Boraetimes  fimcied  that  when  love  was  true 
'T  was  more  thai^  she  and  WilUfim  ever  knew ; 
More  than  the  shady  lane  in  summer-eve, 
More  than  the  sighing  when  he  took  his  leave  ; 
More  than  his  preference  When  the  lads  advance 
And  choosy  their  partners -'for  the  evening  dance: 
Nay,  more  .than  midnight  thdughta  and  momuig 

dreams. 
Or  talk  when  love  and  ma^riajge  are  the  them^ ; 
In  fact,  a  something  hot  to  be  defined,       ' 
Of  all  subduing,  all  commanding  kind, ' 
That  fills  the  Rudest  heart,  that  rulea^the  proudwt 

mind. 

V 

Bat  on  her  loVer  Fanny  still  reHed, 
Her  best  companion,  her  sincorest  guide, 
On  whdm  she  cocild  rely,  ofi  whom  she  wotdd 
confide.  , 

AJl  jealous  fits  were  past ;  in  either  now    ' 
Were  tender  wishes  fbr  the  binding  vow ; 
There  was  no  secret  one  alone  possesd'd, . 
There  was  no  hope  that  warm*d  a  single  breast;  . 
Bbth  (eh  the  sanie  concerns  their  thoughts  emjrfoy, 
And  neither  knew  one  solitary  joy.       ^    ^   . 

Then  why  «6  easy,  William  7  why  conseht  - 

To  wait  so  long  7  thou  wilt  at  last  repent  ] 

^  Within  a  month,*^  doe&  Care  and  Prudence  say. 

If  all  be  ready,  linger  not  a  day ; 

Ere  yet  the  choice  be  mt^le,  orv  choice  debate^ 

But  having  chosen,  dally  not  with  fiite. 

While  yet  to  wait  the  pair  were  half  content, 
And  half  disposed  their  purpose 'to  repent, 
A  spinster-aunt,  in  some  great  baron*fi  place. 
Would  see  a  damsel,  pf  ide  of  all  her  race : 
And  Fanny,  flatter'd  by  the  matron's  call, 
Obey'd  her  aunt,  and  long*d  to  see^  the  Hall ; 
For  halls  and  castles  in  her  fiuM^  wrought. 
And  she  accounts  of  love  and  wonder 'sought; 
There  she  expected  strange  events  to'Ieam, 
And  take  in  tender  secrets  Ibnd  concern ; 
There  she  expected  lovely  nymphs  to  view, 
Perhaps  to  hear  and  meet  their  lovers  too ; 
The  JtilJAs,  tender  souls !  thp  Henrya  kind  and'tme : 
There  she  e^rpected  plottings  to  detect. 
And — ^Imt  I  know  not  what  she  might  expect- 
All  she  was  taught  in  bodks  to  be  her  guide, 
And  an  that  nature  taught  the  nymph  beside. 

Now  that  good  dame  had  in  the  castle  dwelt 
So  long  (hat  she  for  all  ita  people  felt ; 
She  kept  het  sundry  keys,  and  ruled  o'er  aB, 
Female  and  male,  domestics  in  the  hall ;     , 
By  her  lord  trusted^  Worthy  of  her  trust. 
Proud  but  obedient,  bountifbl  but  just 

She  praised  her  lucky  stara,  that  in  her  place 
She  never  found  negject,  nor  felt  disffraoe; 
To  do  her  dul^  was  her  soul's  delight, 
ThJa  her  inferiore  would  to  theirs  excite, . 
This  her  superiors  BOtioB  sod  requite; 


To  either  class  she  gav^  the  praises  dns^ 

And  still  more  gratefi>l  as  more  fiivQur'<^graw : 

Her  lord  and  lady  were  of  peerless  worth. 

In  power  -unmatch'd,  in  glory  and  in  birtfa ; 

And  such  th6  virtue  of  the  noble  rao^. 

It  reach'd  the  meanest  servant  in  the  place ; 

All^from  the  chief  attendant  on  my  lord 

To  the  groom's  helpar,  had  her  civil  word ; 

From-  Miss  Mon6-egor,  who  the  ladies  tatta|ht,    . 

To  the  rude  lad  who  in  the  gai^en  wrought ; 

From  the  first  favourite  to  the  meaner  drudge, 

Were  Ao'such  woaaen,  heaven  should  be  her  judge ; 

Whatever  stains  were  theirs,  let  them  reside 

In  that  pure  place,  and  they  were  mundified ; 

The  sun  of  favour  on  their  vileness  shone. 

And  all  their  fkults  like  morning  mists  were  gone. 

There  was  Lord  Robert !  oeuld  die  have  her  cboioe,  - 
From  the  world's  mastera  he  should  have  her  ▼««• ; 
So  kmd  and  gracious  in  Jiis  noble  ways. 
It  was  a  pleasure  speaking  in  hid  praise : 
And  Lady  Catiiarfaie, — O !  a  prince's  pride 
Might  by  one  smile  of  |iers  be^fratified ; 
With  her  would  moQarchs  all  their  glory  sbefe^ 
And  in  her  presence  banish  all  their  bare. 

Such  was  the  matron,  and  to  her  the  maid 
Was  by  her  lover  carefully  convey'd.; 

When  William  first  the  inyitation  read 
It  some- displeasure  in  his  spirit  bred, 
Not  that  one  jealous  thought  the  man  possess'd,  • 
He  was  by  fondness,  not  \sy  fear  distressed ; 
But  when  his  Fanny  to  his  mind  convey'd 
The  growing  treasures  of  the  ancient  rasid. 
The  thirty  years,  come  June,  .of  service  past,- 
Her  lasting  love,  her  lifb  that  would  not  last ; 
Her  power 4  her*^ place!  what  interest!  what  re^ 

spect 
She  4ttd  acquired^-^-«nd  Shall  we  her  negTeet  7 

••  No,  Frances,  no  l"  he  answer'd,  ••  you  are  right; 
But  things  appear  in  such  a  different  light  !* 

Her  jiarents  blest  her,  and' as  well  became 
Their  bve,  advised  her,  that  they  might  net  1 
They  said,  **  If  she  should  earl  or  countes*  meel 
She  shodld  be  humble,  cautious,  and  discreet : 
Humhle,  but  not  abased,  remembering  all 
Are  kiudred  sihnerB,'-ehildren  of  the  fidl ; 
That  from  the  earth  our  being  we  receive. 
And  all  are  equal  when  the  earth  we  leave.** 

They  then  advised  her  iu  a  modest  way' 
To  make  replies  to  what  the  lord  might  say ; 
Her  aunt  would  aid  her,  who  was  now  become 
With  nobles  nohle,  and  with  lords  at  homo» 

So  went  the  pair ;  and  Williain  told  at  night 
Of  a  reception  gracious  and  polite ; 
He  s'pake  of  galleries  long  and  pictures  tall. 
The  handsome  parlours,  the  prodigious  hall ; 
The  busts,  the  statues,  and  the  floora  of  stone, 
The  storied  arras,  and  the  vast  saloon, 
In  whieh  was  placed  an  Indian  -chest  and 
With- figures  such  as  jie  had  never  seen : 
He  told  ef  these  as  men  enraptured  tell. 
And  gave  toodl  their  praise,  and  ali  was  wdL 
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Left  l^  the  lover,  the  de8pondin|r  maid 
Wfts  of  the  matron^a  ridicule  afraid ; 
But  whtu  ahio  heard  a  welcome  frank  and  kind, 
,The  voitfed  firroneaa  repoaseas^d  her  mind; 
Please^  by  the  looka  of  love  her  aunt  display *>d, 
Her  iood  profeaaions,  and  her  kind  parade. 

In  her  own  room,  and  with  her  niece  apart. 
She  gave  up  all  the  secrets  of  her  heart ; 
And,  grown  familiar,  bid  her  Fannv  come, 
Partake  her  cheer,  and  make  i^erself  at  home. 

Shut  in  tiiat  room,  upon  its  cheerffal  board 
She  laid  fhe  comforts  of  no  vnlgar  hoard ; 
Then  preapM  the  damsel  both  with  love  and  pride, 
Fbr  both  she  felt — and  would  nbt^be  denied. 

Grace  nhe  pronounced  before  and  after  meat, 
And  bleas'd  her  God  that  she  could  talk  and  eat ; 
Then  with  new  glee  she  sang  her  patron's  praise-* 
*  He  had  no  paltry  arts,  no  pimping  ways ; 
She  had  the  roast  and  boiPd  of  every  day. 
That  sent  the  poor  with  grateful  hearts  away ; 
And  she  was  mteftil — Come,  my  darling,  think 
Of  them  you  love  the  best,  and  let  ns.  drmk.** 

And  now  she  drank  the  healths  of  those  above, 
Her  noble  friends,  whom  she  most  ever  love ; 
But  not  together,  not  the  young  and  old,. 
But  one  by  one,  the  number  duly  toM ; 
And  told  their  merits  loo-— there  was  not  one 
Who  had  not  said  a  gracious  thing  or  done ; 
Nor  could  she  praise  alone,  but  she  would  take 
A  cheerful  glass  for  every  favourite's  sake, 
And  all  were  fiivourites — ^till  the  rosy  cheek 
Spoke  for  the  tongue  that  nearly  ceased  to  speak ; 
That  rosy  cheek  Uiat  now  began  to  shine, 
And  show  the  progress  of  the  rosy  wine : 
Bat  there  she  ended — felt  the  singing  head. 
Then  prayM  as  custom  wiU'd,  and  so  to  bed. 

The  mom  was  pleasant,  and  the  ancient  maid 
With  her  fair  niece  about  the  mansion  strayM ; 
There  was  no  room  withput  th'  appropriate  tale 
Of  blood  and  murder,  female  sprite  or  male; 
There  was  no  pictare  that  th'  historic  dame 
Paas'd  bv  and  gave  not  its  peculiar  fame ; 
The  births,  Ihe  visits,  weddings,  burials,  all 
That  chanced  for  ages  at  the  noble  Hall. 

Theae  and  each  revolution  she  could  state. 
And  give  strange  anecdotes  of  love  and  hate ; 
This  was  ber  first  delight,  her  pride,  her  boast, 
She  told  of  many  an  heiress,  many  a  toast. 
Of  Lft^y  Ellen's  flight,  of  Lord  Orlando's  ghost ; 
The  maid  tam'd  pde,  and  what  should  then  ensue 
But  wine  and  cake-— then  dame  was  frigbteti'd  too. 

The  aunt  and  niece  now  walk'd  about  the  grounds, 
And  sometimes  met  the  gentry  in  their  rounds ; 
**  Do  let  ns  turn !"  the  timid  girl  exclaim'd — 
**  Turn !"  said  the  aunt,  **  of  what  are  you  ashamed? 
What  is  there  frightful  in  such  looks  as  those  7  ' 
What  is  it,  child,  you  fanc^  or  suppose  7 
Look  at  Lord  Robert,  see  if  you  can  trace 
More  than  true  honour  in  that  handsome'  face ! 
What !  you  must  think,  by  blushing  in  that  way. 
My  lord  has  something  about  kive  to  say ; 


But  I  assure  you  that  he  never  spoke 
Such  things  to  me  in  earnest  op  in  joke, 
And  yet  1  meet  him  in  all  sorts  of  times. 
When  wicked  men  are  thinking  of  their  crimes. 

There !  let  them  pas» Why,  yes,  indeed  *t  is  true 

That  was  a  look,  and  was  design'd  for  you; 
But  ^hat  tlie  wonder  when  the  sight  is  new  7 
For  my  ford's  virtue  you  may  take  my  ^ord, 
He  would  not  do  a  thing  that  was  absurd." 

A  knonth  had  pass'd;  **And  when  will  Fanny 

come?" 
Th^  lover  ask'd,  and  found  the  parents  dumb ; 
They  had  not  heard  for  more  than  half  the  space, 
And  the  poor  maiden  was  in  much  disgrace; 
Silence  so  long  they  could  not  understand. 
And  this  of  one  who  wrote  so  neat  a  hand; 
Their  sister  sure  would  send  were  aught  amiw, 
But  youth  is  thooghtlen — there  is  hope  La  this. 

As  time  elapsed,  their  wonder  changed  to  wg, 
William  would  lose  another  day,  and  go ; 
Yet  if  she  should  be  wilful  and  remain. 
He  had  no  power  to  take  her  home  again : 
But  he  would  go  i— He  went,  and  he  retum'd,* 
And  in  his  look  the  pair  his  tale  diacern'd.; 
Stupid  in  grief,  it  seem'd  not  that  he  knew 
How  he  came  home,  or  what  he  should  pursue  * 
Fanny  was  gone ! — her  aunt  was  sick  in  bed< 
Dying,  she  said — ^none  cared  if  she  were  dead ,    '• 
Her  charge,  his  darling,  was  deooy'd,  was  fled ! 
But  at  what  time,  and  whither,  and  with  whom. 
None  seem'd  to  know — all  surly,  shy,  or  dumb. 

Each  blamed  himself,  all  blamed  the  erring  maid 
They  vow'd  revenge;  they  cursed  their  fite,  and% 

pray'd. 
Moved  by  his  grrief,  the  father  sought  the  pUce, 
Ask'd  fbr  his  girl,  and  talkM  of  her  disgrace ; 
Spoke  of  the  villain,  on  whose  cursed  head 
He  pray'd  that  vengeance  might  be  amply  shed  ^ 
Then  sought  his  sister,  and  beheld  her  grief. 
Her  pipn,  ber  dange^-^this  was  no  relief. 

Where  is  my  daughter  7  bring  her  to  my  s^hti**-^— 
*^  Brother,  I'm  rack'd  and  tortured  day  and  night**— - 
«  Talk  not  to  me !  What  grief  have  you  to  teU, 
Is  your  soul  rack'd,  or  is  your  bonom  hell  7 
Where  b  my  daughter  T— *'  She  woukl  take  her 

oath 
For  their  right  doing,  fbr  she  knew  them  both, 
Androy  young  lord  was  honour." — "Woman,  ceaaet' 
And  give  your  guilty  conscience  no  such  peace— 
You  've  sold  the  wretched  girl,  and  have  betrayed: 

your  niece." — 
**  The  Lord  be  ffood !  and  O  I  the  pains  that  coUfr- 
In  Umb  and  body — Brother,  get  you  home  ! 
Your  voice  runs  through  me, — every  angry  wor^». 
If  lie  should  hear  it,  would  oflend  my  lord." 

"Has  he  a  daughter  7  let  her  run  away 
With  a  poor  dog,  and  hear  what  he  will  say  ! 
No  matter  what,  I  'U  ask  him  for  his  son" — 
*•  And  so  offend  7  Now,  brother,  pray  be  gone  !** 

My  lord  appear'd,  perhaps  by  pity  moved, 
And  kindly  said  lie  no  such  things  approved ; 
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Nay»  he  was  angry  virith  the  foolish  bdy, 

Who  might  hii  pleasures  at  his  ease  enjoy; 

The  thing  w^  wrong  —  he  hoped  tlie  farm  did 

well, — 
The  angry  father  doomM  the  farm  to  hell ; 
He  then  desired  to  see  the  YiUain-son, 
Though  my  lord  wamM  him  such  excess  to  shun ; 
Told  him  he  pardon'd,  though  ho  blamed  such  rage, 
And  bade  him  think  upon  his  state  and  age. 

■^ Think!  yea,  my  lord4  but  thinking  drives  me 

mad — 
Give  me  my  child ! — Where  is  she  to  be  had  7 
I  *m  old  and  poor,  but  I  with  both  can  feel. 
And  so  shall  he  that  could  a  daughter  steal] 
Think  you,  my  lord,  I  can  be  so  bereft 
And  feel  no  vengeance  fbr  the  villain's  theft? 
Old  if  I  am,  coidd  I  the  robber  meet 
I  *d  lay  his  breatldess  body  at  my  feet — 
Was  that  a  smile,  my  lord  7  think  you  your  boy 
Will  both  the  father  and  the  child  destroy  7** 

.My  lord  replied — **  I  'm  jrorry  from  my  sovd ! 
But  boys  are  boys,  and  there  is  no  control** 

*  So,  for  your  groat  ones  Justice  slumbers  then  1 
.rif  men  are  poor  they  must  not  feel  as  men — 

Will  your  son  murry  ?'*—••  Marry  !**  said  my  lord, 
"Your  daughter  7 — ^marry — noi,  upon  my  word  I" 

***  What,  then,  our  stations  differ ! — but  your  son 
'Thought  not  of  that — ^his  crime  has  made  them  one, 
In  guilt  united — She  shall  be  his  wife, 
»Or.I  tK*  avenger  that  will  take  his  life  !** 

'••Old  man,  I  pity  and  forgive  you;  rest 
In  hope  and  comfort, — ^be  not  so  distress*d, 

'Things  that  seem  bad  ofl  happen  for  the  best; 
The  girl  has  done  no  mQre  than  thousands  do, 
Nor  has  the  boy — ^they  Uugh  at  me  and  vou.**— 

• "  And  this  my  vengeance— curse  him  !**— "  Nay, 

forbear ; 
^I  spare  your  &enfey ;  in  compassion  spare.** 

^**  Spare  me,  my  lord  i  and  what  have  I  to  dread ! 
O !  spare  not,  heaven,  the  thunder  o*er  his  head-^ 
;.The  bolt  he  merits  !'* 

Such  was  his  redren; 
.And  he  retum*d  to  brood  upon  distress. 

JAnd  what  of  William  7— William  from  Uw  timd 
.  Appear*d  partaker  both  of  grief  and  crime ; 
.He  cared  fbr  nothing,  nothing  he  pursued, 
'But  walkM  about  in  melancholy  mood ; 
He  ceased  to  labour, — all  he  loved  before 
*He  now  neglected,  and  would  see  no  more ; 
He  said  his  flute  brought  only  to  his  mind 
'When  h~e  was  happy,  and  his  Fanny  kind ; 
.And  his  loved  walks,  and  every  object  near. 
And  every  evening-sound  she  loved  to  hear, 
The  shady  lane,  broad  heath,  and  starry' sky, 
[Brought  hoftie  reflections,  and  he  wish*d  to  die : 
^vSTet  ticre  he  stray*d,  because  he  wish'd  to  shun 
*The  world  he  hated,  where  his  part  was  dqne ; 
As  if;  though  lingering  on  the  earth,  he  theie 
Had  neither  hope  nor  calling,  tie  nor  eare. 

At  length  a  letter  from  the  danghter  came,  ' 
"*  Frances*  subscribed,  and  that  Uie  only  naoM ; 


She  **  pitied  much  her  parents,  spoke  of  &tef 
And  begg*d  them  to  ferset  her,  not  to  hate ; 
Said  she  had  with  her  all  the  world  oodld  givet 
And  only  pray*d  that  they  in  peace  should  Uvet-— 
That  which  is  done,  is  that  we*re  bom  to  do^ 
This  she  was  taught,  and  she  believed  it  true ; 
True,  that  she  lived  in  pleasure  and  delight, 
But  eflen  dream*d  and  saw  the  farm  by  night  f 
The  boarded  room  that  she  had  kept  so  neat« 
And  all  her  rosea  in  the  'wiDdow<«eat ; 
The  pear-tree  shade,  the  ja8nune*8  lovely  gioom. 
With  its  long  twigs  that  hlossom*d  in  the  room  f 
But  she  was  happy,  and  the  tears  that  fbll 
As  she  was  writing  had  no  grief  to  tell ; 
We  weep  when  we  are  glad,  we  sigh  when  we  «• 
welL" 

A  bill  inclosed,  that  they  beheld  with  pain 
And  indignation,  they  retum*d  afain ; 
There  was  no  mention  made  of  William*s 
Gheck'd  as  she  was  by  pity,  love,  and  shame. 

William  who  wrought  fer  bread  and  never  sooghi 
More  than  the  day  demanded  when  he  wrou^t» 
Was  to  a  sister  calVd,  of  all  his  race 
The  last,  and  dying  in  a  distant  place; 
In  tenider  terror  he  approach*d  her  bed, 
Beheld  her  -sick,  and  buried  her  when  dead ; 
He  was  her  heir,  and  what  she  left  was  mon 
Tbab  he  required,  who  was  content  before* 

With  their  minds*  sufferings,  and  growing  pain. 
That  ancient  couple  could  not  hmg^  remain. 
Nor  loiig  remain*d ;  and  in  their  dyiqg  groan 
The  suffering  youth  perceived  himself  alone ; 
For  of  his  health  or  sickness*  peace  or  care. 
He  knew  not  one  in  all  the  world  to  share ; 
Now  every  scene  would  sad  reflections  give, 
And  most  his  home,  and  there  he  could  not  tivv; 
There  every  walk  would  now  distressing  prove. 
And  of  hb  los^  remind  him,  and  his  love. 

With  the  small  portion  b^  his  sister  left 
He  roved  about'  as  one  of*^  peace  bereft* 
And  by  the  body's  movements  hoped  to  find 
A  kind. of  wearied  stillness  in  the  mind. 
And  sooner  bring  it  to  a  sleepy  state. 
As  rocking  infants  will  their  pains  abate. 

Thus  careless,  lost,  unheeding  where  he  went. 
Nine  weary  years  the  wandering  lover  spent 

His  sole  employment,  all  that  could  amuse, 
Was  his  companions  on  the  road  to  choose ; 
With  such  he  travell*d  through  the  passing  daj. 
Friends  of  the  hour,  and  walkers  by  the  wa^ ; 
And  fh>m  the  sick,  the  poor,  the  hah,  the  Uuid, 
He  ]eam*d  the  sorrows  of  his  sufiering  kind. 

He  leam*d  of  many  how  unjust  their  fate. 
For  their  connexions  dwelt  in  better  state ; 
They  had  relations  famous,  great  br  rich. 
Learned  or  wise,  they  nc?er  scrupled  which ; 
But  while  they  cursed  these  kindred  charts,  would 

try 
T6  buiU  their  fame,  and  fbr  their  glory  lie.- 

Others  delighted  in  mnfortunes  strange, 
The  sports  of  fortune  in  her  love  for  ehimgew 
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Some  spoke  of  wondera  6iey  beibra  had  seen, 
When  on  their  travels  they  had  wandering  been ; 
How  they  had  sail'd  the  world  about,  siad  ibund 
The  flailincf  plain,  akhon^  the  worid  was  round ; 
How  they  beheld  for  months  th*  unsetting  sun. 
What  deeds  they  saw  !  what  t^ey  themselves  had 

done ! — 
What  leaps  ^t  Rhodes  !-^what  gfory  the6  they  won  I 

There  wtre  who  spoke  in  terms  of  high  disdain 
Of  their  contending  agamst  power  in  vain,  " 
8«d1ering  from  tyranny  of  law  long  borne, 
And  lifA  best  spirits  in  contentions  wotn  e 
Happy  in  this,  tV  oppressors  soon  will  die, 
Each  with  the  veK*d  and  suffering  man  to  lie— >  v 
And  thos  consoled  exclaim,  *And  is  not  sorrow 
dry?" 

But  vice  oflfended :  when  he  met  witl)  those 
Who  covW  s  deed  of  violence  propose, 
And. cry,  **  ShouU  they  what  we  desire  poMCM  7 
Should  ibey  deprive  us,  and  their  laws  oppress  7*' 
William  would  answer,  **  Ours  is  not  redress;**— 
••  Would  you  oppression  then  for  ever  ffeel  ?** 
**  'TIS  not  my  choice ;  but  yet  I  must  not  steal:**r* 
**  So,  first  they  cheat  us,  and  then  make  theit  laws 
To  guard  their  treasures  and  to  back  their  cause  :• 
What  call  you  then,  my  friend,  the  rights  of  mvi  ?^ 
«*  To  ^t  his  bread,**  said  William,  "^  if  he  can ; 
.And  if  he  cpnnot,  he  must  then  depend 
Upon  a  Being  he  may  make  his  friend  :** — 
**  Make  !**  they  replied ;  and  conference  had  end 

But  female  vagrants  would  at  tiaaes  express' 
A  new-bom  pleasure  at  the  mild  address ; 
His  modest  wish,  clothed  in  accent  meek. 
That  they  would  comfort  in  religion  seek. 

**  I  am  a  sinful  being  !**  William  cried ; 
*■  Then  what  am  1 7^  the  conscious  heart  replied: 
And  ofi-times  pGndeT*d  in  a  pensive  way, 
''He  is  not.happy,  yet  he  loves  to  pray/* 

But  some  would  freely  on  his  thoughts  intrude. 
Arid  thrust  themselves  *twixt  him  and  solitude : 
They  would  his  faith  and  of  its  strength  demand. 
And  all  Ms  souPs  prime  motions  understand : 
How !  they  would  say,  such  wo  and  such  belief) 
Such  trust  in  heaven,  and  vet  on  earth  such  gri^f  I 
Thou  art  almost,  my  friend, — thou  art  not  all, 
TfaoD  hast  not  yet  the  selfdestroying  call ; 
Thou  host  a  carnal  wish,  perhaps  a  wiU 
•Not  yet  subdued, — the  root  is  growing  still : 
There  is  the  strong  roan  yet  that  keeps  his  own. 
Who  by  a  stronger  must  be  overthrown  ; 
lliere  is  the  burden  that  must  yet  be  gone, 
And  then  the  pilgrim  may  go  singing  on. 

William  to  this  would  seriously  Inclinei 
And  to  their  comforts  would  his  heart  resign ; 
It  sootlied,  it  raised  him, — he  began  to  feel 
Tb*  enUvening  warmth  of  methodistic  zeal ; 
He  Ieam*d  to  know  the  brethren  by  their  looks^ 
lie  sought  their  meetings^  he  perused  their  books ; 
But  yet  was  not  within  the  pale  and  yoke,   . 
And  as  a  notice  of  experience  spoke ; 
But  felt  the  oomfert,  and  began  to  pray 
For  such  companions  on  the  king*s  highway. 


Willtam  had  now  ecrosa  the  kingdom-  sped, 
To  th*  Eastern  ocean  firom  St  David's  head ; 
And  wandering  late,  with  various  thoughts  op. 

pressM, 
*T  was  midnight  ere  he  reach*d  his  i^ate  of  rest,*— 
A  villaee  inn,  that  one  wayfering  friend    ■ 
Could  Ami  experience  safely  recommend. 
Where  the  kind  hostess  would  be  more  intent 
On  what  he  needed  than  on  what  he  spent ; 
Her  husband,  once  a  heathen,  she  subdued, 
And  with  religious  fear  his  mind  imbued ;. 
Though  his  conviction  came  too  late  to  save 
An  erring  creature  from  an  early  grave. 

Since  that  event,  the  cheerful  widow  grew 
In  size  and  subsWicey— >her  the  brethren  knew—* 
And  many  friends  weie  hers,  and  lovers  not  a  few  ^ 
But  either  love  no  more  could  warm  her  heart. 
Or  no  man  came  who  could  the  warmth  impart 

William  drew  near,  and  saw  the  oonHely  look 
Of  the  good  lady,  bending  o*er  her  book ; 
Hynuw  it  appear*4-^fer  jiow  a  pleasing  sound 
Seem*d  as  a  welcome  in  his  wanderings  found. 
He  enter*d  sofUy,  not  as  they  who  think 
That  they  may  act  the  ruffian  if  they  drink. 
And  who  conceive,  that  for  their  paltry  peaoe 
They  may  with  rules  of  decency  dispense; 
Far  unlike  these  was  William, — ^he  was  kind| 
(Exacting  nothing,  and  to  all  resign*d. 

He  saw  the  hostess  reading,— and  their  eyes 
Met  in  good  will,  and  something  like  surprise : 
It  was  not  beauty  William  saw,  but  more. 
Something  like  that  which  he  had  loved  before— 
Something  that  brought  hip  Fani^  to  his  view. 
In  the  dear  time  when  she  was  good  and  true ; 
And  his,  it  seem*d,  were  features  that  were  seea 
With  some  emotion — she  was  not  serene  : 
And  both  were  moved  to  ask  what  looks  like  th«ise 

could  mean. 
At  first  she  colour*d  to  the  deepest  red. 
That  hurried  off,  til]  all  the  rose  was  fled ; 
She  CaU*d  a  servant,  whom  she  sent  to  rest. 
Then  made  excuse  to  her  attentive  guest ; 
She  own*d  the  thoughts  confused,— *t  was  very  tme^ 
He  brought  a  dear  departed  friend  in  view : 
Then,  as  he  listened,  bade  him  welcome  there 
With  livelier  kx>ks  and  more  engaging  air, 
And  stirr*dthe  fire  of  ling,  and  brushed  the  wicker 

chair. 
Waiting  his  order,  with  the  cheerful  look. 
That  proved  how  pleasant  were  the  pains  she  took. 

He  was  refinsh'd They  spake   on    variom 

themes — 
Our  early  pleasures,  Reaaon*s  first-drawn  schemoii 
Youth*s  strong  illusions,  Love*s  delirious  dreams  t 
Then  from  her  book  he  would  presume  to  ask 
A  song  of  praise,  and  she  perform*d  the  task : 
The  clock  struck  twelve — He  started — *  must  I  go  T 
His  looks  spoke  plainly,  and  the  )ady*s  *  No  :* 
So  down  he  sat, — and  when  the  clock  struck  one 
There  was  no  start  no  efibrt  to  be  gone  : 
Nor  stay'd  discourse— 

"  And  so  your  kives  were  eroas*da 
And  the  loved  object  to  your  wishes  lost  7 
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But  wail  she  faithfesB,  of  wen  7<ra  to  Uomel 
I  wiah  I  knew  h«— Will  you  tett  iier  name  T 

**  Excuse  me — that  would  hurt  her  if  alive; 
AbA^  if  DO  more,  why  should  her  fault  surriv^  ?** 

•*  But  loYB  you  Btill  ?"— 

<«Ala8!  I  feel  I  do, 
When  I  behold  her  very  looks  in  yon !" 

**  Yet,  if  the  frail  one's  name  most  not  be  known. 
My  friendly  guest  may  trust  me  with  his  own." 

This  done,  the  lady  paused,  and  then  replied— 
••  It  grieves  me  much  to  see  youir  spirit  tried  ;-=- 
But  she  was4ike  me,-~how  I  came  to  know 
The  lamb  that  strayM  I  will  hereafter  show  ;^- 
We  were  indeed  as  sisters— •'— Should  I  state 
Her  quiet  end«  you  would  no  ktiftcr  hats : 
I  see  your  hearty— and  I  shall  quickly  prove, 
Though  she  deserved  not,  yet  she  prized  your  love : 
Long  as  she  breafhed  was  beltrd  her  Wifliam's 


And  such  aflbetion  half  ateolves herihiane.    ^ 

Weep  not,  hot  hear  me,  how  I  cufie  to  know 
Thee  and  thy  FVaiMieft— this  to  heaven  I  owe ; 
And  thou  sbalt  view  the  pledge,  the  very  ring, 
The  birth^y  token— ^ell  you  know  the  thing ; 
«Thi8,*  if  I  ever-Mhus  I  was  to  speak. 
As  she  had  spokeiw- but  I  see  yov  weak : 
She  was  not  worthy—" 

**0!  yon  cannot  tell 
By  what  accursed  means  my  Fanny  fell  1 
What  banc,  compulsion,  threats — ^for  she  was  pure ; 
Bui  from  such  toSb  what  being  is  sedulre  ? 

Force,  not  persuasion,  Tobb*d  me^ " 

"Tott  are  right  r 
So  has  she  told  me,  in  her  M aker^s  sight : 
She  loved  not  victi        " 

•«  O !  noy—her  heart  approved 
All  that  her  God  commanded  to  be  loved ;    • 
And  she  is  gone^-* — V 

•* Consider!  death  alone 
Could  fbr  the  errors  of  her  life  atone." 

*«  ftpeak  not  of  them !  I  would  she  kuew  how  dear 
1  hold  her  yet !— But  do^  thou  give  the  tear 
To  my  loved  Frances  7— No  I  1  oannolt  part 
With  one  who  has  her  fkoe,  who  has  her  heart ; 
With  looks  so  pleasing,  when  I  thee  behold, 
She  lives — that  bosom  is  no  longer  cold— * 
Then  tell  me — ;Art  thou  not — in  pity  speak— 
One  whom  I  sought,  while  Ihing  meant  to  seek— 
Art  thou  my  Fanny.  7— Let  me  not  offend— 
Be  something  to  me — be  a  sufibrer's  fi-iend^ — 
Be  more— Be  all  !-^— The  precious  truth  confess — 

Art  thou  not  Frances  7" 

•*0,  my  Williapi!  yas! 
But  spare  me,  spar^' thyself,  and  sofibr  less : 
In  my  best  days,  the  sprin£-time  of  iny  life, 
t  was  not  worthy  to  be  William's  wife ; 
A  widow  now — not  poor,  indeed^-not  cast 
In  outer  darkness — sorrowing  ferthe  past. 
And  for  the  future  hoping — but  no  more- 
Let  me  the  pledges  of  thy  love  restore. 
And  give  theYing  Um>u  gavest— let  it  be 
A  token  etill  bf  ray  regard  fbr  tfaee^^ 


But  only  ihat,--i4ind  to  a  worthier  now 

Cemag«  the  gift'* 

♦*  The  only  worthy  then  IT  , 
Replied  the  lover  {  and  what  more  ezpress'd 
May  be  omitted— here  our  tale  shall  rest 

This  pair,  our  host  and  hostess  of  the  Ffceoe, 
Command  some  wealth,  and  smile  at  its  inereue; 
Saving  and  civil,  cautious  and  discreet. 
All  sects  and  parties  in  their  mansion  meet; 
There  from  their  chapels  teachers  go  to  share 
The  crecturs-comfbrtsr— mockery  grins  nol4faef«; 
There  meet  the  wardens  at  their  annual  feast. 
With  annual  pun—"  the  perish  must  be  fleeeed  ;** 
There  traders  find  a  parlour  cleanly  swept 
For  their  reception,  and  in  order  keptt 
And  there  the  sons  of  labour,  poor,  but  ftee. 
Sit  and  enjoy  their  hour  of  liberty. 

So  live  the  pair,— and  life's  disasters  eeem 
In  their  unruffled  calm  a  troubled  dream; 
In  comfort  runs  the  remnant  of  their  fife- 
He  the  ibnd  husband,  she  the  feithfbl  wifew 
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there— Their  Conversation  —  Subjects  afiorded 
by  the  Pictures— ^Doubts  if  Spirits  can  appear— 
Arguments  —  Facts  —  The  Relation  of  an  old 
Laidy—Het  Walks  in  a  Cathedral— Appeannce 
there. 


In  their  discourse  again  the  Brothers  dwelt 
O^  early  subjects— what  they  once  had  felt, 
Once  thought  of  things  mysterious ; — themes  tfaal 

all 
With  some  degree  of  reverence  recalL 
George  then  reverted  to  the  days  of  old. 
When  his  heart  feinted,  and  his  hope  was  cold  ; 
When  by  the  power  of  fancy  he  was  sway'd. 
And  cveiy  impulse  of  the  mind  obey'd. 

**  Then,  my  dear  Richard,"  said  the  'Squire^**mj 

case 
Was  call'd  consumptive — I  must  seek  a  plaoe 
And  soil  salubrious,  thither  must  repair 
And  live  on  asses'  milk  and  milder  air. 
My  uncle  bought  a  ferm,  and  on  the  land 
The  fine  old  mansion  yet  was  left  to  stand, 
Not  in  this  state,  but  old  and  much  decay 'd; 
Of  this  a  part  was  habitable  made ; 
The  rest — who  doubts  ?-^was  by  the  spirits  seixedi 
Ghosts  pf  all  kinds,  who  used  it  as  they  pleased* 

The  worthy  farmer  t^ant  yet  remain'd. 
Of  good  report — he  had  a  fortane  gain'd ; 
And  his  three  daughters  at  their  sdiool  acquired 
The  air  and  manner  that  their  swains  admired^ 
The  mother-gossip  and  these  daughters  three 
TalkM  ef  geuleei  aad  soeial  oempuDyi 
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And  wbilo  the  days  were  fine,  and  walks  were  dean, 
'•A  fresh  assembla^  doty  by  day  were  seen. 

There  were  the  curate^s  ^entle'^niaids,  and  some 
.  From  all  the  neighbouring  villages  woiild>come ;   * 
There,  as  I  stole  the  yew-tree  shades  among, 
I  saw  the  parties  walaing,  old  and  yoong, 
Where  I  was  nothing — if  perceived,  they  said, 
*  The  man  is  harmless,  be  not  you  afraid ; 
A  poor  young  creature,  who,  they  say,  is  cro6s*d 
In  io^e,  and  has  in  part  his  senses  lost ; 
His  health  for  certain,  and  he  comes  to  spend 
His  time  with  us ;  we  hope  our  air  will  mend 
A  frame  so  weakened,  for  the  learned  tribe 
A  chanpe  of  air  for  stubborn  ills  preacribe ; 
And  doiag  nothing  often  has  prevailM 
When  ten  i^hysidans  have  prescribed  and  ftiTd; 
Not  that  for  aif  or  change  there*s  much  to  mj^ 
Bnt  nature  then  baa  time  to  take  her  w«y ; 
And  ao  we  hope  oor  villpge  will*  restore 
Thia  man  to  health  that  he  poaessM  before. 
He  lofvee  the  garden  aYenues,  the  gloom 
Of  the  oM  chambers,  of  the  tap*stried  room,. 
And  we  no  notice  take,  we  let  him  go  and  come.* 

So  spake  a  gay  young  damsel ;  but  she  knew 
Not  aH  the  truths — ^in  part  her  tale  was  true. 
Much  it  amused  me  in  the  place  to  be 
This  harmless  cipher,  seeming  not  to  see, 
Tet  seeing  all, — ^unnoticed  to  appear, 
Tet  noting  all ;  and  not  disposed  to  bear, 
But  to  go  ibrth,— break  in  on  no  one's  plao^ 
And  hear  them  speak  of  the  forsaken  ttan. 

In  scenes  like  these,  a  mansiqn  so  decayed. 
With  blighted  trees  in  hoary  moss  arrayed. 
And  itied  waHs  around,  for  many  an  hour 
I  walk'd  alone,  and  felt  their  witching  power ; 
So  others  felt; — the  youn^  of  either  sex 
Would  in  these  walks  their  timid  minds  perplex 
By  meeting  terrors,  and  the  old  appear*d, 
Their  f^ara  upbraiding,  like  the  young  who  fesrM ; 
Among  them  all  some  sad  discourse  at  night 
Was  sure  to  breed  a  terrified  delight: 
Sdme  luckless  one  of  the  attentive  dames 
Had  figures  seen  like  those  withui  the  frames. 
Figures  of  lords  who  once  the  land  po8sess*d. 
And  who  could  never  in  their  coffins  rest; 
Unhappy,  spfa'ita !  whocoukl  not  abide 
The  loss  of  aU  their  consequence  and  piide, 
*T  was  death  In  all  his  power,  theur  very  names  had 
died. 

These  tales  of  terror  viewt  terrific  bred. 
And  sent  the  hea^rs  trembling  to  their  bed.** 


In  an  autumnal  efeiUAg,  eool  and  stiU, 
The  sun  just  droppM  beneath  a  distant  hill, 
The  children  gaong  on  the  quiet  scene, 
Then  rose  in  glory  Night's  majestic  queen ;  * 
And  pleasant  was  the  chequered  light  and  shade 
Her  golden  beams  and  maple  shiidows  made ;. 
An  ancient  tree  that  in  the  garden  grew, 
And  that  fair  picture  on  the  gravel  threw.    -' 

Then  all  was  silent,  save  the  sounds  that  make 
Silence  more  awfol;  while  they  faintlj  b»^ ; 
,  38  , 


The  frightenM  bat's  low  shriek,  the  beetle's  hum. 
With  nameless  /Munds  we  know,  not  wheooe  th^ 
qome. 

Such  was  the  evening ;  and  that  ancient  seat 
The. scene  wher6  then  some  neighbours  chanced 

to  meet; 
Up  to  the  door  led  broken  steps  of  stone. 
Whose  dewy  surfiice  in  the  moonlight  shone ; 
On  vegetation,  that  with  progress  slow 
Where  man  forbears  to  fix  his  foot,  will  grow; 
The  window*s  depth  and  dust  repeUM  the  ray 
Of  the  moo&*s  light  and  of  the  setting  day ; 
Pictures  there  were,  and  each  displayed  a  face 
And  form  that  gave  their  sadness  to  the  place ; 
The  frame  and  canvas  showM  that  worms  unseen, 
Save  in  their  works,  for  years  had  working  be^; 
A  fire  of  bruahwood  on  the  irons  laid 
AH  the  dull  room  in  fiUul  views  displayed. 
And  with  its  own  wild  light  in  fearfiil  forms  array'd* 
In  this  old  Hall,  in  this  departing  day. 
Assembled  friends  and  neighbom,  grave  and  gay, 
When  one  good  lady  at  a  picture  threw 
A  ghmce  that  caused  inquiry — **  Tell  us  who  V* 

'**  That  was  a  fkmous  Warrior ;  one  they  said. 
That  by  a  spirit  was  awhile  oheyM ; 
In  all  his  .dreadfiil  battles  he  would  say 

*  Or  win  or  lose,  I  shall  escape  to-day  ;* 

And  though  the  shot  as  thick  fts  hail  came  nmndi 
On  no  occasion  he  received  a  wound ; 
He  stood  in  safety,  &ee  from  all  alarm, 
Pl'Otected,  heaven  forgive  him,  by  his  charm : 
But  he  forgot  the  date,  till  came  the  hour 
When  .he  no  more  had  the  protecting  power ; 
And  then  he  hade  his  friends  around  farewell! 

*  I  fiOl !'  he  cried,  and  in  the  instant  fell 

Behold  those  infknts  in  the  fhune  beneath ! 
A  witch  oilended  wrought  their  eirly  death ; 
She  fttnnM  an  ima^,  made  as  wax  to  melt. 
And  each  the  wasting  of  the  figure  felt ; 
The  hag  confeas*d  it  when  she  came  to  die, 
And  no  one  living  can  the  truth  deny. 

But  see  a  beauty  in  King  WiQiam^s  days,  . 
With  that  long  waist,  and  those  enormbus  stays; 
She  had  three  lovers,  and  no  creature  Juiew 
The  one  preferred,  or  the  discarded  two ; 
None  could  the  secret  of  her  bosom  see ; 
Living,  poor  maid,  th*  attention  of  the  three, 
She  kept  such  eqaal  weight  in  either  scale, 
T  was  bard  to  say  who  would  at  last  prevail; 
Thus  you  may  think  in  either  heart  arose 
A  jealous  anger,  and  the  men  wore  foes ; 
Each  with  himself  concluded,  two  aside, 
The  third  may  make  the  lovely  maid,  his  bride : 
This  caused  their  fate— It  was  on  Thursday  nigfal 
The  deed  was  done,  and  bloody  was  the. fight; 
Just  as^  she  went,  poor  thoughtless  girl  I  to  prayer% 
Ran  wild  the  maid  with  horror  up  the  stairs ; 
Pale  as  a  ghost,  but  not  a  word  she  said, 
And  then  the  lady  utterM,  'Coates  is  dead.* 

Then  the  poor  damsel  found  her'voice  and  cried, 

*  Ran  through  the  body,  and  tint  instant  died  4 
But  he  pronounced  your  name,  and  so  was  satisfied.* 
A  second  fell,  and  he  who  did  survive 

Was  ksptby  skill  and  sovere^  drags  alivu; 
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^O  r  would  she  see  me  !*  h€  was  heard  to  say, 

•  No !  I  'U  torment  him  to  his  dying  day  V 
The  maid  exclaimed,  and  every  Thorsday  nigi)t 
Her  spirit  cnme  his  wretched  soul  to  fright ; 
Ouee  as  she  came  he  cried  aloud  *  Forgive  !* 

'  Never  I'  she  answerM,  *  never  while  you  live. 
Nor  when  you  die,  as  long  as  time  endures ; 
You  have  my  torWnt  be^,  and  I  *U  be  yoort!* 
That  is  the  Udy,  and  the  man  confessM 
Her  vengeful  spirit  would  not  let  him  rest** 

**  But  are  there  ghostB  !^  exdaimM  a  timid  maid ; 
''My  ^ther  tells  me  not  to  be  afraid ; 
He  cries  when  buried  we  are  safe  enough. 
And  calls  such  stories  execrable  stuff.** 

**  Your  father,  child,**  the  former  lady  cried, 

**^  Has  learning  much»  but  he  has  too  much  pride ; 

It  is  imposfliUe  for  him  to  tell 

What  things  in  nature  are  impossible, 

Or  out  of  nature,  or  to  prove  to  whom 

Or  for  what  purposes  a  ghoet  may  come ; 

It  may  not  be  intalli|^ce  to  bring. 

But  to  keep  up  a  notion  of  the  thing ; 

And  though  from  one  such  &ot  there  may  arise. 

An  hundred  wild  improbabilities. 

Yet  had  therp  never  beep  tiie  truth,  I  say. 

The  very  lies  themselves  had  died  away.** 

•*True,**  said  a  fi-iend;  ''Heaven  doubtless  may 

dispense 
A  kind  of  dark  and  cloUded  evidence ; 
Ood  has  not  promised  that  he  will  not  send 
A  epirit  freed  to  either  foe  or  friend ; 
He  may  such  proof,  and  only  such  bestow, 
Though  we  the  certain  truth  can  never  know ; 
And  therefbre  though  such  floating  stories  bring 
No  stroB?  or  certain  vouchen  of  &e  thing,    . 
StiQ  wouTd  I  not,  presuming,  pass  my  word 
That  all  such  talioe  were  groundless  and  abeurd.*^ 

"  But  you  win  graht,**  said  one  who  sate  beside, 
"That  all  appear  so  when  with  judgment  tried 7'* 

*  For  that  concession,  madam,  you  may.  call, 
Wlien  we  have  sate  in  judgment  upon  alL** 

An  ancient  lady,  who  with  pensive  smile 

Had  heard  the  stories,  and  been  mute  the  while. 

Now  said,  **  Our  prudence  had  been  better  shown 

ff  leaving  uncontested  things  unknown ; 
et  if  our  children  must  such  stories  hear. 
Let  OS  provide  some  antidotes  to  fear ; 
For  all  such  errors  in  the  minds  of  youth. 
In  any  mind,  the  only  cure  is  truth ; 
And  truths  collected  may  in  time  decide 
Upon  such  facts,  or  prove,  at  least,  a  guidb : 
If  then  |>crmltted,  I  will  fairly  state 
One  fact,  nor  doubt  the  story  I  relate ; 
I  for  your  perfect  acquiescence  call, 

T  is  of  myself  I  tfiU.** ^«  O !  tell  Us  all  •** 

Said  every  being  there  :  then  silent  was  the  Hall. 


^  Early  in  life,  beneath  my  parent's  roof. 
Of  man*s  true  honour  I  had  noble  proof; 
A  generous  lover  who  was  worthy  found. 
Where  half  hia  sex  sre  holl«w  and  nnsoimd. 


My  fether  fail*d  in  trade,  and  sorrowing  died. 
When  all  our  loss  a  generous  youth  supplied ;  - 
And  soon  the  time  drew  on  when  he  oould  say, 
'  O I  fii  the  happy,  fix  the  earlv  day  !* 
Nor  meant  I  to  oppose  his  wiabes,  or  delay : 
But  then  came  fever,  slight  at  first  indeed. 
Then  hastening  on  and  threatening  in  its  qpeed  ;- 
It  mock*d  the  powers  of  medicine;  day  by  day 
I  saw  those  hdpers  sadly  walk  sway ; 
So  came  the  hand4ike  doud,  and  with  suck  power 
And  with  such  speed,  that  brought  the  mighty 
shower. 

Him  nursed  I  dying,  and  we  ^eely  spoke 
Of  what  might  foUow  the  expected  stroke ; 
We  talk*d  of  spirits,  of  their  unknown  powen» 
And  dared  to  dwell  on  what  the  fete  of  tar»; 
But  the  dread  promise,  to  appear  again. 
Could  it  be  done,  I  sought  not  to  oKsin ; 
But  yet  we  were  presnming — *  Gould  it  be»* 
He  said«*0  Emma!  I  would  come  to  thee!* 

At  his  last  hour  his  reason,  late  astray,     . 
Again  retBm*d  t* .illuminate  his  way. 

In  the  lasl  night  ray  mother  long  had  kepc 
Unwearied  watch,  uid  now  reclined  and  slept ; 
The  nurse  vras  dreaming  in  a  distant  chair. 
And  I  had  knek  to  soothe  him  with  a  prayer ; 
When,  with  a  look  of  that  peculiar  kmd 
That  gives  its  purpose  to  the  fellow  mind. 
His  manner  spoke — *  Confide^be  not  afraid— 
I  shall  remember,* — this  was  all  convey M^— 
'  I  know  not  what  awaits  departed  man. 
Bat  this  beliete^I  meet  thee  if  I  can.* 


I  wi8h*d  to  die, — and  grief^  they  say,  wiU  killy 
But  you  perceive  *t  is  slowly,  if^  It  will ; 
That  I  was  wretched  you  may  well  believe — 
I  judged  it  right,  and  was  resolved  to  grieve ; 
I  lost  my  mower  when  there  lived  not  one, 
Man,  woman,  child,  whom  I  would  seek  or  shun.    ' 

The  I>Ban,  my  uncle,  with  oongenial  gloom, 
daid, '  Will  you  share  a  melanoioly  home  7* 
For  he  bewaird  a  wife,  as  I  deplored 
My  fete,  and  bliss  that  could  not  be  restored. 

In  his  cathedral's  gloom  I  pa8S*d  my  tirae^ 
Much  in  devotion,  much  in  thought  snUime ; 
There  oA  I  paoed  the  aisles,  and  walch'd  the  |floW 
Of  the  sun  settln|r  on  the  stones  below. 
And  saw  the  feilmg  light,  that  strove  to  pass 
Though  the  dim  coating'  of  the  storied  glass« 
N6r  fell  within,  but  till  the  daj  was  rone 
The  red  faint  fire  upoQ  the  wmdow  mone. 
I  took  the  key,  and  ofl-times  chose  to  stay 
Till  aU  was  vanish'd  of  the  tedious  day, 
Till  I  perceived  no  light,  nor  hoard  a  soond, 
That  gave  me  notice  of  a  world  around^ 

Then  had  I  gvieTs  proud  thoughts,  and  said,  in  tone 
Of  exultation,  'World,  I  am  alone! 
I  care  not  for  thee,  thou  art  vile  and  base. 
And  I  shall  leave  thee  fer  a.  nobler  plane. 

So  I  the  world  abased,-^in  feet,  to  me 
Urbane  and  civil  as  the  world  ooold  be ; 
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Nor  should  romantic  (rkyern  thus  complain, 
Although  bat  little  in  the  world  they  gain, 
But  let  them  think  if  they  have  nothing  done 
To  make  this  odious  world  so  sad  a  one, 
Or  what  their  worth  aild  virtue  that  should  make 
•  This  graceless  world  so  pleasuit  for  thel^  sakfi. 

But  to  ray  tale : — ^Behold,  me  as  I  tread 
The  silent  mansions  of  the  fiiTour*d  dead. 
Who  sleep  h>  vaulted  chambers,  till  their  cUy 
In  quiet  dissolution  melts  away 
Ib  ^18  their  bodies'  home^-The  spirits,  when  are 
they? 

*  And  where  Ats -spirit  7-^Door8  and  walls  impede 
The  embodied  spirit,  not  the  spirit  freed  t* 
And,  sayinff  this,  I  at  the  altar  knelt,. 

And  painful  jovB  and  rapturous  anguish  felt ; 
TiD  strong,  bold  faopte  possessM  me,  and  I  cried, 

*  Even  at  this  instant  is  he  at  mv  side  ;* 
Tes»  now,  dear  spirit !  .art  thou  by  to  prove 
That  mine  is  lasting,  mine  the  loyal  love !  , , 

Thus  have  I  thought,  returning  to  the  Dean, 
As  one  who  had  some  glorious  vision  seen: 
He  ask'd  no  question,  but  would  sit  and  weep^ 
And  cry,  in  doleful  tone,  *  I  cannot  sleep  V 

In  dreams  the  chosen  of  my  heart  I  view*d^ 
And  thus  th'  impression  day  by  day  renewM'; 
I  saw  him  always,  always  Wed  to  see, 
For  when  alone  he  was  my  company ! 
'  In  company  with  hUn  alone  I  seem'd. 
And,  if  not  dreaming,  was  as  one  who  dream*<^ 

Thus,  n>bb*d  of  sleep,  I  found,  when  evening  came, 
A  pleasing  torpor  steal  upon  my  firame  ,* 
But  still  the  habit  drew  my  languid  feet 
To  the  loved  darkness  of  the  fitvoiirite  seat; 
And  there,  bv  silence  and  by  sadness  press*d, 
I  felt  a  world  my  own,  and  was  at  rest 

•One  night,  when  urged  with  more  than  osnal  leal, 

And  feeling  all  that  sueh  enthusiasts  feel« 

I  paced  the  altar  by,  the  pillars  round. 

And  knew  no  terror  in  the  sacred  ground ;  - 

For  mine  were  thoughts  that  banished  all  such 

fear, — 
I  wished,  I  longM  to  have  that  ferm  appear ; 
Andf  as  I  paced  the  sacred  aisles,  I  eried, 
*Let  not  thy  Emma's  spirit  be  denied 
The  sight  of  thine ;  or,  if  I  may  not  see, 
StHl  by  some  token  let  her  ceKaxn  be  T' 

At  length  the  anzioos  thoughts  my  strength  sub- 


And  sleep  o'erpowerM  me  in  my  soUtnde ; 
llien  was  I  dreaming  of  uneazthlyraoe, ' 
The  glorious  inmates  of  a  blessed  place ; 
Where  lofty  minds  celestial  views  explore^  t. 
Heaveli's  bifis  enjoy,  and  heaven's  great  King  adore ; 
Him  that  I  sought  whom  I  had  loved  so  well-^ 
For  smre  he  dwelt  where  happy  spirits  dwell  \ 

While  thus  engaged,  I  started  at  a  sound. 
Of  what  I  knew  not,  but  I.look'd  around ; 
For  I  was  borne  on  visionary  wings. 
And  feU  ni>  dread  of  suUunary  thmgs; 


But  rising,  walk'd — A  distant  window  threw    ' 
A  weak,  soft  light,  t]]at  help'd  me  in  my  view ; 
Something  with  anxious  heart  I  hoped  to  see. 
And  pray'd,  *0 !  God  of  all  things,  let  it  be ! 
For  all  are  thine,  wdre  made  by  thee,  and  thou 
Canst -both  the  meeting  and  the  means  allow ; 
Thou  canst  make  d^  my  sight,  or  thou  canit 

make  ' 

More  gross  the  ferm  that  his  loved  mind  shall  take^ 
Canst  clothe  his  spirit  for  my  fleshly  sight. 
Or  make  my  earthly  sense  more  pure  and  bright' 

So  was  I  speaking,  when  without  a  sound 
There  was  a  movement  in  the  sacred  ground : 
I  saw  a  figure  rising,  but  could  trace 
No  certain  features,  no  peculiar  fece ; 
But  I  prepiared  my  mind  that  ferm  to  view, 
l$lor  felt  a  doubt,'-'he  prpmiped,  and  was  tro^ ! 
I  should  embrace  bis  angel,  and  my  clay, 
And  what  was  mortal  in  me,  mek  away. 

O !  that  ecstatic  horror  in  my  frame. 
That  o*er  n^  thus,  a  fevour'd  mortal,  came ! 
Bless'd  beyond  mortals,'— and  the  body  ndw 
Ijudged  would  perish,  though  I  knew  not  how; 
The  gracious  power  around  me  could  transkte 
And  make  me  pass  to  that  imtnertal  state : 
Thus  shall  I  pay  the  debt  that  must  be  paid, 
And  dying  live,  nor  be  by  death  delay'd ; 
And  when  so  changed,  I  should  with  joy  sustain 
The  heavenly  converse,  and  with  him  remain. 

I  saw*(be  distant  shade,-  and  went  with  awe. 

But  not  with  terror,  to  the  ferm  I  saw ; 

Yet  slowly  went,  fbr  he  I  did  believe 

Would  meet,  and  soul  to  soul  his  fi-iend  reoeiye;  . 

So  on  I"  drew,  concluding  in  my  mind, 

I  cannot  Judge  what  laws  may  spirits  bind ; 

Though  I  dissolve,  and  mingle  with  the  blest, 

I  fun  a  new  and  uninstructed  guest. 

And  ere  my  .love  can  speak,  he  should  be 'first  ad* 


Thus  I  began  to  speak, — my  new-born  pride,' 
My  love,  uid  daring  hope,  the  words  supplied* 

Dear,  happy  shade !  companion  of  the  good,  . 
The  just,  the  pure,  do  I  on  thee  intrude  7 
Art  thou  not  come  my  spirit  to  improve. 
To  ferm,  instruct,  and  fit  me  fer  thy  love. 
And,  as  in  love  we  parted,  to  restore 
The  blessing  lost,  and  then  to  part  no  more  7 
Let  me  with  thee  in  thy  pure  essence  dwell. 
Nor  ffo  to  bid  them  of  mv  house  farewell. 
But  Uiine  be  ever  t'-^— ^How  shall  I  relate 
Th'  event  that  finished  this  ecsUtic  state  7 
Yet  let  me  try.— It  tum*d,  and  I  beheld 
An  hideous  form,  that  hope  and  zeal  expell'd : 
In  a  dim  light  the  horrid  shape  appeared, 
That  wisdom  would  have  fled,  and  conragfs  fear'd. 
Pale,  and  yet  bloated,  with  distorted  eyes 
Distant  and  deep,  a  mouth  of  monstrous  ^iie. 
That  would  in  day's  broad  glare  a  simple  maid : 

surprise: 
He  heard  my  words,  and  cried,  with  savage  sfatidt,. 
« Bah  I—bother i—blarney  1— What  is  this  about  T* 
Love,  lover,  longing;  in  an  instant  fled,— ^ 
Now  I  had  vice  and  impudence  to  dread  j 
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And  all  my  hi^h-wrotight  fimckts  died  away 
To  woman's  treubfc,  terror,  and  dismay. 

'WbaV  said  tL.e  wretch,  *■  what  is  it  ^on  would  have? 
Woutd'st  hang. a  qnan  for  peeping  in  a  grave? 
Search  nie  yourself!  and  tiy  if  you  can  feel 
Aught  I  hare  taken,-^there  was  nought  to  steal : 
*T  was  told  they  buried  with  the  corpse  enough 
To  pay  tbe  hazard, — I  have  made  the  proof^ 
Nor  gain*d  a  tester — What  I  tell  is  true ; 
But  I 'm  no  fool,  to  be  betrayed  by  ypu,— 
I  *11  hazard  nothing,  curse  me  if  I  do  !* 

The  light  increased,  and  plainly  now  appeared 
A  knavish  fool  whom  I  had  oflten  fearM, 
But  hid  the  dread ;  and  I  resolved  at  least 
Not  to  expose  it  to  the  powerful  beast 

*  Come,  John,*  I  said,  suppressing  fear  and  doubt, 

*  Walk  on  before,  and  let  a  lady  out  !* — 

*  Lady  !*  the  wretch  replied,  with  savage  grin, 

*  Ai^y  to  him  that  let  the  lad^  in : 

What !  yon  would  go,  I  take  it,  to  the  Deao, 
And  tell  him  what  your  ladyship  has  seen  ?' 

When  thus  the  fool  exposed  the  knave,  I  saw 
The  means  of  hoMing  such  a  mind  in  awe, 
And  gain  m^  safety  by  his  dread  of  law. 

*  Alas !'  I  cried,  '  I  fear  the  Dean  like  you. 
For  I  transgress,  and  am  ui  trouble  too : 
If  it  be  known  that  we  are  here,  as  sure 

As  here  we  are  we  must  the  law  endure :   '  '    , 
Each  other's  oonnsel  therefore  let  us  keep, 
And  each  steal  homeward  to  our  beds  and  sleep.* 

•Steal!*    said  the  rufl&an^s   conscience -r * Well^ 

agreed; 
Steal  on,  and  let  us  to  the  door  proceed  :*^- 
Yet,  ere  he  moved,  he  stood  awhila,  and-  took 
Of  my  poor  fbrm  a  most  alarming  look ; 

*  But,  hark !'  I  cried,  and  Jie  to  move  begap,--> 
Escape  alone  engaged  the  dreadful  man : 
With  eager  hand  I  oped  the  ponderous  door — 
The  vn«tch  rush*d  by  me,  ainl  was  heard  no  more. 

So  I  Escaped, — ^and  when  my  dreams  came  on, 
I  checVd  the  madness  by  th6  thoughts  of  John : 
Tet  say  I  not  what  can  or  cannot  be, 
But  give  the  story  of  my  ghost  and  me.** 
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BMUGiGLERS  AND  POACHERS. 

,A  Widow  at  the  Hall— Inquiry  of  Richard— Re- 
lation  of  two  Brothers — Their  different  Charac 
ter — Disposition — Modes  of  thinking— Jnmes  a 
Servant — ^Robert  joins  the  Smugglers — ^Rachel 
at  the- Hall — James  attached  to  her — ^Trade  fails 
— Robert  a  Poacher — ^Is  in  Danger — How  re- 
leased— Jam^s  and  RacheIw*Revenge  excited — 
Aaseciation  formed — Attack  resolved — Prepara- 
tion  made  for  Resbtanfl* — ^A  Night  Adventure 
.   -Reflections. 


Tmas  was  a  widow  in  the  village  known 
To  our  good  Squire,  and  he  had  Ikvour  shown 
By  frequent  bounty— She  as  usual  came. 
And  Richard  saw  the  worn  and  weary  fhime. 
Pale  cheek,  and  eye  subdued,  of  her  whose  mh;id 
Was  grate^l  still,  and  giad  a  friend  to  find. 
Though  to  the  world  long  since  and  all  its  hopes 

resign*d : 
Her  easy  form,  in  rustic  neatness  ckd, 
Was  pleasing  still !  but  she  fbr  ever  sad. 

*'Deep  is  her  grief?*'  said  Richard-^'' Truly  deepi 
And  very  stUl,  and  therefore  seems  to  sleep ; 
To  borrow  simile,  to  paint  her  woes. 
Theirs,  like  the  river's  motion,  seems  repose, 
Making  no  petty . murmuring,— «ettledi  eknr, 
Thev  never  waste,  they  never  oterflow. 
Rachel  is  one  of  tho8e--4br  there  are  eome 
Who  look  fbr  nothiyij^  in  their  days  to  oome. 
No  good  nor  evil,  neither  hope  nor  feaft 
Nothing  remains  or  «beerffal  or  severe ; 
One  day  is  Uke  the  past,  the  year*s  sweet  prime 
Like  the  sad  fall,— for  Rachel  heeds  not  time : 
Nothing  remains  to  agitate  her  breast. 
Spent  is  the  tempest,  and  the  sky  a,%  rest ; 
But  while  it  raged  her  peace  its  ruin  met, 
And  now  the  sun  is  on  her  prospects  set  ^^ 
Leave  her^  and  let  us  her  distress  explore, 
She  heeds  it  not— she  has  been  left  before.** 


There  were  two  lads  call*d  Shelley  hither  broaghti 
But  whence  we  know  not — ^it  n^as  never  sooght ; 
Their  wandering  mother  left  them,  left  her  name, 
And  the  boys' throve  and  valiant  men  became : 
Handsome,  of  more  than  oommon  eise,  and  tall. 
And,  no  one*s  kindred,  seem'd  beloved  ef  all ; 
All  seem*d  alliance  by  their  deeds  to  prove, 
And  loY^  the  youths  who  could  not  claim  their 
love. 

One  was  eall'd  James,  the  ibore  sedate  and  grave, 
The  other  Robert— names  their  tieigfaboon  gave ; 
They  both  were  brave,  but  Robert  knred  to  nm 
And  meet  his  dang«i^— James  would  rather  shm 
The  dangerous  trial,  but  t^henever  tried 
He  all  his  spirit  to  the  act  applied. 

Robert  would  aid  on  any  man  bestow, 
James  would  his  man  c^nd  the  occasion  know ; 
For  that  was  quick  and  prompt— this  tsmpermts 
and  slow. 

Robert  would  all  things  he  desired  pursoe^ 
James  would  consider  what  was  best  to  do; 
Ail  spoke  of  Robert  as  a  man  they  loved. 
And  most  of  James  as  valued  and  approved* 

Both  had  some  learning :  Robert^his  acquired 
By  quicker  parts,  and  was  by  psaise  inspired ; 
James,  as  he  was  in  his  acquirements  slow. 
Would  learn  the  worth  of  what  he  tried  to  know. 

In  fact,  this  youth  was  generous— that  was  just ; 
The  one  you  loved,  the  other  you  would  trust : 
Yet  him  yoil  k)ved  yon  would  for  truth  approve^ 
And'him  you  trusted  you  Vould  likewise  bve* 
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Soch  ^ere  the  brothers — Jumei  had  found  his  way 

To  Nether  Hall,  aod  there  inclined  to  stay; 

He  could  himself  command,  and  therefore  could. 

^}*^y'  .... 

He  with  the  keeper  took  his  daily  round, 
A  rival  grew,  and  some  unkindness  found  t 
Bat  his  superior  fannM !'  the  place  was  void» 
And  James  g;ufis,  do^  and  dignity  enjoy 'd. 

Hobert  had  doom  of  service ;  he  would  be 

A  slave  to  no  man — happy  were  the  fi-ee, 

And  only  they } — ^by  such  opinions  led, 

Robert  to  stmdrv  kinds  of  trade  was  bred ; 

Nor  let  as  wonder  if  he  sometimes  made 

An  active  partner  in  a  lawless  trade ; 

Fond  of  adventure,  wanton  as  the  wave, 

Ho  loved  the  danger  and  the  law  to  brave  ; 

But  these  were  chance-adventures,  known  to  fbw,^- 

Not  that  the  hero  c^red  what  people  knew. 

The  brothers  met  not  often — ^When  they  n)et 
James  talk'd  of  honest  gains  and  scorn  of  debt. 
Of  vixtuoos  labour,  of  a  sober  life. 
And  what  with  credit  Would  support  a  wi& 

Bat  Robert  answerM — *^  How  pan  men  advise 
Who  to  a  roaster  let  their  tongue  and  eyes  7 
"Whose  words  are  not  their  own  7  whose  Ibot  and- 

hand 
Son  at  a  nod,  or  act  upon  command  7 
"Who  cannot  eat  or  drink,  discourse  or  play, 
Without  requesting  others  thai  they  ipay. 

Debt  yoti  would  shun  $.  bat  what  advice  te  give 
Who  owe  your  service  every  hour  you  live  !■ 
liet  a  bell  sound,  and  from  your  friends  yoa  run. 
Although  the  darling  bf  your  heart  were  one } 
Bat  if  the  bondage  fits  you,  I  resign 
Yoa  tq  yoor  k>t^I  aim  content  with  mine  2** 

Thns  would  the  lads  their  sentiments  express, 
And  part  in  earnest,  part  in  playfulness ; 
Till  love,  controller  of  all  hearts  and  eyes* 
Breaker  of  bonds,  of  friendship's  holy  ties, 
Awakener  of  new  wills  and  slumbering  sympathies. 
Began  his  rei|rn,-^til]  Rachel,  meek-eyed  maid. 
That  ibrra,  those  cheats,  that  fiiultless  face  die- 

That  efaiki  of  gr^doos  nature,  ever  neat 
And  never  fine  {  a  flowiet  simply  sweet, 
Seeming  at  least  unconscious  she  was  fair  ( •  ; 
Mibek  in  her  spirit,  timid  in  her  air. 
And  shrinking  from  his  glance  if  one  presanied 
To  oome  too  near  the  beauty  as  it  hkx»m*d. 

Robert  beheld  her  in  her  fiither*s  cot 
Bay  after  day,  and  blest  his  happy  lot ; 
He  looked  indeed,  but  he  eould  not  offisnd 
Bv  gentle  looks — ^he  was  her  &ther*s  friend : 
She  was  accustomM  to  that  tender  look. 
And  frankly  gave  the  hand  he  fondly  took ; 
She  loved  his  stories,  pleased  she  heard  him  play. 
Pensive  herself^  she  loved  to  tee  Mm  gay, 
And  if  they  loved  not  yet,  they  were  in  Love's 
highway. 

But  Rachd  now  to  womanhood  Was  grown, 
And^ould  no  more  her  fkith  and  fondness  own : 
2S*  .    aR 


She  called  her  latent  prudence  tc  iwsr  aid. 

And  grew  observant  cautious  and  afraid ; 

She  heard  relations  of  her  lover's  guile,   ■ 

And  could  believe  the  danger  of  her  smile  * 

With  art  insidious  rival  damsels  strove 

So  show  how  false  his  speech^  how  feign*d  his  lote ; 

And  tJiougfa  her  heart  another  story  told, 

Her  speedi  grew  eautioas,'and  her  manner  odd. 

Rachel  had  village  &me,  was  Air  aod  tall,- 
And  gainM  a  place  of  credit  at  the  Hall ; 
Where  James  beheld  her  seated  in  that  place. 
With  a  child's  meekness,  and  an. angel's  face ; 
Her  temper  soft,  her  spirit  firm,  her  words 
Simple  and  few  as  simple  truth  affords. 

James  cdUld  but  love  Aer,-^e  at  church  had  wefUi 
The  tan,  fair  maid,  had  met.  her  on  the  green, 
Admiring  always,  nor  surprised  to  find 
Her  figure  often  present  to  his  mind ; 
But  now  h€  saw  her  daily,  and  the  sight 
Gave  him  new  pleasure  and  increased  delight 

But  James,  still  prudent  and  reserved,  though  MM 
The  love  he  felt  was  love  that  would  endure. 
Would  wait  awhile,  observing  what  was  fit, 
And  meet,  and  right,  nor  would  himself  commit  t 
Then  was  he  flatter'd^James  in  time  became 
Rich,  both  as  slayer  of  the  Baron's  game^ 
And  as  prdtector,— ^not  a  female  dwelt 
In  that  demesne  who  had  notfeign'd  or  ielt 
Regard  for  James ;  and  he  from  all  had  praise 
Enough' a  young  man's  vanity  to  raise ; 
With  all  these  j^easures  he  of  course  must  paif 
When  Rachel  reign'd  sol^  empress  of  his  heart 

Robert  was  now  dei»-ived  of  that  delight 
He  once  experienced  in  his  mistress'  sight ; 
Foi^,  though  he  now  his  firequent  visite  paid, 
He  saw  bat  little  of  the  cautious  maid ; 
The  simple  common  pleasures  that  he  took 
Grew  dull,  and  he  the  wonted  haunts  forsook ; 
His  flute  and  song  he  left,  his  book  and  pen, 
And  sought  the  meetings  of  adventurous  men ; 
There  was  a  love-bom  sadness  in  his  breast, 
That  wanted  stimulus  to  bring  on  rest ; 
These  simple  pleasures  were  no  more  of  use, 
And  danger  only  couki  repose  produce ; 
He  joinM  th*  associates  in  their  lawless  trade, 
And  was  at  length  ef  their  profession  made. 

He  saw  connected  with  th'  adventurous  crew 
Those  Whom  he  judged  were  sober  men  and  true; 
He  found  that  some,  who  should  the  trade  prevent, 
Gave  it  by  purchase  their  encouragement ; 
He  found  that  contracte  could  be  made  with  those 
Who  had  their  pay  these  dealers  to  oppose ; 
And  the  good  ladles  whom  at  church  te  saw 
With  kx)ks  devout,  of  reverence  and  awe. 
Could  change  their  feelipgs  as  they  change'  thet<* 

place. 
And,  whisperbg,  deal  for  spicery  and  lace : 
And  thus  the  craft  ahd  avarice  tit  these 
Urged  on  the  youth,  and  gave  his  conscience  Case. 

Him  loved  tiie  maiden  Rachel,  fvndly  loved. 
As  many  a  sigh  itfid  tear  in  abseboe  pr«M| 
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And  many  a  fear  for  dangvri  that  she  knair,     . 
And  many  a  doafat  what  one  so  gaT  might  do : 
Of  gaiU  she  thofught  not,^-^ahe  ^d  oAmi  heard 
They  bought  and  sold,  and  nothing  wrong  appear*d ; 
Her  Other's  raajcim  this :  she  anderstood   . 
Th^re  was  some  ill,:-~but  he,ehe  knew,  was  good : 
It  was  a  traffic — ^but  was  done  by  night — 
If  wrong,  how  trade  ?  why  secrecy,  if  right  7 
Bot  Robertas  coiiscience,-8he  beUeved,  was  pure— - 
And  that  he  read  his  Bible  she  was  sare. 

James,  better  taught,  in  coofidence  deckred 
His  ^ef  for  what  his  guilty  brother  dared : 
He  8igh*d  to  think  how  near  he  was  akin 
To  one  reduced  by  godless  men  to  sin ; 
Who,  being  always  of  the  taw  in  dread. 
To  other  crimes  were  by  the  danger  led —   ' 

And  crimes  with  like  excuse ^The  smuggler 

cries, 
**  What  guilt  is  his  who  pays  for  what  he  buys  7** 
The  poacher  questions,  with  perverted  mind, 
**  Were  not  the  gifis  of  heaven  for  all  design'd  V* 
ThiM  cries,  «*I  sm  not— take  not  till  I  pay  ;*'-- 
T%at^  ^  My  own  hand  lurought  down  my  proper 

,prey:"— 
And  while  to  such  ibnd  arguments  they  din^. 
How  fear  they  God  7  how  honour  they  the  kmg  7 
Such  men  associate,  and  each  other  aid. 
Tin  all  are  guilty,  rash,  and  desperate  made ; 
Till  to  some  lawless  deed  the  wretches  fly, 
And  in  the  act,  or  for  the  acting,  die. 

The  maid  was  frightened, — ^but,  if  tiiis  was  true, ' 
Robert  for  certain  no  such  danger  knew. 
He  always  prayM  ere  he  a  trip  began. 
And  was  too  happy  for  a  wicked  man :    ' 
How  could  a  creature,  who  was  always  gay. 
So  kind  to  all  men,  so  disposed  to  pray. 
How  could  he  give  his  heart  to  such  an  evil  way  7 
Yet  she  had  fears, — for  she  could  not  believe 
That  James  could  lie,  or  purpose  to  deceive ; 
.  But  still  she  found,  though  not  without  respect 
For  one  so  good,  she  miut  the  man  reject ; 
For,  simple  though  she  was,  fhll  well  she  knew 
What  this  strong  friendship  led  him  to  pursue ;   . 
And,  let  the  man  be  honest  as  the  light. 
Love  warps  the  inind  a  little  from  the  right ;       .  . 
And  she  |Mt>posed,  against  the  trying  day, 
What  in  the  trial  she  should  think  and  sayt 

And  now,  iheir  love  avow*d,  in  both  arose 
Fear  and  disdain— the  orphan  pair  were  ibes. 

Robert,  more  gene^ovs  of  the  two,  avowM 
His  scorn,  defiance,  and  coqtempt  akrad. 

James  talked  of  pity  in  a  softer  tone, 
To  Rachel  spea^cing,  and  with  her  alone : 
He  knew  fiill  well,  he  said,  to  what  must  come 
His  wretched  brother,  what  would  be  his  doom : . 
Thus  he  her  bosom  fenced  with  dread  about ; 
But  lovp4ie  could  not  with  his  skiH  drive  out 
StiU  he  effected  something,— and  that  skill 
Made  the  love  wretched,  though  it  could  not  kill ; 
Had  Robert  feiPd,  though  much  he  trjed,  to  prove 
He  had  no  guilt— She  granted  he  had  Iove»     * 

Thus  they  proceeded,  till  a  winter  came. 
When  the  stem  toper  toU  of  stolen  gaiae : 


Throughout  the  woods  the  poaching  dogs  had  been. 
And  from  him  not^inff  should  the  rob^rs  screen. 
From  him  and  law,— £e  would  all  hazards  run. 
Nor  spare  a  poacher,  were  his  brother  one — 
Love,  favour,  interest,  tie  of  blood,  should  fell. 
Till  vengeance  bore  him  bleeding  to  the  jaiL 

Poor  Rachel  shndderM, — smuggling  she  could 
Without  confusion,  for  she  frit  not  shame ; 
But  poachers  were  her  terror,  and  a  wood 
Which  they  frequented  had  been  mark*d  by  blood ; 
And  though  she  thought  her  Robert  w«s  secure 
In  better  thoughts,  yet  could  she  not  be  sure. 

James  now  was  urgent,— 'it  would  break  his  heart 

With  hope,  with  her,  and  with  such  views  to  part. 

When  one  so  wicked  would  her  hand  [ 

And  he  a  brother ! — that  was  his  distress. 

And  n^ust  be  hers        She  heard  him,  and  she  aigh*d. 

Looking  in  doubt, — ^but  nothing  she  replied.   - 

There  was  a  generous  feeling  in  her  mihd. 
That  told  her  this  was  neither  good  nor  kind : 
James  caused  her  terror,  but  he  did  no  muie  ■ 
Her  k)ve  was  qow  as  it  had  been  befate. 

Their  traffic  fiulM, — and  the  adventurous  crew 
No  more  their  profitless  attempts  xtaew  : 
"Di^  they  will  not,  and  beg  they  might  in  vaiii~- 
Had  they  not  pride,  and  what  can  £en  remain  7 

Nt)w  wAs  the  game  destroy*d,  and  not  a  hare 
Escaped  at  least  the  danger  of  the  snare ; 
Woods  of  their  feathered  beauty  were  bereft. 
The  beauteous  victims  of  the  silent  theft; 
The  wett-known  shops  received  a  large  supply. 
That  they  who  could  not  kill  ^  least  might  boy. 

Jlunes  was  eiiraged,  enraged  hit  lord,  and  both 
Confirm*d' their  threatening  with  a  Vengeful  oath : 
Fresh  aid  was  sought, — and  nightly  on  the  lands 
WalkM  on  their  w^oh  the  strong  deteradned  bands : 
Pardon  was  ofier*d,  and  a  promised  pay 
To  him  who  would  the  desperate  gang  betray.^ 

Nop  faird  the  measure,-«on  a  certain  night 
A  few  were  seized — the  rest  eaoaped  by  flight ; 
Yet  they  resisted  boldly  ere  they  fled, 
And  blows  were  dealt  around, and  Uood  was  abed; 
Two  groaning  helpers  on  the  earth  were  laid. 
When  more  i^rrived  the  lawful  cause  to  aid : 
Then  four  determined  men  were  seized  and  bonii^ 
And  Robert  in  .this  desperate  number  fennd : 
In  prison  fetter*d,  he  deplored  his  fate. 
And  cursed  the  feUy  he  perceived  too  late. 

James  was  a  favourite  with  his  lord,^-^>tiie  ml 
He  show*d  was  such  as  masters  ever  feel; 
If  he  for  vengeance  on  a  culprit  cried, ' 
Or  if  for  mercy,  still  his  lord  complied: 
And  nowf  *t  was  said,  he  will  for  menj  plead. 
For  his  own  brother's  was  the  guilty  deed  i 
True,  the  hurt  man  is  in  a  mending  way. 
Bat  must  be  crippled  to  liis  dying  nay. 

Now  James  had  vowM  the  law  ahoold  fake  its 

course. 
He  would  not  stay  it,  if  he  did  not  ferot ; 
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Be  ocmTd  his  wilnen,  if  h^  pleased,  withdraw, 
Or  he  oould  arm  with  certain  death  the  law : 
This  he  attested  to  the  maid,  and  true, 
If  this  he  oould  not,  yet  he  much  could  da 

Bow  sofierM  then  that  maid, — no  thought  she  had^ 
Ko  ^iew   of  days  to  come,  that  was  not  sad ; 
As  sad  as  life  with  all  its  hopes  resignM, 
As  sad  as  aogbt  but  guilt  can  make  mankind. 

With  lutter  grief  (he  pleasures  she  reviewM 
Of  early  hope,  with  innocence  pursued, 
Wfieb  she  began  to  love,  and  he  was  fond  and  good : 
Be  now  must  die,  she  heard  from  every  tongue— 
Die,  and  so  thoughtless !  perish,  and  so  young ! 
^  Brave,  kind,  and  generous,  tender,  constant,  true,  • 
'And  he  must  diO'T-then  will  I  perish  too ! 

A  thousand  actsin  every  age  will  prove 
Women  are  valiant  in  a  cause  they  love ; 
If  fate  the  &voiur'd  swain  in  danger  place. 
They  heed  not  danger — ^perib  they  embrace ; 
Tliey  dare  the  worTd's  contempt,  they  brave  ihetr 

iiame*s  disgrace ; 
Tb^y  on  the  ocean  meet  its  wild  alahns, 
Tliey  search  the  dungeon  with  extended  anok ; 
The  utmost  trial  of  £eir  fiuth  they  provei 
And  yield  the  bver  to  assert  their  love. 

Jamev  knew  his  power-^his  feelings  were  not 
Hferey  he  sold,  and  she  must  pay  the  price : 
If  his  good  lord  forbore  to  urge  their  late. 
And  he  the  utmost  of  their  guilt  to  state,  , 
TIm  /elons  might  their  forfeit  lives  redeem. 
And  in  their  oountry*a  cause  regain  esteem ; 
But  nevermore  that  man,  whom  he  had  shame 
To  call  his  brother,  must  she  see  or  name. 

Radiel  was  meek,  but  she  had  firmness  too». 
And  reasoned  much  on  what  she  ought  to  do : 
In   Robert's  pUoe,  «he  knew  what  she  should 


Bat  lift  was  not  the  thing  she  fear*d  to  lose : 
She  knew  that  she  oould  not  their  contract  break. 
Nor  fi>r  her  life  a  new  enffagement  make. 
But  he  was  man,  and  guilty,— death  so  near 
Blight  ncyt  to  his  as  to  her  mind  appear ; 
And  he  might  wish,  to  spare  that  forfeit  life, 
llie  Inaid  he  loved  might  be  his  brother's  wi&,  • 
Althaii|rh  that  brother  was  his  bitter  foe, 
And  he  most  all  the  sweets  of  life  lorego. 

Una  would  she  try, — Intent  on  this  alone, 
She  eoold  assume  a  calm  and  settled  tone : 
She  spake  with  fSrmness— **  I  will  Robert  see, 
Knew  what  he  wishes,  and  what  I  must  be  ;** 
For  James  had  now  discoverM  to  the  maid 
His  inmost  heart,  and  how  he  mnst  be  paid. 
If  he  bis  lord  would  soften,  and  would  hide 
The  facts  that  must  the  culprit's  fkte  decide. 
"Go  not,**  he  said,— for  she  her  full  intent 

Proclaimed To  go  she  purposed,  and  she  went : 

GBie  took  a  guide,  and  went  with  purpose  stern 
The  secret  wishes  of  her  friend  to  leafn. 

She  saw  hiri)  fetterM,  full  of  grief,  alohe, 

fliai  as  the  dead,  and  he  suppress'd  a  groan 

At  her  appearance— No^  she  pTay'd  fhr  strength ; 

And  the  sad  ooufde  oould  oonverse  at  length.         1 


It  was -a  scene  that  shook  her  to  repeat,-— 

Life  fought  with  love,  both  powerful,  and  both  sweet 

•*  Wilt  thou  die,  Robert,  or  preserve  thy  life ! 
Shall  I  be  thine  own  maid,  or  James's  wife  ?*' 

•*  His  wife !    Nd !— Never  will  I  thee  reei^p— 

No,  Rachel,  no!" ^**Then  am  I  ever  thme: 

I  know  thee  rash  and  guilty, — but  to  thee 
I  pledged  my  vow,  and  thine  will  ever  be : 
Yet  think  again,— the  life  that  God  has  lent 
Is  thine,  but  not  to  cast  aw^. — Consent, 
If 't  is  thy  wish ;  for  this  I  made  my  win^ 
To  thy  distress — Coaunandt  end  I  Aey, 

Perhaps  my  brother  may  have  gained  thy  heait!"— 
Then  why  this  visit,  if  I  wish'd  to  part  ? 
Was  it,  ah,  man  ungtatefhl !  wise  to  make 
Effort  like  this,  to  hazard  for  thy  sake 
A  spotless  Imputation,  and  to  be 
A  suppliant  to  that  stem  man  for  thee  7 
But  I  forgive,<«-*thy  spirit  has  been  tried. 
And  thott  art  weak,  but  still  thoa  must  decide 

I  ask'd  thy  brother,  James,  wouldst  thou  command, 
Without  (he  loving  hearty  (he  obedient  hand  7 
I  ask  thee,  Robert,  Wer,  canst  thou  part 
With  this  poor  hand,  when  master  of  the  heart  1 
He  answer'd^  •  Yes  T' — I  tarry  thy  reply, 
Reeign'd  with  him  tp  live,  content  with  thee  to  die.** 

Assured  of  thisi  with  spirits  low  and  tame, 

Here  fife  so  purchased— there  a  death  of  shame ; 

Death  once  his  merriment,  but  no^  his  dread, 

And  he  with  terror  thought  upon  the  dead  t 

**  O !  sure  t  is  better  to  endure  the  care 

And  pain  of  Kfe,  than  go  we  know  not  where  !— 

And  IS  there  not  the  dreaded  hell  fer  sin. 

Or  is  it  onlv  thitT  I  feel  within  ? 

That,  if  it  lasted,  no  man  would  sustain. 

But  would  by  any  change  relieve  the  pain : 

Fornve  me,  love  !  it  is  a  loathsome  thing 

To  uve  not  thine ;  but  still  this  dreaded  sting 

Of  death  torments  me— I  to  nature  cli 

Oo,  aujd  be  his — but  love  him  not,  be  i 

Go,  leve  him  not, — and  I  will  life  endure: 

He,  too,  is  mortal !" ^Rachel  deeply  sigh*d. 

But  would  no  more  oonverse :  she  had  complied. 
And  wits  no  longer  ftee— she  was  his  brother*! 
bride. 

«*  Farewell  !*'  she  said,  with  kindness,  but  not  fend. 

Feeling  the  pressure  of  the  recent  bond, 

And  put  her  tenderness  apart  to  rive 

Advice  to  one  who  so  desired  to  live : 

She  then  departed,  join'd  the  attefiding  guide. 

Reflected — wept — was  sad — was  satisfied. 

James  on  her  worth  and  virtue  could  depend,-* 
He  tisten'd  gladly  to  her  story's  end  : 
Again  be  promised  Robert's  life  to  savie. 
And  daim'd  the  hand  that  she  in  payment  gaveu 

Robert,  when  death  no  longer  was  in  view, 
Scorn'd  what  was  done,  but  could  not  this  undo  ; 
The  day  appointed  fer  the  trial  near. 
He  view'd  with  shame,  and  not  unmiz'd  with 
ftw,- 
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James  miglit  deoeiTe  him ;  and,  if  not,  the  sehemfle 
Of  men  may  iail^ Can  I  depend  on  Jametf  7    ^ 

He  might ;  for  now  (he  grievouB  price  w«s  paid~ 
James  lo  the  altar  led  the  Tictkn  maid, 
And  ffave  the  trembling  girl  hia  ftithful  word 
For  Robert's  safety,  and  00  gave  my  lord.' 

But  this,  UDd  all  the  promise  hope  oould  gire, 
Gilded  not  life— it  was  not  joy  to  live ; 
There  was  no  smile  in  Rachel,  nothing  gay ; 
The  hours  pass'd  oS,  bift  never  danced  away. 

When  drew  the  gloomy  day  for  trial  near. 
There  came  k  note  to  Robert—**  Banish  fear  !*'  ' 
He  knew  whence  safety  caroe^ — his  terror  fled. 
Bat  rage  and  vengeance  fill'd  hi*  soul  instead. 


A  stronger  fear  in  his  oompamoiis 

The  day  of  trial  on  their  hopes  might  dose  t 

They  had  no  brothers,  none  to  intercede 

For  them,  their  friends  suspected,  and  in  need  ,* 

Scatter*d,  they  judged,  andvcoold  "Unite  no  more,-^ 

Not  so,  (hey  then  were  at  the  prison  door. 

For  some  had  met  who  sought  the  haunts  they  loved, 
And  were  to  pity  and  to  vengeance  moved : 
Their  fellows  perish !  and  they  see  thdr  fall,— 
Why  not  attempt  the  steep  but  guardless-wail  ? 

Attempt  was  made,  his  part  assignM  each  man. 
And  they  succeeded  in  the  desperate  plan ; 
In  truth,  a  purposed  mercy  smoothed  their  way. 
But  ^hat  they  knew  not— «11  triumphant  they. 
Safe  in  their  well-known  haunts,  they  all  prepared 
To  plan  anew,  and  show  how  much  they  dared. 

With  joy  the  troubled  heart  of  Robert  beat, 
For  life  was  his,  and  liberty  was  sweet ;  . 

He  looked  around  in  freedom ^in  delight  7 

O!  no — his  Rachel  was  another's  right! 
**  Right ! — ^has  he  then  preserved  me  in  the  day 
.  Of  my  distress  7 — He  has  the  lovely  pay ! 
But  I  no  freedom  at  the  slaveys  request. 
The  price  I  paid  shall  then  be  repossess'd ! 
Ahs !  her  virtue  and  the  law  prevent, 
Force  cannot  be,  and  she  will  not  consent ; 
But  were  that  brother  gone  \ — A  brother  7  No ! 
A  circumventor  !-*and  the  wretch  shall  go ! 
Yet  not  this  hand^How  shifts  about  my  nuad, 
Ungovem'd,  guideless,  drifting  in  the  wind, 
And  I  am  alia  tempest,  whirT'd  around 
By  dreadful  thougnts,  that  fright  me  and  cod- 

found ; — 
I  would  I  saw  him  on  the  earth  laid  low  ! 
I  wish  the  fete,  but  must  not  give  the  blow !" 

80  thinks  a  man  when  thoughtful  {  he  prefen 
A  life  of  peace  till  man  his  anger  stirs, 
Then  all  the  efforts  of  his  reason  cease, 
And  he  fergets  how  pleasant  was  that  peace , 
TUl  the  wild  jMssions  what  they  sedc  obtain, 
And  then  he  sinks  into  his  oalm  again. 

•  Now  met  the  lawless  clsn»-^n  seciet  met, 
And  down  at  their  convivial  board  were  set; 


The  plan  m  view  to  past  adventures  led. 

And  the  past  conflicts  present  anger  bred ; 

They  sigh'd  ^^r  pleasures  gone,  they  groan'd  te 

heroes  dead : 
Their  ancient  stored  were  rifled,->-strong  desires 
Awaked,  and  wine  rekindled  latent  fires. 

It  was  a  night  such  bold  desires  to  move; 
Strong  wmds  and  wintry  torrents  fiiJ'd  the  grove ; 
The  crackling  boughs  that  in  the  forest  fell. 
The  cawing  rooks,  the  cur's  afirighten'd  yell ; 
The  scenes  above  the  wood,  the  floods  below. 
Were  mix'd,  and  none  the  single  sound  oould  know ; 
.**Loud  blow  the  blasts,"  t^ey  cried,  **and  Call  m 
as  they  blow." 

In  such  a  night— and  then  the  heroes  told 
What  had  been  done  in  better  time»  of  old ; 
How  they  had  conquer'd  all  opposed  to  them. 
By  ferce  in  part,  in  part  by  stratagem ; 
And  aa  the  tales  inflamed  the  fiery  crew. 
What  had  been  done  they  then  prepared  to  do ; 
*«  'T  is  a  last  night  I"  they  said— the  angry  blast 
And  roarin^flwMls  seem'd  answering  **  ^  »  a  last!" 

James  knew  they  met,  fer  he  had  spies  abont. 
Grave,  sober  men,  whom  none  presumed  to  doubt  • 
For  if  suspected,  they  had 'soon  been  tried 
Where  fears  are  evicfence,  and  doubts  de(3de: 
But  these  escaped-^— Now  James  companions  took| 
Sturdy  and  bold,  with  terror<9Btirring  look ; 
He  had  befere,  by  in^innations  led. 
Left  the  afflicted  p&rther  of  his  bed ; 
Awaked  his  men,  and  through  plantations  wide, 
Deep  woods,  and  trackless  lii^f,  had  been  ^Vieu 

guide; 
And  then  retum'd  td  wake  the'  pitying  wife,. 
And' hear  her  tender  terrors  for  his  life. 

But  in  this  night  a  aure  infermer  came. 
They  were  assembled  who  attacked  his  game ; 
Who  more  than  once  had  through  the  park  inadi 

wa^i 
And  slam  the  d^pled  breed,  or  Tow'd  to  slay ; 
The  trembling  spy  had  heaitl  the  solemn  vow. 
And  need  and  vengeance  lioth  inspired  them  now. 

The  keeper  early  had  retired  to  rest 

For  brief  repose ; — sad  thoughts  hifi  mind  poaweiM; 

In  his  short  sleep  he  started  fiaxn  his  bed. 

And  ask'd  i«  feoqy's  terror  *"  Is  he  dead  7" 

Theie  was  a  call  below,  when  James  awoket 
Rode  from  his  bed,  add  arms  to  aid  him  took, 
Not  all  defensive ! — t^iere  his  helpers  stood, 
Arm'd  like  himself  and  hastening  to  the  mo^ 

**  Why  this  7"  he  said,  for  Rachel  pour'd  her  tean 

Profuse,  that  spoke^vduntary  fears : 

**  Sleep,  that  sp  early  thou  fer  U9  mayst  wmke^ 

And  we  our  comforts  in  return  may  take ; 

Sleep,  and  ferewell !"  he  said,  and  took  his  way. 

And  the  sad  wife  in  neither  could  obey ; 

Bhe  slept  not  nor  well  fared,  but  restless  dwelt 

On  her  past  life,  and  past  afflictionn  felt ; 

Tbs  man  she  kyved  the  brother  and  the  fee 

Of  him  she  married i — ^It  had  wzo«gh(  her  wo;  . 
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Kot  that  bIm  ]ot?ed  but  ]»tR<),  and  that  now 
WiBi  io  she  fearM,  mfnn|^einent  of  her  Vow : 
Janea  tno  was  civil,  though  she  miMt  confew 
That  his  was  not  her  kind  of  happiness ; 
T\Mt  be  would  shoot  the  man  who  shot  a  hare 
Was  what  her  timid  conscience  could  not  bear ; 
But  still  she  lored  him — wonderM  where  he  straj'd 
In  this  loud  ni^ht  I'  and  if  he  w6re  afraid. 

M<Ae  tfaanjone  boor  she  thou^fht,  and  dropping  then 
In  sudden  sleep,  oried  loudly  ^  Spare  him,  men  I 
And  do  no  murder  !^ — then  awake()  she  jrose, 
And  thought  no  more  of.  ifjing  for  repose. 

Tww  pa«t  the  dted  of  night,  when  everj  soimd 
That  nature  mingles  might  be  heard  around  :• 
But  none  from  man,— man^  &eble  voice  was  hnsh*d, 
Wh^  rivers  swelling  roar'd,  and  woodi  were 

omsh^d ; 
Hurried  by  these,  the  wife  could  sit  no  more^ 
Bat  must  the  terrors  of  the  night  explore: 

80%  nhe  left  her  door,  her  garden  gate,  * 
And  seemM  as  then  committed  to  hei  fate ; 
To  iBvery  horrid  thought  and  doubt  a  prey, 
She  harried  on,  already  lost  her  way ; 
Oft  as  she  g'lided  on  in  thikt  sad  night, 
She  8topp*d  to  lisbn,  and  she  lookM  for  Kght ; 
Ad  hour  she  wander*^,  and  Was  still  to  leam 
Aoght  of  her  husband's  safety  or  return : 
A  sadden  break  of  heavy  clouds  could  show 
.  A  place  she  knew  not,  but  she  strove  to  know  i 
Still  farther  on  'she  crept  with  trembling  feet, 
With  hope  a  friend,  with  fear  a  fb6  to  meetT 
And  there  was  something  fearful  in  the  sight, 
And  in  the  sound  of  what  appear*d  to-night; 
For  now,  of  >nfght  and  nervous  temsr  bred, 
Arose  a  strong  and  supevstitious  dread ; 
She  heard  strongs  noises,  and  (be  shapes  she  saw 
Of  &ncied  beings  bound  her  qpol  in  awe. 

The  mocm  woa^  risen,  and  she  sometimes  shone 
llirough  thick  white'  clouds  ti^at  flew  tumultuoui 

Passing  beqeath  her  with  an  eagle's  speed, 
That  Iwr  sofl  light  imprison*d  and  then  freed : 
The  fitful  glimmering  theough  the  hedge.row  green 
Otve  a  strange  beauty  to  the  changing  scene ;    ^ 
And  roaring  winds  and  ctishing  waters  lent 
Their  mingled  voioe  that  to  the  spirit  went 

To  these  she  listen'd ;  hut  new  sounds  were  beard ; 
And  sight  more  startling  to  her  soul  appeared ; 
There 'were  low  Iengtlu;n*d  tones  with  sobs  be- 


And  near  at  hand,  but  nothing  yet  was  seen ; 
She  harried  on,  and  •*  Who  is  there  7"  she  cried, 
"A  dying  wretch !'* — was  from  the  earth  teplied. 

It  was  her  lover,  was  the  man  she  gave, 

The  price  she  paid,  himself  from  death  to  save ; 


With  whom,  expiring,  she  must  knec|  and  pray, 
While  the  soul  flitted  fron?  the  shivering  clay 
That  pressM  the  dewy  ground,  and  bled  its  li^ 
away ! 

This  was  the  part  that  duty  bad  bcf  take. 
Instant  and  ere  ^her  feelings  were  awake ; 
But  now  they-  waked  to  anguish  { ^there  came  then, 
Harrying  with  lights,  loud-speaking,  eager  men. 
*^  Ana  here,  my  lord,  we  met-^And  who  is  here 
The  keeper's  wife— Ah  \  woman  go  not  near  i 
There  lies' the  man  that  was  the -head  of  all — 
See,  in  his  temples  went  the  fatal  ball ! 
And  Janles  that  instant,  who  was  then  our  guide, 
Felt  in  his  heart  the  adverse  shot,  and  died  ! 
It  was  a  sadden  meeting,  and  the  light 
Of  a  dull  moon  made  indistinct  our  fight ; 
He  fbremoist  fell ! — But  see,  the  #oman  cre^pe 
Like  a  leM  thing,  that  wanders'as  she  sleeps. 
See,  here  ber  hysband*s  body — but  she  knows 
Tb^t  other  dead !  and  that  her  action  shows. 
}lachel !  why  look  you  at  your  mortal  fbc  1 
She  does  not  hear  us — Whither  will  she  go  7** 

Now,  more  attentive,  on  the  dead  they  gazed. 
And  tftey  were  brothers :  sorrowing  onp  amazed. 
On  all  a  momentary  silence  came^ 
A  common  soflness,  and  a  moral  shame. 

**  SjjDized  you  the  poachers  1^  said  my  lord—**  ^I*^T 

fled. 
And  we  pursued  not^-one  of  them  was  dead. 
And  one  of  us ;  they  hyrried  through  the  woisd. 
Two  lives  were  gone,  and  we  no  more  pursued. 
Two  lives  of  men,  of  valiant  brothera  lost ! 
Enough,  niy  lord,  do  horee  and  pheasants  cost  T* 

86  many  thought,  and. there  is  found  a  heart 
To  dvml  upon  the  deaths  of  either  part ; 
Since  this  their  morals  have  beeii  more  correct, 
The  cruel  spirit  in  the  phee  is  check*d  ; 
His  lordship  holds  not  in  such  sadred  care. 
Nor  takes  such  dreadfbl  vengeance  for  a  hare ; 
The  smugglers  fear,  the  poacher  stands  in  awe 
Of  Heaven*s  own  act,  and  reverence  the  law ; 
There  was,  there  is  a  terror  in  the  place 
That  operates  on  man*s  offending  race ; 
Such  acts  will  stamp  their  moraFon  the  soul,     , 
And  while  the  bad  they  threaten  and  control,    - 
Will  to  tb®  pious  and  the  humble  say, 
Yours  is  the  right,  the  safe,  the  certain  way, 
T  is  wisdom  to  be  good,  *t  is  virtue  to  obey. 

So  Rachel  thinks,  the  pure,  the  good,  the  meek. 

Whose  outward  acts  the  ipward  purpose  speak ; 

As  men  will  children  at  their  sports  behold. 

And  smile  to  see  them,  though  unmoved  and  cofdt 

Smile  at  the  recollected  games,  and  then 

Depart  and  mix  in  the  affairs  of  men ; 

So.  Rachel  looks  upon  the  world,  and  sees 

It  cannot  longer  pain  her,  longer  please. 

But  Just  detain  the  passing  thought,  or  cause 

A  gentle  wnile  at  pity  or  applause ; 

And  then  the  recollected  soul  xepairs 

Htr  slumbering  hope,  and  heeds  her  own  afiaimiV 
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BOOK  XXII. 


THE  VISIT  CONCLUDED. 

Richard  prepares  to  depcurfc — ^Visit  to  die  Rector^- 
Hia  Recejition^Visit  to  the  Sirtem^Their  pre- 
■ent  Situation— The  Morning  of  the  last  Day— 
The  Confercnoe  of  the  Brothers— Their  Excur- 
sion— Richard  dissatisfied — ^The  Brother  %zpos. 
tulates— The  Eod  of  tlieir  Ride,  and.  of  the 
Day's  Business — CdncJusion. 


•  No  letters,  Tom  T  said  Richard—**  None  to4ay.* 
'« Excuse  me.  Brother,  I  must  now  away ; 
Matilda  never  in  her  life  so  long 

DeftrrM — Alas !  there  must  be  something  wroi^  !* 

*  Comfort  !**  said  George,  and  all  he  could  he  len^ ; 
■*  Wait  till  your  promised  day,  anci  I  consent ; ' 

.Two  days,  ai»d  those  of  hope,  may  cheerfully  be 
spent 

And  keep  yonr  purpose,  to  review  the  place. 
My  choice ;  and  I  beseech  you  do  it  grace : 
Mark  each  apartment,  their  proportions  learn. 
And  either  use  or  elegance  discern ; 
Look  o'er  the  land,  the  gardens,  and  their  wall» 
Find  out  the  something  to  admire  in  all ; 
And  should  you  praise  them  in  a  knowing  style, 
I  *U  take  it  kindly— it  is  well— a  smile." 


Richard  ipust  now  his  morning  visits  pay, 
And  bid  farewell !  for  he  must  go  away. 


He  sought  the  Rector  first,  not  lately 

For  &e  had  absent  from  his  parish  been  ; 

*'  Farewell  !*'  the  younger  man  with  feeling  dried, 

-*  Farewell !"  the  cokl  but  worthy  priest  replied ; 

"When  do  yon  leave  us  ?" — **  I  have  days  but  two :' 

•*  'T  is  a  short  time— but,  well-^dieo,  adieu !" 

**■  Now  here  is  one/*  said  Richard,  as  he  went 
To  the  next  friend  in  pensive  discontent, 
**  Witli  whom  I  sate  in  social,  friendly  case, 
Whom  I  respected,  whom  I  wisb*d  to  please ; 
Whose  love  profess'd,  I  qoestion'd  not  was  trtie. 
And  now  to  hear  his  heartless,  *  Well !  adieu  !* 
But  *t  is  not  well — and  he  a  man  of  sense. 
Grave,  but  yet  looking  strong  benevolence ; 
Whose  slight  acerbity  and  roughness  told  , 
To  his  advantage ;  yet  the  man  is  cold ; 
Nqr  will  he  know,  when  rising  in  the  morn. 
That  such  a  being  to  the  worra  was  born. 

Are  such  the'  friendships  we  contract  in  life  ?  ' 
0 1  give  me  then  the  friendship  of  a  wife ! 
Adieus,  nay,  parting-pains  tQ  us  are  sw^t, 
Th^  make  so  glad  the  momenta  when  we  meet 

For  though  we  look  not  for  regard  intense. 
Or  Warm  professions  in  a  man  of  sense, 
Tet  in' the  daily  intercourse  of  mind 
^  I  thought  that  feund  iHiich  I  desired  to  find, 
Peeling  arn^  frankness — ^thus  it  seem*d  td  me. 
Ana  aacii  farewell !— Well,  Rector,  Jet  it  be  !*^ 


Of  the  fkir  sisters  then  he  todk^is  teave. 
Forget  he  could  not,  he  must  th^k  and  giievo^ 
Must  the  impression  of  their  wrongs  retain. 
Their  very  patience  adding  tq  his  pain  ; 
And  still  the  better  they  their  sorrows  bore, 
His  friendly  nature  made  him  feel  them  more. 
He  Judged  they  must  have  many.a  heavy  hour 
When  the  mind  suffers  from  a  want  of  power  ; 
When  troubled  loqg  w»  find  our  strength  decayed. 
And  cannot  then  recall  our  better  aid ; 
For  to  the  mind,  ere  yet  that  aid  has  down. 
Grief  has  possessed,  and  made  it  all  his  own ; 
And  patience  suffers,  till,  with  gathered  might. 
The  scatterM  fertes  of  .the  soul  unite.  ' 

But  few  and  short  such  times  of  soffering  were 
In  Lucy's  mind,  and  brief  the  reign  of  care. 

Jane  bad,  indeed,  her  flights,  but  had  in  them 
What  we  could  pity  hut  must  not  condemn ; 
For  they  were  always  pure  and  ofi  subliirte. 
And  such  as  triumph'd  over  earth  and  tinsfli^ 
Thoughts  of  eternal  love  that  souls  possesa, 
Foretaste  divine  of  Heaven^s  own  happineaa, 

Ofi  had  he  jveen  them,  and  esteem  had  sprang     . 
In  his  firee  mind  for  maids  so  sad  and  young. 
So  good  Ind  grieving,, and  his  place  was  high 
In  their  esteem,  his  friendly  brother's  nigh. 
But  yet  beneath ;  and  when  he  said  adieu ! 
Their  tone  was  kind,  and  was  responsive  too. 

Parting  was  painful ;  when  adieu  he  cried, 

**  You  will  rctdm  ?"  the  gentle  girls  replied; 

*•  Yon  must  return  !  your  Brother  know&  yea  iKnr, 

But  to  exist  without  you  knows  not  how ; 

Has  he  not  told  us  of  the  lively  joy 

He  takes — fergive  us — ^in  the  Brother-boy  ? 

He  is  alone  and  pensive';  you  can  give 

Pleasure  to  one  by  whom 'a  number  live 

In  daily  coipfort— sure  for  this  you  met. 

That  fer  his  debtors  you  might  pay  a  debt — 

The  poor  are  call'd  ungrateful,  but  you  still 

Will  have  their  thanks  fer.  this— indeed  yoa  wiO.** 

Richard  but  little  said,  fer  he  of  late 
H6ld  with  himself  contention  and  debate. 

**  My  brother  loves  me,  his  regard!  know,    s 
But  will  not  such  affection  weary  grow  T 
He  kindly  says, '  defer  the  parting  day,* 
But  yet  may  wish  me' in  his  heart  away^;     - 
Nothing  but  kindness  I  in  him  perceive, 
In'me  ^  ie  kindness  then  to  take  my^eave ; 
Why  should  I  grieve  if  he  should  weary  be  ? 
There  have  been  visiters  who  wearied  me ; 
He  yet  may  love,'  and  we  may  part  in  peace. 
Nay,  in  afiection — novelty  most  oease — 
Man  is  but  man  ;  the  thing  he  most  desires 
Pleases  awhile--then  pleases  not — then  tires ; 
George  to  his  former  habits  and  his  friends 
Will  now  return,  and  so  my  visit  ends." 

Thus  Richard  communes  with  his  heart ;  bat  atlO 
He  fennd  opposed  his  reason  and  his  win, 
Found  that  bis  thoughts  were  busy  in  this  traist 
And  he  Was  strivipg  tb  be  calm  in  vain. 
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Then  thvoghte  vrett  pttvinp  while  he  yet  forbore 
-    To  leave  the  friendfe  whom  he  might  see  no  more. 

j{  Then  came  a  cinibby  child  mid  sought  relief, 
Sobl^ing  in  alljlhe  impotence  of  grief; 
A  fuK  fed  girl  she  wu9,>ith  rifrfdy  check. 
And  features  coarse,  that  grrosser  r«;dlings  spea^, 
To  wliora  aooUier  miss,  with  passions  strong, 
And' slender  iist,  had  doile  some  baby- wrong. 
On  Locy^s  gentle  mind  bad  Barlow  wrought 
To  teaoh  this  otiild,  whom  she  had  labou|in|r  taught 
WitI)  unpaid  love— this  unpreductive  brain 
Would  little  comprehend,  and  leas  retain.       * 

A  fermer's  daughter,  with  redundant  health. 
And  double  Lucy's  weight  and  Lucy's  wealth,   . 
Had  Won  the  man's  regard,  and  he  with  hec 
Possess'd  the  treasure  vui^r  minds  prefer  'r, 
A  man  of  thrift,  and  thrivu^g;  he  poesess'd 
What  he  eBteem'4  of  earthly  good  the  best ; 
And  Lucy's  well-atored  mind  had  hot  a  charm 
For  this  true  lover  of  the  welI-«tock'd  farm, 
Thia  felave  to  petty  jvealtb  and  rustic  toil, 
This  earth-devoted  wooer  of  the  soil : — 
But  sha  with  meekness  took  the  wayward  child, 
And  sought^  make  the  savage  nature  mild. 


Bnt^  Jane  her  judgment  with  decision  gfa^ 
*  Train  not  an  idiot  to  oblige^a  slave.'* 

,  And  where  is  Bloomer  ?  Richard  would  have  said. 
But  he  was  cautious,  feeling,  and  aJfraid ;         -     - 
And  little  either  of  the  hero  knew, 
And  little  sought — He  might  be  married  too. 

Now  to  his  home,  the  morning  visits  past, 
Returu'd  the  guest — that  evening  was  his  last 

He  met  his  brother,  and  (hey  spoke  of  those 
fVom  whom  his  comforts  in  the  village  rose ; 
Spoke  of  the  favourites,  whom  so  good  and  kind 
It  was  peculiar  happiness  to  find : 
Then  for  the  sisters  in  their  griefs  they  felt. 
And,  sad  themselves,  on  saddening  subjects  dwelt 

But  George  was  willing  all  this  wo  to  spare, 
At^  let  to.morrow  be  to-morrow's  care : 
Hb  of  his  purchase  talk*d — a  thing  of  course, 
Ab  men  will  boldly  praise  a  new-lKraght  horse. 

fticfaard  was  not  to  all  its  beauty  blind, 

And  promised  still  to  seek  with  hope  to'  find :     ' 

••  The  price  indeed " 

"  Yes,  that"  «iid  Georgb,  ••  is  high ; 
Bot  if  I  bought  not  one  waa  sure  to  buy, 
Who  might  the  social  comfbrta  we  enjoy, 
And  every  comfort  lessen  or  destroy. 

We  must  not  always  reokoo  what  we  give. 
Bat  think  how  precious  't  is  in  peace  to  live ;    ' 
£k>me  neighbour  Nimrod  might  in  very  pride 
Have  stirr'd  my  anger,  and  have  then  defied  ^ 
Or  worse,  have  loved,  and  teased  me  to  excess 
By  his  kind  care  to  give  me  happiness ; 
Or  might  his  lady  and  her  daugnter  bring 
To  raise  my  spirits,  to  converse,  and  sing  t 
'T  was  not  the  benefits  alone  I  view'd. 
Bat  taught  what  horri4  things  I  might  exclude. 


Some  party  roan  might  heHi  have  sat  him  down. 
Some  country  champion,  railing  at  the  crown. 
Or  some  true  courtier,  both  prepared  to  prove, 
VVho  loved  not  them,  could  not-  their  coufitry  love  * 
K  w«  have  value  for  our  health  and  ease. 
Should  we  not  bi^  off  enemies  like  these  ?** 

So  pass'd  the  evening ^in  a  quiet  way, 
Wlien,  lo !  tho  morning  of  the  parting  day. 

Each  to  die  table,  went  with  clouded  look, 
And  George  in  silence  gazed  upon  a  book ; . 
Something  that  chancy  had.offer'd  to  his  view<— 
lie  knfw  net  what  or  cared  not  if  be  knew. 

Richatd  his  hand  upon  a  paper  laid, — 

EQs  vacant  eye  upon  the  carpet  stray 'd ; 

His  tongue  was  talking  something  of  the  day. 

And  hia  v6x*d  mind  was  wandering  on  his  way. 

They  spake  by  fits, — but  neither  had  concern 

In  the  renires, — they  nothing  wish'd  (o  learn, 

Nor  to  relate ;  each  sat  as  one  who  tries 

To  baffle  sadnesses  and  sympathies : 

£ach  of  his  Brother  took  a  steady  view, — * ' 

As  actor  he,  and  as  observer  too. 

Richard,  whose  heart  was  ever  fre^  and  frank, 

Hod  now  a  trial,  and  before  it  sank  : 

He  thought  his  Brother — parting  now  so  near^ 

Appeared  not  as  his  Brother  should  a|)pear ; 

He  could  as  much  of  tenderness  remark 

When  parting  for  a  ramble  in  the  park. 

**  Yet  1b  it  JDst  r  he  thought ;  **  and  would  I  see 
My  Brother  wretched  but  to  part  with  me  ?  * 
What  can  he  further  in  my  mind  explore  ? 
He  saw  enough,  and  he  would  see  no  more  i 
Happy  himself,  he  wishes  now  to  slide   '  * 

Back  to  his  habits He  is  satisfied ; 

But  I  am  not— -this  cannot  bef  denied! 

He  has  been  kind,— so  let  roe  think  him  still ; 
Yet  he  expresses  not  a  wish,  a  will, 
To  meet  again  '."——And 'thus  Afibction  strove 
With  prid^  and  petulance  made  war  ota  love : 
He  thought  his  Brother  oool-:-he  knew  him  kind- 
And  there  was  ton  division  in  his  mhid. 

**  Hours  yet  remain, — 'tis  misery  to  sit 
With  minds  for  conversation  all  unfit ; . 
No  evil  can  from  cJiange  of  place  arise. 
And  good  will  spring  from  air  and  exercise : 
Suppose  I  take  the  purposed  ride  with  you. 
And  guide  your  jaded  praise  to  objects  new. 

That  buyers  see  ?" 

And  Richard  gave  asaeot 
Without  resistance,  and  without  intent : 
He  liked  not  nor  declined, — and  forth  the  Brotfacn 
went 

Come,  my  dear  Richard !  let  us  cast  away 
All  evil  thoughts, — let  us  forget  the  day. 
And  fight  like  men  with  grief  till  we  like  boys  ar^ 
gay." 

Thus  George,— and  even  this  in  Richard's  mind 
Was  iodged  an  efibrt  rather  wise  than  kind ; 
This  flow'd  from  something  he  observed  of  late, 
Ai)d  he  could  feel  it  but  be  eooU  not  state ; 
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He  thought  mnae  change  appear'd,— yet  fail'd  to 

Even  as  he  tried,  abatement  in  the  loVe ; 
But  in  bia  Brother's  manner  was  restraint 
That  he  coaM  feel,  and  jet  he  could  not  paipt^ 

That  they  should  part  in  peace  fuU'well  he  knew, 
But  mueh  he  iearM  to  part  with  cfwlness  too : 
George  had.  been  pecTish  when  the  subject  rose. 
And  never  faiPd  the  parting  tg  oppose ; 
Name  it,  and'  straight  his  Matures  cloudy  grew    - 
To  stop  the  journey  as  the  clouds  wili  do^* 
And  thus  they  rodeclong'in  ptnsive  mood, 
Their  thoughts  pursuing,  by  their  cares  poraaed. 

'Richard !"  said  George,  ••  I  see  ft  is  in  vain 
By  love  or  prayer  my  Brother  to  retain ; 
And,  truth  to  tell,  it  was  a  foolish  tfainjgr 
A  man  like  thee  from  thy  repose  to  bnng. 
Ours  tp  disturb— Say,  how  am  I  to  live 
Without  the  comforts  thou  art  wont  to  give  7 
How  wUl  the  heavy  hours  my  mind  mict,'- 
No  one  t*  agree,  no  one  to  pontradict. 
None  to  awake,  excite  me^  or  prevent. 
To  Jiear  a  tale,  or  hold  an  argument, 
To  help  my  worship  in  a  case  of  doiubt,  . 
And  bring  me  in  my  blunders  fiiirly  out 

Who  now  by  manners  lively  or  serene 
Comes  between  me  and  sorrow  like  a  screen. 
And  giving,  what  I  IpokM  not  to  haye  founds 
A  care,  an  interest  in  the  world  around  7** 

Silent  was  Richard,  striving  to  adjust 

His  thoughts  for  speech, — for  speak,  be  thought, 

be  must: 
Something  like  war  withtn^iie  bosom  strove*-   ' 
His  mild,  kind  nature,  and  his  proud  self-love': 
Gratofbl  he  was,  and  with  bi^  courage  meek, — 
But  he  was  hurt,  and  he  resolved  to  speak. 

**  Yes,  my  dear  Brother !  from  my  squl  I  grieve 
Thee  and  the  proofs  of  thy  regard  to  leave : 
ThQtt  hast  been  all  that  I  could  wiiifa,-Hny  pride 
Emltato  find  that  I  ant  thus  allied: 
Yet  to  express  a  feeling,  how  it  cam^ 
The  pain  it  gives,  its  nature  and  its  name, 
I  know  not, — but  of  late  I  will  confess, 
Not  thxt  thy  love  is  little,  but  u  less. 

Hadst  thou  i^ceivcd  me  in  thy  present  mood. 
Sure  I  had  held  thee  to  be  kind  and  good ; 
Bi|t  thou  wert  all  the  warmest  heart  oould  state. 
Affection  dream,  or  hope  anticipate ; 
I  must  have  wearied  thee,  yet,  day  by  dav, — 
*  Stay  V  said  my  Brother,  and  *t  was  good  Co  s^y ; 
But  now,  forgive  me,  thinking  1  perceive 
(Change  undefined,  and  as  I  Uiink  I  grieve. 

llave  I  offended  7-^Proud  although  I  be,  ' 
1  will  be  jiumble,  and  concede  to  thee  : 
Have  I  intruded  on  thee  when  thy  mind 
Was  vex*d,  and  then  to  solitude  inclined  ?  " 
O I  there  are  times  when  aU  things  will  molest 
Minds  so  disposed,  so  heavy,  so  oppressM ; 
And  thine,  I  know,  is  delicate  and  nice, 
Sickeniag  at  folly,  and  at  war  with  vice : 


Then,  at  a  time  when  thou  wert  vex'd  with  theM 
I  have  intruded,  let  afiEection  tease. 
And  so  offended.** 

^Richard,  if  thon  hast, 
*T  IS  at  this  instant,  zrothing  hi  the  past : 
No,  thou  art  all  a  Brother^s  love  would  chooae ; 
And,  having  lost  thee,  I  shall  interest  lose 
In  all  that  I  possess :  I  pray  thee  tell 
Wherein  thy  host  has  fail*d  to  please  thee  wdV— 
Do  I  neglect  thy  comforts  7"r- 

"O!  not  thou. 
But  art  tiiyself  uneomfortable  now. 
And  *t  is  m>m  thee  and  from  thjr  looks  I  gain 
This  pamfol  knowledge--*t  is  my  Brother*8  pan; 
And  yet' that  something  in  my  spirit  lives, 
Something  iliat  spleen  excites  and  sorrow  ifiwm, 
I  may  confess^ — for  not  in  tbee  I  trace 
Akme  this  change,  it  is  in  all  the  plaoe : 
Smile  if  thou  wilt  in  scorn,  for  f  am  glad 
A  smile  at  any  rate  is  to  be  had. 

Bat  ^ere  is  Jacques,  who  ever  se^'d  to  treat 
Thy  Brother  kindly  as  we  chanced  to  meet ; 
Nor  with  thee  only  pleased  our  worthy  guide. 
But  in  the  hedge-row  path  and  greenpArood  side^ 
Therefae  would  speak  with  that  familiar  ease 
That  makes  a  trifle,  makes  a  nothing  pie 


But  qow  to  iny  ftfewell, — and'  that  lapoko 

WHh  ho^st  sorrow,-^with  a  careless  took, 

Gaaing  unalter'd  on  ^me  stopid  prose^-- 

His  sermon  for  the  Sunday  I  suppose, — 

•  Going  V  said  he  i  •  why  then  the  'Squire  and  yov 

WUl  pan  at  last^You  *re  going  7— WeU,  ftdieo!* 

Troe,  we  were  not  in  friendship  bound  like  ihom. 

Who  will  adopt  each  other*s  friends  and  foea, 

Without  esteem  or  hatred  of  their  own, — 

But  still  we  were  to  intimacy  grown ; 

And  sure  6f  Jacques  whai  I  had  taken  leave 

It  would  have  grieved  me, — and  it  ought  to  griei^ 

But  I  in  him  could  not  affection  trace,-— 

Careless  he  put  his  sermons  in  their  place, 

With  no  more  feeling  ^an  his  secmon-caae. 

Not  so  those  generous  girls  beyond  the  brook,— 
It  quite  unmanned  me  as  my  leave  I  look. 

But,  my  dear  Br6ther !  when  I  take  at  ni^ht. 
In  my  own  home,  and  in  their  mother's  aight,    - 
By  turns  my  children,  or  together  see 
A  pair  oontcnding  for  the  vacant  knee, 
When  to  Matilda  I  begin  to  tell 
What  in  my  visit  first  and  last  befell— 
Of  this  your  village,  of  her  tower  and  spire. 
And,  above  all,  her  Rector  and  her  *Squire, 
How  will  the  tale  be  marr*d  when  I  shall 
I  left  displeased  the  Brpther  and  the  friend  V 


**  Nay,  Jaoqoes  is  honest — Marry,  he  wi 
Enguged-»>What !  part  an  author  and  Jiis  pea  T 
Just  in  the  fit,  and  ^ben  th*  inspiring  ray 
Shot  on  his  brain,  t*  arrest  it  in  its  way ! 
Come,  thou  shah  see  him  in  an  easier  vein ! 
Nor  of  his  looks  nor  of  his  words  complain  : 
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Artthoa«ontent?*'— 

If  Richard  had  replied, 
**  I  am,**  his  manner  had  his  words  belied  : 
Even  from  his  Brother's  cheer  fulness  he  drew 
Something  to  vex  him — what,  he  scarcely  knew : 
So  he  evading  said,  "  My  evil  fate 
Upon  my  comforts  throws  a  gloom  of  late :  j 

Matilda  writes  not ;  and,  when  last  she  wrote, 
I  read  no  letter — H  was  a  trader's  note, — 
*  Yours  I  received,*  and  all  that  formal  prate 
That  is  so  hateful,  that  she  knows  I  hate. 

Dejection  reigns,  I  feel,  but  cannot  tell 
Why  upon  me  the  dire  infection  fell : 
Madmen  may  say  that  they  alone  are  sane, 
And  all  beside  have  a  disteraper'd  brain ; 
Sonnething  like  this  I  feel, — and  I  includje 
Myself  among  the  frantic  multitude : 
But,  come,  Matilda  writes,  although  but  ill. 
And  home  has  health,  and  that  is  comfort  stilL** 

George  stopt  his  horse,  and  with  the  kindest  look 
Spoke  to  his  Brother,— earnestly  he  spoke, 
As  ooe  who  to  his  friend  his  heHTt  revealfl, 
And  all  the  hazard  with  the  comibrt  feels. 

•*  Soon  as  I  taved  thee,  Richard,— and  I  loved 
Before  my  reason  had  the  will  approved. 
Who  yet  right  early  had  her  sanction  lent. 
And  with  affection  in  her  verdict  went, — 
So  soon  I  felt  that  thus  a  friend  to  gain. 
And  then  4o  lose,  is  but  to  purchase  pain : 
Daily  the  pleasure  grew,  then  sad  the  day 
That  takes  it  all  in  its  increase  away ! 

Patient  thou  wert,  and  kind, — but  well  I  knew 

The  httsband*s  wbhes,  and  the  father*s  too ; 

I  nw  how  check'd  they  were,  and  yet  in  seeret 

grew: 
Once  and  again,  I  urged  thee  to  delay 
Thy  jNirposed  journey,  still  deferr*d  the  day* 
And  still  on  its  approach  the  pain  increased 
Till  my  request  and  thy  compliance  ceased ; 
I  ooald  not  further  thy  affection  task. 
No  more  of  one  so  qelf-resisting  ask ; 
But  yet  to  kiee  thee,  Richard,  and  with  thee 
An  hope  of  social  joys— it  cannot  be. 
Nor  oonld  I  bear  to  meet  thee  as  a  bo^ 
From  schod,  his  parents,  to  obtain  a  joy. 
That  lessens  day  by  day,  and  one  will  soon  destroy. 

No !  I  would  have  thee.  Brother,  all  my  own, 
To  grow  beside  me  as  my  trees  have  grown ; 
For  ever  near  mo,  pleasant  in  my  sight. 
And  hk  my  mind,  my  pride  and  my  delight 

Tet  will  I  tell  thee,  Richard ;  had  I  found 
Thy  mind  dependent  and  thy  heart  unsound, 
Hadst  thou  been  poor,  obsequious,  and  disposed 
With  any  wish  or  measure  to  have  closed, 
Willing  on  me  and  gladly  to  attend. 
The  younger  brother,  the  convenient  friend ; 
Thy  speculation  its  reward  had  made 
Like  other  ventures — ^thou  hadst  gain*d  in  trade ; 
What  reason  urged,  or  Jacques  esteem*d  thy  due, 
Thine  had  it  been,  and  I,  a  trader  too, 
Had  paid  my  debt,  and  home  my  Brother  sent, 
Nor  glad  nor  sorry  that  he  came  or  went ; 
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Who  to  his  wife  and  children  wo|ild  have  toldg 
They  had  an  uncle,  and  the  man  was  old ; 
Till  every  girl  and  hoy  had  learn*d  to  prate 
i  Qf  uncle  George,  his  gout,  and  his  estate. 

I  Thus  had  we  parted ;  but  as  now  thou  art, 
j  I  must  not  lose  thee— No !  I  cannot  part ; 
I  Is  it  in  human  nature  to  consent,' 

To  give  up  all  the  good  that  heaven  has  lent, 

AH  social  ease  and  comfort  to  forego. 

And  live  again  the  solitary  7  No ! 

We  part  no  more,  dear  Richard  !  thou  wilt  need 
Thy  Brother's  help  to  teach  th^  boys  to  read ; 
And  I  should  love  to  hear  Matilda*s  psalm. 
To  keep  my  spirit  in  a  morning  calm. 
And  feel  the  soft  devotion  that  prepares 
The  soul  to  rise  above  its  earthly  cares ; 
Then  thou  and  I,  an  independent  two, 
May  have  our  parties  and  defend  them  too ; 
Thy  liberal  notions,  and  my  loyal  fears. 
Will  give  us  subjects  fer  our  future  years; 
We  will  for  truth  alone  contend  and  read. 
And  our  good  Jacques  shall  oversee  our  creed. 

Such  were  my  views ;  and  I  had  quickly  mode 
Some  hold  attempts  my  Brother  to  persuade 
To  think  as  I  did ;  but  I  knew  too  well 
Whose  now  thou  wert,  with  whom  thou  wert  to 

dwell,    ' 
And  why,  I  said,  return  him  doubtful  home. 
Six  months  to  argue  if  lie  then  would  come, 
SorAe  six  months  afler  7  and,  beside,  I  know 
That  all  the  happy  are  of  course  the  slow ; 
And  thou  at  home  art  happy,  there  wilt  stay, 
Dallying  *twixt  will  and  wilUnot  many  a  day. 
And  fret  the  gloss  of  hope,  and  hope  itself  away 

Jaoques  is  my  friend ;  to  him  I  gave  my  heart» 
You  see  my  Brother,  see  I  would  not  part ; 
Wilt  thou  an  embassy  of  love  disdain  7 
Gro  to  this  sister,  and  my  views  explain; 
Gloss  o*er  my  faiilings,  paint  me  with  a  grader 
That  Love  beholds,  put  meaning  in  my  face ; 
Describe  that  dwelling ;  talk  how  well  we  live,. 
And  all  its  glory  to  our  village  give ; 
Praise  the  kind  sisters  whom  we  love  so  nrach,. 
And  thine  own  virtues  like  an  artist  touch. 

Tell  her,  and  here  my  secret  purpose  show,. 
That  no  dependence  shall  my  sister  know ; 
Hers  all  the  freedom  that  she  loves  shall  be. 
And  mine  the  debt, — then  press  her  to  agree ; 
Say,  that  my  Brother's  wishes  wait  on  hers, 
And  his  affection  what  she  wills  prefers. 

Forgive  me,  Brother, — ^these  my  words  and  more: 
Our  friendly  Rector  to  Mstilda  bore ; 
At  large,  at  length,  were  all  my  views  ezplain'd,. 
And  to  my  joy  my  wishes  I  0Dtain*d. 

Dwell  in  that  house,  and  we  shall  still  be  near, 
Absence  and  parting  I  no  more  shall  fear ; 
Dwell  in  thy  home,  and  at  thy  will  exdude 
All  who  shall  dare  upon  thee  to  intrude. 

Again  thy  pardon,— rH  was  not  my  design 
To  give  surprise ;  a  better  view  was  mine ; 
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Bui  let  il  pass-^-and  yet  I  wtshM  to  see 
That  meeting  too ;  and  happy  may  it  be !" 

Thus  GeoTfre  had  spoken^  and  then  look*d  around. 
And  smiled  as  one  who  then  his  road  had  found ; 
"  Follow  !^^  he  cried,  and  briskly  urged  his  horse : 
Richard  was  puzzled,  but  obey'd  of  course; 
He  was  affected  like  a  man  astray,  ' 
Lost,  but  yet  knowing  something  of  the  way ; 
Till  a  wood  cleared,  and  still  concealM  the  view, 
Richard  the  purchase  of  his  Brother  knew  ; 
And  someUiing  flashM  upon  bi&mind  not  clear. 
But  much  with  pleasure  mix*d,  in  part  with  fear; 
As  one  who  wandering  through  a  stormy  night 
Sees  his  own  home,  and  gladaens  at  the  sight, 
Yet  feels  some  doubt  if  fortune  had  decreed 
That  lively  pleasure  in  such  time  of  need ; 
•So  Richard  felt — ^but  now  the  mansion  came.   , 
In  view  direct--4ie  knew  it  for  the  same ; 
There  too  the  garden  walk,  the  elms  desi^*d 
To  guard  the  peaches  from  the  eastern  wmd ; 
And  there  the  sloping  glass,  that  when  he  shines 
'Gives  the  8un*s  vigour  to  the  ripening  vines.p» 

-**  It  IS  my  Brother's  !"— 

*•  Nor  he  answers, "No! 
T  is  to  thy  own  possession  that  we  go ; 
It  is  thy  wife's,  and  will  thy  children's  be, 
!  Earth,  wood,  and  water! — and  for  thine  and  thee; 
i Bought  in  thy  name— Alight,  my  friend,  and  .come, 

I  do  beseech  thee,  to  thy  proper  home ; 
'There  wilt  thou  soon  thy  own  Matilda  view, 
;8he  knows  our  deed,  and  she  approves  it  toa; 

Befere  her  all  our  views  and  phins  were  laid, 
.And  Jacques  was  there  t*  explain  ond  to  persuade. 


Here,  on  this  lawn,  thy  boys  and  girls  shall  im, 
And  play  their  gambols  when  their  tasks  are  done; 
There,  from  that  window,  shall  their  mother  view 
The  happy  tribe,  and  smile  at  all  they  do ; 
While  thou,  more  gravely,  hiding  thy  delight, 
Shalt  ory  *  O !  cliildish  !'  and  enjoy  the  sight 


Well,  my  dear  Richard,  there 's  no  more  to  wy— 
Stay,  as  you  will— do  any  thing — but  stay ; 
Be,  I  dispute  not,  steward — what  you  will, 
Ta^  your  own  name,  but  be  my  Brother  stilL 

And  hear  me,  Richard !  if  I  should  offend. 
Assume  the  patron,  and  forget  the  friend ; 
If  aught  in  word  or  manner  I  express 
That  only  touches  on  thy  happiness ; 
If  I  be  peevish,  humou'rsome,  unkind, 
Spoird  as  I  am  by  each  subservient  mind ; 
For  I  am  humour'd  by  » tribe  who  make 
Me  more  capricious  for  the  pains  they  take 
To  make  me  quiet ;  shooldst  thou  ever  feel 
A  WQund  from  this,  this  leave  not  time  to  healy 
But  let  thy  wife  her  cheerful  smile  withhold. 
Let  her  be  civil,  distant,  cautioos,  cold ; 
Then  shall  I  woo  forgineness,  and  itpent. 
Nor  bear  to  lose  the  blessings  Heaven  has  lent 

But  this  was  needless — there  was  joy  of  heart, 
All  felt  the  good  that  all  desired  t*  impart ; 
Respect,  affection,  and  esteem  eomhined, 

I  In  sundry  portions  ruled  in  eveij  mind ; 

'  And  o'er  the  whole  an  unobtrusive  air 
Of  pious  joy,  that  urged  the  silent  prater. 

And  blees'd  the  new-born  feelings Hiere  we  ckae 

Our  Tale  of  Tales !— Health,  reader,  and  repoee ! 
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fieiiotlr  diflhreot  is  events  and  eharaetertp  ther  mar  hereafter,  io  peaoeahle  Umea.  bs  worth  ■onothint  to  roa  ; 
and  the  more,  heeaose  I  ■hall,  whatever  is  mortal  of  me.  be  at  reet  io  the  ohanoet  of  Trowbfidfo  ehnroh  ;  lor  tiM 
worka  of  aatbora  departed  are  ffonerallf  received  with  some  favour,  partlj  at  ther  are  old  aeqoaiaiasoeit  sad 
ia  part  becaoasthora  oaa  be  do  more  of  them.*'— ,Mr.  OoMa  U  ki*  Som  Otorg*,  dated  Cliftoo,  October  99. 18U0 


SAMUEL  ROGERS,  ESQ. 


Sir, 


It  is  our  belief  that,  In  respectAilIy  inscribing  to 
^you  these  Tales,  we  select  the  name  which,  if 
HTUr  Father  had  himself  superintended  their  puh- 
^cation,  he  would  have  bean  most  ambitious  to 
•connect  with  them. 

We  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir, 

Your  grateful  and  faithful 
humble  Servants, 

GEORGE  CRABBE. 
JOHN  CRABBE. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Altrooor,  in  a  letter  written  shortly  before  his 
death.  Mr.  Crabbk  mentioned  the  following  pieces 
as  fully  prepared  for  the  press ;  and  to  withhold 
from  the  Public  what  he  had  thus  described,  oodd 
not  have  been  consistent  with  filial  reverence ;  yet 
his  executors  must  confess  that,  when  they  saw 
the  first  pages  of  his  MS.  reduced  to  type,  they 
became  very  sensible  that,  had  he  himself  lived  to 
edit  these  ooropoeitions,  he  would  have  considered 
it  necessary  to  bestow  on  them  a  good  deal  more 
of  revision  and  correction,  before  finally  submittiBr 
them  to  the  eye  of  the  world.    They  peroeivei 
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tiul  \uB  laA^age  had  not  always  effected  the  com- 
plete developement  of  bin  ideas ;  that  imaires  were 
faeie  and  there  left  imperf^t — nay,  trains  of  refleo' 
tion  rather  hinted  than  eipresscri;  and  ihat,  in 
many  places,  thoughts  m  themselves  valuable  could 
not  have  failed  to  derive  much  additional  weight 
and  point,  from  the  last  touches  of  his  own  pen. 

Under  such  circumstances,  it  was  a  very  great 
relief  to  their  minds  to  Ieam>  that  several  persons 
t»f  the  highetC  eminence  in  literature  had  read 
these  poetical  Remaihs  before  any  pait  of  them 
was  committed  to  the  printer ;  and  that  the  verdict 
of  such  judges  waS)  on  the  wliole,  more  favourable 
than  they  tl^rasehres  had  begun  to  anticipate :— ^ 
that,  in  the  opinioa  of  those  whose  esteem  had 
formed  the  highest  honour  of  their  father^s  life,  bis 
&me  would  not  be  tarnished  by  their  compliance 
with  the  terms  of  his  literary  bequest ;  that,  thiHigh 
not  so'  uniformly  poKshed  as  some  of  his  previous 
perfbrnanoesi  these  Posthumous  Essays  would  still 
be  found  to  preservoi  in  the  main,  the  same  cha* 
laderisties  on  which  his  reputation  had  been  estab- 
Ushed ;  much  .of  the  same  quiet  humour  nnd  keen 
observation)  the  same  brief  and  vivid  description; 
the  same  unobtrusive  pathos ;  the  same  prevailing 
reverence  Ibr  moral  truth,  and  rational  f  eligion,— 
and,  in  a  wot*d,  not  a  few  **  thuigs  which  the  world 
would  not  wHlingly  let  die.** 

The  ibllowtng  verses  are  therefbre  tCt  length  Bab» 
mittsd  to  the  Pubfic;  not  indeed  without  deep 
anxiety,  but  still  with  sonie  considerable  hope,  that 
they  may  be  received  with  a  fliir  portion  of  fevour 
tiow,  and  allowed  to  descend  to  posterity  as  not,  on 
the  whole,  unworthy  of  a  place  in  their  Author'^s 
collective  wwks. 


TALE  I. 


OLrORO  HALL;  OR,  THE  BAPFT  0A^ 

Wrrem  a  village,  many  a  mile  ftom  town« 
A  place  of  smu]  resoit  and  no  renown  ;•— 
Save  that  it  fbrmM  a  way,  and  gave  a  name 
To  Siuoan  Hall,  it  made  no  claim  to  feme  ;•— 
It  Was  the  gain  of  some,  the  pride  of  all, 
*niat  travellers  stopt  lo  ask  for  Silvoeo  Hall. 

Small  as  it  was,  the  place  could  boaA  a  School, 
In  which  Nathaniel  Perlnn  bore  the  rule. 
Not  marked  for  learning  deep,  or  talents  rare, 
But  fer  his  varying  tasks  and  ceaseless  care ; 
Some  fcrty  boys,  Uie  sons  of  thrifty  men. 
He  taught  to  read,  and  part  to  use  the  pen ) 
While,  by  more  studious  care,  a  favourite  few 
Jacreascd  his  pride — for  if  the  Scholar  knew 
Enough  for  praise,  say  what  the  Teacher's  due  ? — 
These  to  hif  presence,  slates  in  hand,  moved  on, 
And  a  grim  smile  their  feats  in  figures  won. 

This  Man  of  Letters  wooM  in  early  fife  ^ 
The  Vicar's  maiden,  whom  he  made  his  wife. 
She  too  can  read,  as  by  her  song  she  proves— 
The  song  Nathaniel  made  about  their  loves : 
jwe  rosy  girls,  and  one  fair  boy,  increased 
The  Father's  can,  whose  labourv  seldora  ceased. 


No  day  of  rest  was  his.    If^  now  and  then. 
His  boys  for  play  laid  by  the  book  and  pen, 
For  Lawyer  Slow  there  was  some  deed  to  write, 
Or  some  young  farmer's  letter  to  indite. 
Or  land  to  measure,  or,  with  legal  skill. 
To  frame  some  yeomanS  widow^s  peevish  will ; 
And  on  the  Sabbath,-^when  his  neighbours  dretC, 
To  hear  their  duties,  and  to  take  their  rest^- 
Then,  when  the  Vicar's  periods  ceased  to  flow. 
Was  heard  Nathaniel,  in  his  seat  below. 

Such  were  his  labours ;  but  the  time  is  come 
When  his  son  Peter  clears  the  hours  of  gloom. 
And  brings  him  aid :  though  yet  a  boy,  ne  sharei 
In  staid  Nathaniel's  multiferious  cafes. 
A  king  his  father,  he,  a  prince,  has  rule*^ 
The  first  of  subjects,  viceroy  of  the  school : 
But  though  a  pnnce  within  that  realm  he  reigns, 
Hard  is  Uie  part  his  duteous  soul  sustains* 
He  with  his  Father,  o'er  the  furrow'd  land. 
Draws  the  long  chain  in  his  uneasy  hand, 
And  neatly  forms  at  home,  what  there  they  rudely 

plann  d. 
Content,  for  all  his  labour,  if  he  gains 
Some  words  of  praise  and  sixpence  for  his  pains. 
Thus  many  a  hungry  day  the  Boy  has  fared. 
And  would  have  aak'd  a  dinner,  had  he  dared. 
When  boys  are  playing,  he,  for  hours  of  school, 
Has  sums  to  ^et,  and  copy-books  to*  rule ; 
When  all  are  met,  for  some  sad  dunce  afraid. 
He,  by  allowance,  lends  his  timely  aid~ 
Taught  at  the  student's  fellings  to  connive. 
Yet  keep  his  Father's  dignity  alive : 
For  even  Nathaniel  fears,  and  might  offend. 
If  too  severe^  the  farmer,  now  his  friend  { 
Or  her,  that  farmer's  lady,  who  well  knows 
Her  boy  is  bright,  and  needs  nor  thrents  nor  blowit 
This  seem'd  to  Peter  hard ;  and  he  was  loth, 
T*  obey  and  role,  and  have  the  cares  of  both— 
To  miss  the  master's  dignity,  and  yet 
No  portion  of  the  school-boy's  play  to  get 
To  him  the  Fiend,  as  once  to  Launcelot,  cried, 
"Run  fh)ra  thy  wrongs !"—«•  Run  where?"  luf 

fbar  replied : 
**  Run  r'--said  the  Tempter,  "  if  but  hard  thy  fev^ 
Hard  is  it  now — it  may  be  mended  there.** 

But  stSn,  though  tempted,  he  refbsed  to  port, 
And  felt  the  Mother  clinging  at  his  heart 
Nor  this  alone — ^be,  in  that  weight  of  care. 
Had  help,  and  bore  it  as  a  man  should  bear. 
A  drop  of  comfort  in  his  cup  was  thrown ; 
It  was  his  treasure,  and  it  was  his  own. 
His  Father's  shelves  contained  a  motley  store . 
Of  letter'd  wealth ;  and  this  he  might  explore. 
A  part  his  mother  in  her  youth  had  gain'd, 
A  part  Nathaniel  from  his  dub  obtain'd. 
And  port— a  well-wom  kind — from  sire  to  son 
remain'd. 

He  sought  his  Mother's  hoard,  and  there  he 
found 
Romance  in  sheets,  and  poetry  unbound ; 
Soft  Tales  of  Love,  which  never  damsel  read. 
But  tears  of  pity  stainM  her  virgin  bed. 
There  were  Jane  Shore  and  Rosamond  the  Faii^ 
And  humbler  heroines  frail  as  these  were  there  < 
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There  was  a  tale  of  one  forsaken  Maid, 

Who  till  her  death  the  work  of  vengeance  stayM ; 

Her  Lover,  then  at  soa,  while  round  him  stood 

A  dauntless  crew,  the  angry  ghost  pursued ; 

In  a  small  boat,  without  an  oar  or  sail. 

She  came  to  call  him,  nor  would  force  avail. 

Nor  prayer;  but,  conscience^tricken,  down  he 

leapt. 
And  o*er  his  corse  the  closing  i)illows  slept ; 
All  vanished  then !  but  of  the  crew  were  some. 
Wondering  whose  ghost  would  on  die  morrow  come. 

A  learned  Book  was  there,  and  in  it  schemes 
How  to  cast  Fortunes  and  interpret  Dreams ; 
Ballads  were  there  of  Lover*s  bliss  or  bale. 
The  Kitchen  Story,  and  the  Nursery  Tale. 
His  hungry  mind  disdain'd  not  humble  food, 
And  read  with  relish  keen  of  Robin  Hood ; 
Of  him,  ail-poweribl  made  by  magic  gift. 
And  Giants  slain — of  mighty  Hideerthrift; 
Through  Crusoe's  Isle  delighted  had  he  stray'd, 
Nocturnal  visits  had  to  witches  paid. 
Gliding  through  haunted  scenes,  enraptured  and 
a^d^ 

A  loftier  shelf  with' real  books  was  graced. 
Bound,  or  part  bound,  and  ranged  in  comely  taste ; 
Books  of  high  mark,  the  mincTs  more  solid  fi)od, 
Which  some  might  think  the  owner  understood; 
But  Fluxions,  S^tions,  Algebraic  lore. 
Our  Peter  left  for  others  t*o  explore, 
And  quickly  turning  to  a  favourite  kind. 
Found,  what  rejoiced  him  at  liis  heart  to  6nd. 

Sir  Walter  wrote  not  then,  or  He  by  whom 
Such  gain  and  glory  to  Sir  Walter  eom^-^. 
That  Fairy-Helper,  by  whose  secret  aid, 
Such  views  of  Ufe  are  to  the  world  cpovey'd—    ^ 
As  inspiration  known  in  after-times. 
The  sole  assistant  in  his  prose  or  rhymes.  ' 
But  there  were  fictions  wild  that  please  the  boy. 
Which  men,  too,  read,  condemn,  reject,  enjoy— 
Arabian  Nights,  and  Persian  Talcs  were  there. 
One  volume  each,  and  b6th  the  worse  fi>r  wear ; 
There  by  Quarles'  Emblems,  Esop*s  Fables  stood. 
The  coats  in  tatters,  and  the  cuts  in  wood. 
There,  too, "  The  EnglUh  History,"  by  the  pen 
Of  Doctor  Cooke,  and  other  learned  men, 
In  numbers,  sixpence  each :  by  these  was  seen, 
And  highly  prized,  the  Mcmthly  Magazine ; — 
Not  such  as  now  will  men  of  taste,  engage. 
But  the  cold  gleanings  of  a  former  age, 
Scraps  cut  &om  sermons,  scenes  removed  fi>om 

plays, 
With  heads  of  heroes  filmed  in  Tyburn's  palmy 

days. 

The  rest  we  pass— though  Peter  pass'd  them  not. 
But  here  his  cares  and  labours  all  forgot : 
Staln*d,  torn,  and  blotted  every  noble  page, 
St«K)d  the  chief  poets  of  a  former  age — 
And  of  the  present;  not  their  works  complete 
But  in  such  portions  as  on  bulks  we  meet, 
The  refuse  of  the  shops,  thrown  down  upon  the 

street 
Tliere  Shakspeare,  Spenser,  Milton  found  a  place, 
With  some  «  nameless,  some  a  shameless  race, . 


Which  man]^  a  weary  walker  resting  reads. 
And,  pondering  o*er  the  short  relief,  proceeds. 
While  others  hngering  pay  the  written  sum. 
Half  loth,  but  longing  for  delight  to  oome. 

Of  the  YoQth*s  morals  we  would  somethinf 
speak; 
Taught  by  his  Mother  what  to  shun  or  seek : 
She  sbow'd  the  heavenly  way,  and  in  his  youth, 
PressM  on  his  yielding  mind  the  Gospel  truth, 
IIow  weak  is  man,  how  much  to  ill  inclined. 
And  where  his  help  is  placed,  and  how  to  find. 
These  words  of  weight  sank  deeply  in  his  breart. 
And  awful  Fear  and  holy  Hope  imprest 
He  shrank  from  vice,  and  at  the  startling  new. 
As  from  an  adder  in  his  path,  withdrew. 
All  else  was  cheerfiiL    Peter*s  easy  mind 
To  the  ffay  scenes  of  village-life  inclined. 
The  lark  that  soaring  sings  his  notes  of  joy. 
Was  not  more  lively  thim  th*  awakenM  boy.. 
Yet  oft  with  this  a  soflening  sadness  dwelt. 
While,  feeling  thus,  he  nuurvellM  why  be  fett. 
'•  I  am  not  sorry,"  said  the  Boy,  •*  but  still, 
**  The  tear  will  drop— I  wonder  why  it  will  !** 

His  books,  his  walks,  liis  musing,  mom  and  iQ«c, 
Gave  sueh  impressions  as  such  minds  receive ; 
And  with  his  moral  and  reiigiens  views 
Wove  the  wild  ftncics  of  an  Inf^t-Mose, 
Inspiring  thoughts  that  he  could  not  express. 
Obscure  sublime !  his  secret  happiness. 
Oft  would  he  strive  for  words,  and  oft  begin 
To  flrame  in  yerse  the  views  he  bad  within ; 
Bui  ever  foi^d :  for  how  can  words  explain 
The  unfbriti*d  ideas  of  a  teeming  brain  ? 

Such  was  my  Hero,  whom  I  would  portray 
In  one  exploit— the  Hero  of  a  Day. 

At  six  miles*  distance  from  his  native  town 
Stood  Silfbrd  Hall,  a  seat  of  much  renown — 
Computed  miles,  such  weary  travellers  ride. 
When  they  in  ehsnoe  wayfaring  men  confide. 
Beauty  and  grandeur  were  within ;  around, 
Lawn,  wood,  and  water ;  the  delicious  groond 
Had  parks  where  deer  disport,  had  &lds  where 

game  abound. 
Fruits  of  all  tastes  in  spacious  gardens  grew ; 
And  flowers  of  every  scent  and  every  hue. 
That  native  in  more  faveurM  climes  arise, 
Are  here  protected  firom  th'  inclement  skies. 

To  this  &ir  place,  with  mingled  pride  and  shunci, 
This  lad  of  learning  without  knowledge  eam^— > 
Shame  for  his  conscious  ignorance — and  prids 
To  this  fair  seat  in  this  gay  style  to  ride. 

The  cause  that  brought  him  was  a  small  accovn^ 
His  father^s  due,  and  he  must  take  the  amount. 
And  siffn  a  stamped  receipt !  this  done,  he  might 
Look  all  around  him,  and  enjoy  the  sight 

Sq  far  to  walk  was,  in  his  mother's  view, 
More  than  her  darling  Peter  ought  to  do; 
Peter  indeed  knew  more,  but  lie  would  hide 
His  better  knowledge,  for  he  wish*d  to  ride ; 
So  had  bis  father's  nag,  a  beast  so  small. 
That  if  he  fell,  he  had  not  far  to  &U. 
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His  fond  and  anxidos  mother  la  his  best, 
Her  darlingf  child  for  the  occasion  drest : 
All  in  his  coat  of  green  she  clothed  her  boy, 
And  stood  admiring  with  a  mothei^s  joy : 
Large  was  it  made  and  long,  asi  meant  to  do 
For  Sunday-senrice,  when  Tie  <^der  grew— > 
Not  broagbt  in  daily  use  in  one  yearns  wear  or  two. 
White  was  hia  waistcoat,  and  what  else  he  wore 
Had  ckAhed  the  la.mb  or  parent  ewe  before. 
Ib  all  the  mother  showM  her  care  or  skill ; 
A  riband  black  she  tied  beneath  his  fVill ; 
Gare  him  his  stockings,  white  as  driven  snow, 
And  bade  him  heed  the  miry  way  below ; 
On  the  black  varnish  of  the  comely  shoe. 
Shone  the  large  buckle  of  a  silvery  hue. 
Boots  he  had  worn,  had  he  such  things  possest — 
But  bootless  grief! — ^he  was  full  pcoudlv  drest; 
Full  proudly  Iook*d,  and  light  be  was  of  heart, 
When  thus  for  Silford  HaU  prepared  to  start 

Nathaniel*B  self  with  joy  the  stripling  eyed, 
And  gave  a  shilling  with  a  father's  pride ; 
Rules  of  politeness  too  with  pomp  he  gave, 
And  showM  the  lad  how  scholars  should  behave. 

Ere  yet  he  lefl  ^er  home,  the  Mother  told-^ 
For  she  had  seen — what  things  he  should  behold. 
There,  she  related,  her  young  eyes  had  view*d 
Stone  figures  shapied  Kke  naked  flesh  and  blood, 
Which,  in  the  hall  and  up  the  gallery  placed. 
Were  proofs,  they  told  her,  of  a  noble  taste ; 
Nor  ahe  denied — ^but,  in  a  public  hall, 
Her  judgment  taken,  she  had  clothed  them  all. 
There,  tM>,  were  8tation*d,  each  upon  its  seat, 
Half  ^rms  of  men,  without  their  hands  and  feet ; 
These  and  what  more  within  that  hall  might  be 
She  saw,  and  oh !  how  long'd  her  son  to  see ! 
Yet  could  he  hope  to  view  that  noble  place. 
Who  dared  not  look  the  porter  in  the  fiioe  ? 

.  Forth  went  the  pony,  and  the  rider^s  knees 
Cleaved  to  her  sides — ^he  did  not  ride  with  ease ; 
One  hand  a  whip,  and  one  a  bridle  b^ld. 
In  ease  the  pony  falterM  or  rebell*d. 

He  idOage  boys  beheld  him  as  he  passed. 
And  looks  St  envy  on  the  hero  cast ; 
Bat  he  was  meek,  nor  let  his  pride  appear, 
Nay,  troth  to  speak,  be  felt  a  sense  of  fear, 
iMt  the  rude  beast,  unmindful  of  the  rein. 
Should  take  a  fimcy  to  turn  back  agaui. 

Be  foimd,  and  wonder  'tis  he  found,  his  way. 
The  orders  many  that  he  must  obey : 
Now  to  the  right,  then  left,  and  now  again, 
Directly  onward,  through  the  winding  lane ; 
Jlen,  hal&way  o*er  the  common,  by  the  mUl, 
Tom  from  the  cottage  and  ascend  the  hill, 
«eii— epore  the  pony,  boy ! — as  jrou  ascend-^ 
You  see  the  HaH,  and  that's  your  journey's  end." 

Ifeji,  he  succeeded,  not  remembering  aught 
Of  this  advice,  bat  by  his  pony  taught 
«on  as  he  doubted  be  the  bridlo^  threw 
On  the  steed's  neck,  and  said— **  Remember  you !" 
^  ofl  the  creature  had  his  father  borne, 
Sooad  on  his  way,  and  safe  en  his  return. 
89* 


So  he  succeeded,  and  the  modest  youth 

Gave  praisewbere  praise  had  been  assign'd  by  truth. 

His  business  done,^-fbr  fortune  led  hie  way 
To  him  whose  office  was  such  debts  to  pay. 
The  fariper-bailiff,  but  be  saw  no  more 
Than  a  email  room,  with  bare  and  oaken  floor, 
A  desk  with  books  thereon — ^he'd  seen  such  things 

before ; 
**  Grood  day  !"  he  said,  but  linger'd  as  he  spoke 
**  Good  day,"  and  gazed  about  with  serious  look ; 
Then  slowly  mov^,  and  then  delay'd  awhile. 
In  dumb  dismay  which  raised  a  lordly  smile 
In  those  who  eyed  him,  then  again  moved  on, 
As  all  might  see,  unwilling  to  be  gone. 

While  puzded  thus,  and  puzzling  all  about. 
Involved,  absorb'd,  in  some  bewildering  doubt, 
A  lady  enter'd,  Madame  Johnson  call'4^ 
Within  whose  presence  stood  the  lad  appall'd. 
A  learned  Lady  thiis,  who  knew  the  names 
Of  all  the  pictures  in  the  golden  frames ; 
Could  every  subject,  every  painter,  tell, 
And  on  the  merits  and  their  failures  dwell ;    -' 
And  if  perchance  there  was  a  slighr  mistake— 
These  the  most  knowing  on  such  matters  make. 

**And  what  dost  mean,  toy  pretty  lad?"  sh« 
criedf 

•*  Dost  stay  or  go  f— He  first  for  courage  tried, 
Then  for  fit  words,— then  boldly  he  replied. 
That  he  **  would  give  a  hundred  pounds,  if*  ao 
He  had  them,  all  about  that  house  to  go ; 
For  he  had  heard  that  it  contain'd  sudi  things 
As  never  house  could^  boast,  except  the  kingV" 

The  ruling  Lady,  smiling,  said,  **  In  truth 
Thdu  shalt  behold  fiiem  all,  my  pretty  youth. 
Tom !  first  the  creature  to  the  stable  lead. 
Let  it  be  fed ;  and  you,  my  child,  must  feed ; 
For  three    good    hours    must    pass  ere  dinntt 
come," — 

T,"  thought  he,  **  she  means,  our  time  at 
home." 

First  was  he  feasted  to  his  heart's  content, 
Then,  ail  in  rapture,  with  the  Lady  went;  ^ 
Thrbuffh  rooms  immense,  and  gidleries  wide  and 

He  walk'd  entranced — he  breathed  in  Silford  Hall* 

Now  could  he  look  on  that  delif  htfiil  place. 
The  glorious  dwelling  of  a  princdy  race ; 
His  vast  delight  was  mix'd  with  equal  awe. 
There  was  such  ma^^ic  in  the  things  he  saw. 
Oft  standing  still,  with  open  mouth  and  eyes, 
Tum'd  here  and  there,  alarm'd  as  one  who  tries 
T*  escape  from  something  strange,  that  would  be- 

fore  him  rise. 
The  wall  would  part,  and  beings  without  name 
Would  Come — for  such  to  his  adventures  came. 
Hence  undefined  and  solemn  terror  press'd 
Upon  his  mind,  and  all  his  powers  possess'd. 
All  he  had  read  of  magic,  every  charm. 
Were  he.  alone,  might  come  and  do  him  harm  t 
But  his  gaze  rested  on  his  friendly  guide — 
**  Vm  si^fe,"  he  thought,  *^ so  long  as  you  abide" 
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In  one  larfe  room  wu  found  a  bed  of  ■late— 
^  And  can  they  soundly  deep  beneath  auch  weight. 
Where  they  may  figfures  in  the  night  explore^ 
Formed  by  the  dim  light  dancing  on  the  floor 
From  the  far  window ;  mirrors  broad  and  high 
Doubling  each  terror  to  the  anxious  eye  7—^ 
Tis  strange,**  thoogbt  Peter,** that  each  things 

produce 
No  fear  in  her  ;  but  there  is  much  in  use.** 

On  that  reflecting  brightness,  passing  by. 
The  Boy  one  instant  flxM  his  restless  eye-~ 
And  saw  himself:  he  had  before  descried . 
His  face  in  one  his  mother's  store  supplied ; 
But  here  he  could  his  whoie  dimensions  ?iew,. 
From  the  pale  forehead  to  the  jet*black  shoe. 
Passing  he  look*d,  and  looking,  griefed  to  pass 
From  &e  fair  figure  smiling  in  the  glass. 
'T  was  so  Narcissus  saw  the  boy  advance 
In  the  dear  ibunt,  and  met  th*  admiring  glanoe 
So    loved — But  no !  our  happier  boy  sSmired, 
Not  the  slim  fi»in,  bat  what  the  form  attired,—* 
The  riband,  shirt,  and  frill,  all  pure  and  dean. 
The  white-ribb'd  stockings,  and  the  coat  of 


The  Lady  now  appearM  to  mow  away— 
And  this  was  threarning ;  fbr  he  dared  not  stay, 
Lost  and  alone ;  but  earnestly  he  pray*d— 
"  Oh !  do  not  leave  me — I  am  not  afnid. 
But 't  is  so  lonesome;  I  shall  never  find 
My  way  alone,  no  better  than  the  blind.** 

The  Matron  kindly  to  the  Boy  replied, 
**  Trust  in  my  promise,  I  will  be  thy  gnide.** 
Then  to  the  Chapel  moved  the  friendly  pair. 
And  well  for  Peter  that  his  guide  was  tliere ! 
Dim,  silent,  solemn  was  the  scene— be  fidt 
The  cedar's  power,  that  so  unearthly  ^melt; 
And  then  the  stain'd,  dark,  narrow  windows  threw 
StrsAge,  partial  beams  on  pulpit,  desk,  and  pew : 
Upon  the  altar,  glorious  to  behold, 
Stood  a  vast  pair  of  candlesticks  in  gM  I 
With  candles  tall,  and  large,  and  firm,  and  white, 
Such  as  the  halls  of  giant-kings  would  Ught 
There  was  an  organ,  too,  but  now  unseen ; 
A  long  black  curtain  served  it  fiw  a  screen ; 
Not  so  the  dock,  that  both  by  night  and  day, 
ClickM  the  short  moments  ^  they  pass'd  away. 

**  Is  this  a  church  7  and  does  the  parson  read**^ 
Said  Peter — **  here  7 — ^I  mean  a  church  indeed.** — 
"  Indeed  it  is,  or  as  a  church  is  used,** 
Was  the  reply, — and  Peter  deeply  mused, 
Not  without  awe.    His  sadness  to  dispel, 
They  sought  the  gallery,  and  then  all  was  well. 

Yet  enter'd  there,  although  so  clear  his  mind  . 
From  every  fear  substantioTand  defined, 
Yet  there  remain*d  some  touch  of  native  fear— 
Of  something  awfiil  to  the  eye  and  ear— 
A  ghostly  voice  might  sound — a  ghost  itself  appear. 

There  noble  Pictures  filled  his  mind  with  joy— i 
He  gazed  and  thought,  and  was  no  more  the  boy ; 
And  Madam  heard  him  speak,  with  some  surprise. 
Of  heroes  known  to  him  from  histories. 
He  knew  the  actors  in  the  deeds  of  old,— 
He  could  the  Roman  marvels  all  unfiild. 


He  to  his  guide  a  theme  for  wonder  grew. 

At  once  so  little  and  so  much  he  knew — 

Little  of  what  was  passing  every  day. 

And  much  of  that  which  Tang  had  pass*d  away ; 

So  like  a  man,  and  yet  so  like  a  child. 

That  his  good  friend  stood  wond*ring  as  she  siniled. 

The  Scripture  Pieces  caused  a  serioiis  awe. 
And  he  with  reverence  ]ook*d  on  all  he  saw ; 
His  pious  wonder  he  express'd  aloud. 
And  at  the  Saviour  Form  devoutly  bow'd. 

Portraits  he  pass'd  admiring ;  but  with  pain 
Tum'd  from  some  objects,  nor  would  look  agun. 
He  seem'd  to  think  that  something  wrong  was  done. 
When  crimes  were  shown  he  blush'd  to  look  upon. 
Not  so  his  guide— <■  What  youth  is  that,**  she  cried, 
**  That  handsome  stripling  at  the  lady's  side ; 
Can  you  inform  me  how  the  youth  is  named  ?** 
He  answered,  **  Joseph/'  but  he  leok'd  ashamed. 
*"  WeU,  and  what  then  7  Had  yon  been  Joseph,  boy ! 
Would  you  have  been  so  peevish  and  so  coy  T* 
Our  hero  answer'd  With  a  glowing  face, 
**  His  mother  told  him  he  should  pray  for  grace.** 
A  transient  doud  o*ercast  the  matron's  hrow ; 
She  8eem*d  disposed  to  laugh— bat  knew  not  how; 
Silent  awhile,  then  placid  she  appear'd — 
**  'Tisbuta  chiki,'*  she  thought,  and  all  was  cfear*(L 

No— la^gh  she  could  not;  still,  the  more  dw 
sought 
To  hide  her  thoughts,  the  more  of  his  she  canghV 
A  hundred  times  she  hAd  these  pictures  named. 
And  never  folt  perplex'd,  distnrb'd,  ashamed ; 
Yet  now  the  feelings  of  a  lad  so  youuf 
CaU'd  home  h€t  thoughts  and  paralysed  her  tongiM. 
She  pass'd  the  oflSsnsive  pictures  silent  by. 
With  one  reflecting,  self-reproving  aigh ; 
Reasoning  how  habit  will  the  teind  entice 
To  approach  and  gaxe  upon  ihe  bounds  of  vice. 
As  men,  by  custom,  from  some  cliff  *s  vast  height. 
Look  pleased,  and  make  thdr  danger  their  deligfau 


**  Come,  let  us  on  I — see  there  a  Flemish  vie  w^ 
A  Country  Fair,  and  all  as  Nature  true. 
See  there  the  merry  creatnres,  great  and  small, 
£nga|;ed  in  drinking,  gaming,  dancing  all, 
Fiddlmg  or  fighting— all  in  drunken  joy  !** 
**  Bat  is  this  Nature  7**  said  the  wondering  Boy. 

**  Be  sure  it  is !  and  those  Banditti  there- 
Observe  the  faces,  forms,  the  eyes,  the  air : 
See  rage,  revenge,  remoi;se,  disdain,  despair  !** 

**  And  is  that  Nature,  too  ?**  the  stripling  cried^^i* 
**  Corrupted  Nature,**  said  the  serious  guide. 

She  then  display'd  her  knowledge^— **  Tliat,  mj 
dear. 
Is  called  a  Titian,  this  a  Guide  here, 
And  yon  aClaude — ^you  see  that  lovely  light. 
So  soft  and  solemn,  neither  day  nor  night/' 

**  Yes  V*  quoth  the  Boy,  •'and  there  is  just  the 
breeze. 
That  curls  the  water,  and  that  fans  the  trees ; 
The  ships  that  anchor  in  that  pleasant  bay 
All  look  so  safe  and  quiet— Claude,  you  say  T* 
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On  a  »maXi  picture  Peter  eazed  and  stood 
In  admiraAion — **■  *t  was  ao  dearly  good.** 
**  For  how  much  inoi)ey  think  you,  then,  my  lad, 
Ib  such  a  *  dear  good  picture*  to  be  bad  7 
*Tis  a  &ined  niaster*8  work — a  Gerard  Dow, 
At  least  the  seller  told  the  buyer  so.** 

"I  tell  the  price  T'  quoth  Peter— ••  I  ai  bood 
CouM  tell  the  price  of  pictures  in  the  moon ; 
Bat  I  have  beard,  when  the  great  race  was  done, 
How  much  was  offered  fiir  the  horse  that  won.**-~ 

^  A  thousand  pounds :  but,  look  the  country  round. 
And,  may  be,  ten  suoh  horses  might  be  found ; 
While,  ride  or  run  where*er  you  choose  to  go, 
Ton  *1]  nowhere  find  so  fine  a  Gerard  Dqw.*' 

•* If  this  be  true,**  says  Peter,  **theo,  of  eoorm, 
nfoa'd  rate  the  picture  higher  than  the  horse.*' 

«  Why,thou'rt  areaMmer,  Boy  .**'  the  lady  cried ; 
**  Bat  see  that  in&iit  on  the  other  side ; 
*Tis  by  Sir  Joshua.*    Did  you  ever  see 
A  Babe  so  charming  7** — **  No,  indeed,**  said  he ; 
"  I  wonder  how  he  couM  that  look  inTcnt, 
lliat  seems  so  sly,  and  yet  so  innooenL** 


In  this  loDg  room  were  various  Statues  seen. 
And  Peter  gued  thereon  with  awestruck  mien. 

**Why  look  so  earnest,  Boyf — ^"Because  they 
bring 
To  me  a  story  of  an  awful  thing.** 

"Tell  then  thy  story.** He  who  never  stay*d 

For  words  or  matter,  instantly  obey'd< — 

**  A  holy  pilcrrim  to  a  city  saU'd, 
Where  every  sin  o*er  mnM  men  prevail*d ; 
Who,  i9hen  he  landed,  ]ook*d  iii  every  street, 
As  he  was  wont,  a  busy  crowd  to  meet ; 
Bat  now  of  nvin?  beings  found  he  none^ 
Death  had  been  there,  and  tum*d  them  all  to  stone  ; 
All  b  an  instant,  as  they  were  employ'd. 
Was  life  in  every  living  man  de8troy*d--- 
Hie  rich,  the  poor,  the  timid  and  the  bold. 
Made  in  a  moment  such  as  we  behold.** 

"  Come,  my  good  lad,  you  *ve  yet  a  room  to  see. 
Are  you  awaice  7** — **  I  am  amazed,**  said  he ; 
I  know  they  *re  figures  ibrm*d  by  human  skill, 
Bot  *tis  so  awful,  and  this  place  so  still  7 

**  And  what  is  this  ?**  said  Peter»  who  had  seen 
A  long  wide  table,  with  its  doth  of  green. 
Its  nei>work  pockets,  and  ita  studs  <»  gold — 
For  soch  they  seem*d,  and  precious  to  behold. 
There  too  were  ivory  balls,  and  one  was  red. 
Laid  with  long  sticks  upon  the  soft  green  bed. 
And  printed  tables  on  the  wall  beside— 
**  Oh !  what  are  these  ?"  the  Wondering  Peter  cried. 

"This,  my  good  lad,  is  calPd  the  Billiard-room,*' 
Aaswer*d  bis  guide,  "  and  here  the  gentry  come. 


And  with  these  maoes  and  these  cues  they  play. 
At  their  spare  time,  or  in  a  rainy  day  ** 

••  And  what  this  chequer*d  box  ? — fbr  play,  I 

guess  ?"-- 
"  You  judge  it  right ;  *^  is  for  the  game  of  Chess. 
There !  take  y6ur  time,  examine  what  you  will. 
There  *s  King,  Queen,  Knight, — it  is  a  game  of 

skill  r 
And  these  are  Bishops ;  you  the  difference  see.*' — 
"What!  do  they  make  a  game  of  <JUm?**  quoth 


*  Ib  the  rear  1783,  Mr.  Crabbe  rerr  fVeqaentlr  paMed  hto 
norainn  ftt  the  eaael  of  Sir  Joiluia  RarnoMi,  conremnc  on 
a  varieir  of  ra^eeta.  while  thu  diilintaiahed  artiat  waa  em- 
ptofuMl  apoQ  that  celebrated  palntioff,  IbeB  preparini  for  the 
Bnpren  Cathariae  of  BiMiia.*' 


"Bishops,  like  Kings,*'  she  said,  "are  here  but 

names; 
Not  that  1  answer  for  their  Honoura*  games.*' 

All  round  the  House  did  Peter  go,  and  found 
Food  fbr  his  wonder  all  the  house  around. 
There  guns  of  various  bore,  and  rods,  and  lines, 
And  all  that  man  for  deed  of  death  designs, 
In  beast,  or  bird,  or  fish,  Sr  worm,  or  fly- 
Life  in  these  last  must  means  of  death  supply ; 
The  Hving  bait  is  gorged,  and  both  the  victims  die. 
"  God  gives  man  leave  his  creatures  to  destroy.**— 
"  What !  for  his  aport  7"  rcpFied  the  pitying  tioy^ 
"  Nay,"  said  the  Ladj,  "  why  the  sport  condemn  t 
As  die  they  must,  *t  is  much  the  same  to  them." 
Peter  had  doubts ;  but  with  so  kind  a  friend. 
He  would  not  on  a  dubious  point  contend. 

Much  had  he  seen,  and  every  thing  be  saw 
Excited  pleasure  not  unmiz'd  with  awe. 
Leaving  each  room,  he  tum*d  as  if  once  more 
To  enjoy  the  pleasure  that  he  felt  before— > 
"  What  then  must  their  possessors  feel  7  how  grand 
And  happy  they  who  can  such  joys  command ! 
For  they  may  pleasures  all  their  hves  pursue. 
The  winter  pleaaures,  and  the  summer's  too— 
Pleasures  fbr  every  hour  in  every  day — 
Oh !  how  their  time  must  pass  in  joy  away  !** 

So  Peter  said. — Replied  the  courteous  Dame : 
"  What  you  call  pleasure  scarcely  owns  the  nama 
The  very  changes  of  amusement  prove 
There  *s  nothing  that  deserves  a  lasting  love. 
They  hunt,  they  course,  they  shoot,  they  fiah,  they 

game ; 
The  objects  vary,  though  the  end  the  aame— 
A  search  for  that  which  flies  them ;  no,  my  Boy  I 
*T  is  not  enjoyment^  *t  is  pursuit  of  joy.** 

Peter  waa  thoughtful  —  tl^nking,  *What!  not 
these. 
Who  can  command,  or  purchase,  what  they  please^ 
Whom  many  serve,  who  only  speak  the  word. 
And  they  have  all  that  earth  or  seas  afibrd — 
All  that  can  charm  the  mind  and  please  the  eye-« 
And  they  not  happy ! — but  I  *11  ask  her  why.* 

So  Peter  ask'd— "  T  is  not,*'  she  said,  "  for  us,. 
Tbeir  Honours'  inward  feelings  to  discuss  ; 
But  if  they  *re  happy,  they  would  still  confess 
^T  is  not  these  things  that  malie  their  happiness. 

Look  from  this  window !  ot  his  work  behold 
Yon  gard'ner's  helper — he  is  poor  and  old. 
He  not  one  thing  of  all  you  sec  can  call 
His  own ;  but  haply,  ho  o'erlooks  them  all. 
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Hear  him !  he  whigties  through  hit  work,  or  stops 
But  to  admire  bia  laboara  and  his  crops : 
To-day  as  every  former  day  he  fares, 
And  for  the  morrow  has  nor  doubts  nor  cares ; 
Pious  and  cheerful,  proud  when  he  can  please, 
Judge  if  Joe  Tompkin  i^ants  such  things  as  these. 

Come,  let  us  forward !"  and  she  walk*d  in  haste 
To  a  large  room,  itself  a  work  of  taste. 
But  chiefly  valued  for  the  works  that  drew 
The  eyes  of  Peter — ^Ihis  indeed  was  new. 
Was  most  imposing — Books  of  every  kind 
Were  there  disposed,  the  food  for  every  mind.    . 
With  joy  perplex'd,  round  cast  he  wondering  eyes. 
Still  in  his  joy,  and  duqb  in  his  surprise. 

Above,  beneath,  around,  on  every  side. 
Of  every  form  and  size  were  Books  descried ; 
Like  Bishop  Hatto,*  when  the  rats  drew  near, 
And  war's  new  dangers  waked  his  guilty  fbar. 
When  thousands  came  beside,  behind,  before^ 
And  up  and  down  came  on  ten  thousand  more  ( 
A  tailM  and  whiskerM  army,  each  with  daws 
As  sharp  as  needles,  and  with  teeth  like  saws,i' — 
So  fiird  with  awe,  and  wonder  in  his  looks. 
Stood  Peter,  'midst  this  multitude  of  Books ; 
But  guiltless  he  and  fearless ;  yet  he  sighM 
Tp  think  what  treasures  were  to  him  denied. 

But  wonder  ceases  on  continued  view  t 
And  the  Boy  sharp  for  cfose  inspection  grew. 
Prints  on  the  table  he  at  first  surveyM^ 
Then  to  the  Books  his  full  attention  paid. 
At  iirst,  from  tome  to  tome,  as  fkncy  led. 
He  viewM  the  binding,  and  the  titles  read ; 
Lost  in  delight,  and  with  his  freedom  pleased. 
Then  tliree  huge  folios  from  their  shelf  he  seized ; 
Fixing  on  ope,  with  prints  of  every  race^ 
Of  beast  and  bird  most  rare  in  every  place,'^ 
Serpents,  the  giants  of  tbeir  tribe,  whose  prey 
Are  giants  too-^a  wild  ox  once  a  day ; 
Here  the  fierce  tiger,  and  the  desert's  kings. 
And  all  that  move  on  feet,  or  fins,  or  wings*-' 
Most  rare  and  strange ;  a  second  volume  told 
Of  battles  dire,  and  dreadful  to  behold, 
Ou  sea  or  land,  and  fleets  dispersM  in  storms; 
A  third  has  all  creative  fimcy  forms, — 
Hydra  and  dire  chimera,  deserts  rude. 
And  ruins  grand,  enriching  solitude : 
Whatever  was,  or  was  supposed  to  be. 
Saw  Peter  here,  and  still  desired  to  see. 

Again  he  looVd,  but  happier  had  he  been, 
That  Book  of  Wonders  he  had  never  seen ; 


*[For  the  hittory  of  H«tto,  Archbuhop  of  Meats.  ••«  Cotj- 
•t*s  Crodkiai,  p.  571.  Bee  alw,  amoojt  Mr.  fiouther*!  mlDor 
I  poem*.  "  God's  JodgmeDt  on  a  Biabpp.**] 

t  ["  And  ia  at  the  wiodowi^and  in  a(  the  door, 
.And  throuch  the  waili  hj  thounnda  they  pour. 
.  And  down  ihroufh  the  cpitiRs  and  up  through  the  floor.  . ' 
'  From  the  right  and  the  left,  from  behind  and  before. 
'  Prom  within  and  without,  frnm  above  and  below. 

And  all  at  oaoe  to  the  Biihop  th«r  go. 
'Thejr  have  whetted  their  tevih  against  the  atones, 
.  And  now  ther  pick  the  Bishop's  bonw, 

Thejr  gnawed  the  flesh  from  every  limb, 
If  or  they  were  sent  to  do  jadgmeat  on  him  !**— 60UTIiET.} 


For  there  were  tales  of  men  of  wicked  mind. 
And  how  the  foe  of  man  deludes  mankind. 
Magic  and  murder  every  leaf  bespread — 
Enchanted  halb,  and  diambara  of  the  dead. 
And  ghosts  that  haunt  the  ooenes  where  oooe  llw 
victims  bled. 

Just  at  this  time,  when  Peter*t  heart  began 
To  admit  the  fear  that  shames  the  valiant  man. 
He  paused — but  why  7  **Here  *s  one  my  guard  to  be; 
When  thus  protected,  none  can  trouble  me  »** 
Then  rising  look'd  he  round,  and  lo !  akme  was  he^ 

Three  ponderous  doors,  with  locks. of  "^^^n'Mg 
brass, 

•SeemM  to  invite  the  trembling  Boy  to  pass; 
But  fear  forbade,  till  fear  itself  supplied 
The-place  of  courage,  and  at  length  he  tried. 
He  grasp'd  the  key — Alas !  thoueh  great  his  w&ddgm 
The  key  tum'd  not,  the  bolt  would  not  recede. 
Try  then  again;  for  what  will  not  distress? 
Again  he  tried,  and  with  the  same  eoocess. 
Yet  one  remains,  remains  mitried  one  doof«- 
A  fiilmg  hope,  for  two  had  fail'd  btfan ; 
But  a  bold  prinoe,  with  fifty  doors  in  sight, 
Tried  Ibrty^ine,  before  he  found  the  right; 
Before  he  mounted  on  the  brazen  horse. 
And  o*er  the  walls  pursued  his  airy  course, ' 
So  his  cold  hand  on  this  last  key  he  laid : 
**  Now  turn,"  said  he ;  the  treacherous  bolt  obey*4^ 
The  door  receded — ^bringing  full  in  view 
The  dim,  dull  chapel,  pulpit,  desk,  and  pew. 

It  was  not  right — it  would  have  vex*d  a  saint ; 
And  Peter^'s  anger  rose  above  restraint 
**  Was  this  her  love,**  he  cried,  **  to  bring  me  here, 
Among  the  dead,  to  die  myself  with  fear  !** — 
For  Peter  judged,  with  monuments  around. 
The  dead  must  surely  in  the  place  be  found  >^ 
**  With  cold  to  shiver,  and  with  hunger  pine-~ 
*  We  *I1  see  the  rooms,*  she  said, '  before  we  dine  f 
And  spake  se  kind !  That  window  gives  no  light: 
Here  IS  enough  the  boldest  man  to  fright ; 
It  hardly  now  b  day,  and  soon  it  wiU  he  nigfat^ 

Deeply  he  sigh*d,  nor  from  his  heart  eoold  ohasi 
^Vhe  dread  of  dying  in  that  dismal  place ; 
Anger  and  sorrow  m  his  bosom  strove. 
And  banish*d  all  that  yet  remained  of  love ; 
When  soon  despair  had  seiz*d  the  tremUing  Boj, 
But  hark,  a  voice !  the  sound  of  peace  and  joy. 

*•  Where  art  tliou,  lad  T— '«0h  *  here  am  I,  in 
doubt. 
And  sorely  f^ighten*d — can  you  let  me  out?" 
"  Oh  I  yes,  my  child ;  it  was  indeed  a  sin, 
Forgetful  as  I  was,  to  bok  you  in. 
I  left  you  reading,  and  from  habit  lockM 
The  door  behind  me,  but  in  truth  am  shoeVd 
To  serve  you  thus ;  but  we  will  make  amends 
For  such  mistake.   Come,  cheerly,  we  are  frienda.** 

**  Oh !  yes,**  said  Peter,  quite  alive  to  be 
So  kindly  used,  and  have  so  much  to  see. 
And  having  so  much  seen ;  his  way  he  spied, 
Forgot  his  peril,  and  rejoin*d  his  guide. 

Now  all  beheld  his  admiration  Tais*d, 
The  lady  thank*d,  her  condescension  prais*d. 
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And  fii^d  the  hqnf  for  dinner,  forth  the  Boy 
Went  m  a  tumi^  of  o'erpowering^  j.  v, 
To  view  the  gardens,  and  what  more  was  found 
In  the  wide  circuit  of  that  spacious  ground, 
Till,  with  his  thoughts  bewildered,  and  oppressM 
With  too  much  feeling,  he  inclined  to  rest. 

Xben  in  the  park  he  sought  itd  deepest  shade, 
Bv  trees  more  aged  than  the  mansion  made, 
lliat  ages  stood  {  and  there  unseen  a  brook 
Ran  not  unheard,  and  thus  our  traveller  spoke, — 
**  I  am  00  happy,  and  have  such  delight, 
I  cannot  bear  to  see  another  sight ; 
It  wearies  one  like  work  ;**  and  so,  with  4^p 
Unconscious  sigh — ^he  laid  him  down  tcKsleep. 

Thus  he  reclining  slept,  and,  oh !  the  joy 
Thai  in  his  dreams  possessM  the  happy  boy, —   . 
♦  Composed  of  all  he  knew,  and  all  he  read. 
Heard,  or  conceived,  the  Uvingr  and  the  dead* 

The  Caliph  Haroun,  walkin?  forth  by  night 
To  see  young  David  and  Goliah  fight. 
Rose  on  his  passive  fancy — then  appeared 
The  fleshksB  forms  of  beings  scomM  or  feared 
B7  just  or  evil  men — the  baneful  race 
Of  spirits  jestless,  borne  from  place  to  place : 
Rivers  of  blood  from  conquerM  armies  ran, 
The  flying  steed  was  by,  the  marble  man ; 
Hien  danced  the  fairies  round  their  pigmy  queen, 
And  their  feet  twinkled  on  the  dewy  green. 
All  m  the  moon-beam^s  glo"7'    As  they  fled. 
The  mountain  loadstone  reared  its  fatal  head. 
And  drew  the  iron.bolted  ships  on  shore. 
Where  he  distinctly  heard  the  billows  roar, — 
Mix*d  with  a  living  voice  of—"  Youngster,  sleep 

no  more. 
Bat  haste  to  dinper.'*    Starting  from  the  ground, 
The  waking  boy  obey'd  that  welcome  sound. 

He  went  and  sat,  with  equal  shame  and  pride, 
A  welcome  ffaegt  at  Madam  Jqhnson's  side. 
At  his  right  hand  was  Mistress  Kitty  pUced, 
AAd  Lucy,  maiden  sly,  the  stripling  faced. 
T%en  each  th6  proper  seat  at  table  took— 
Groom,  butler,  footman,  laundress,  coachman,  cook ; 
For  all  their  ^station  and  their  office  knew. 
Nor  sat  as  rustics  or  the  rabble  do. 

The  youth  to  each  the  due  attention  paid. 
And  hcilKor-nobb'd  with  Lady  Charlotte*s  ^aid ; 
With  much  respect  each  other  they  address*d. 
And  all  encouraged  their  enchanted  guest 
Wine,  fruit,  and  sweetmeats  dosed  repast  so  long. 
And  Mistress  Flora  sang  an  opera-song. 

Such  wan  iTie  Day  the  happy  BoT  had  spent. 
And  tbrtb  dE'li^'ljTt  d  from  the  Hall  he  went: 
Bcmidg  hb  lltaiLk>i,  he  mounted  on  his  steed, 
Mmt  largely  \hd  than  he  was  wont  to  feed  ; 
And  well  for  Peter  that  his  pony  knew 
J^TOQt  whence  he  came, the  road  he  should  pursue; 
Ffir  the  youn^t^  TidoT  had  his  mind  estranged 
Frofn  dl  nrdunci,  disturbed  and  disarran^^, 
In  pkusing  tumult,  in  a  dream  of  bliss, 
EfljrrvM  but  Bfldom  in  a  world  like  this. 

BiU  though  the  pleasures  of  the  day  were  past, — 
For  lively  |3easures  are  not  form'd  toiast,—- 
2T 


nd  tliouj^h  !e«^B  vmd  they  became,  less  itrong, 
ThrotJ^^lj  l::u;  thry  hvtd,  and  wcr^  e^njoy*d  a??  longj 
So  deep  the  imprcsuon^of  that  happy  I)ay> . 
Nor  time  por  cares  could  wear  it  all  away  | 
£v*n  to  the  last,  in  his  declining  yeai»^ 
He  told  of  all  his  glories,  all  his  kan^. 


How  blithely  forward  in  that  mom  be  ' 
How  blest  the  hours  in  that  fair  \m\iicv 
How  vast  that  Mansion,  sure  for  irunarch  pknii^d. 
The  rooms  so  many,  and  yet  eac}t  ^u  grand,^ 
Millions  of  books  in  one  large  hall  were  found. 
And  glorious  pictures  every  room  n  round  ; 
Beside  that  strangest  of  the  wonclirs  ihtiv^ 
That  house  itself  containM  a  hou>r  cjf  praycr« 

He  told  of  park  and  wood,  of  tun  ajid  abodv, 
And  how  the  lake  below  the  lawu  \^  a^  made  i 
He  spoke  of  feasting  such  as  nevi  r  i<M>, 
Taught  in  his  scho^  was  fated  to  r'[iJ4>y — 
Of  ladies'  maids  as  ladies'  selves  wurc  dressed. 
And  her,  his  firiend,  distinguish'd  iVoni  tJie  rest, 
By  grandeur  in  her  look,  and  state  that  abo  pos- 
sessed. 
He  pass'd  not  one ;  his  grateful  mind  o'erflow'd 
With  scenes  of  all  he  felt,  and  they  beatQw'd. 

He  spake  of  every  office,  great  or  small, 
Withm,  without,  and  spake  with  praise  of  all — 
So  pass'd  the  happy  Boy,  that  Day  at  Silford  Hall, 


[*«*  In  the  flrat  draft  of  '*  Silford  HaU**  the  conelasion 
is  different :  and  we  thiak  it  right  to  preserve  the  fbllow- 
iag  verses  in  a  note,  as  they  appear  to  leave  iittIA  doobt 
that  the  story  was  in  fact  suggested  by  the  Poet's  recol- 
lection of  his  own  boyish  visits,  when  an  apothecary's 
apprenti<ie»  to  Chevely,  a  seat  of  the  noble  fkmily  with 
whom,  in  after-years,  he  was  domesticated  as  Chaplain. 

Dieam  on,  dear  Boy  I  let  pan  a  few  brief  years. 
Replete  with  troubles,  cumfortu,  hopes,  and  fbars. 
Bold  expectations,  efforts  wild  and  strong, 
And  thou  shall  find  thy  fond  conjectures  wrong. 
Imagination  rules  thee  :  thine  are  dreams. 
And  every  thing  to  thee  is  what  it  seems : 
Thou  seest  the  surflices  of  things,  that  pass 
Before  the^,  colour'd  by  thy  fancy's  glass. 
The  fhet  below  is  hidden  !    What  is  true 
In  that  fair  mansion  comes  not  in  thy  view; 
And  thdu  wouldst  feel  a  new  and  strange  surprise, 
Should  all  within  upon  thy  mind  arise. 
Thou  think'st  the  lords  of  all  these  slorioos  things 
Are  West  supremely  I  so  they  are,— like  kings! 
Envy  them  not  th<*ir  lofty  state,  my  boy  ,* 
They  but  possess  the  things  that  yOu  enjoy. 

Nay,  but  they're  lords  of  all  you  see  around— 
Ring  but  a  bell,  and  men  obey  the  sound; 
Make  but  a  motion  with  the  hand  or  eye, 
And  their  attendants  at  the  signal  fly.**      ,  ^ 

True,  my  fair  lad  t  but  this  is  contract  all. 
For  Jsmes  is  paid  to  heed  his  Honour's  call : 
Let  wsges  cease,  and  lay  the  livery  by, 
And  James  will  heed  no  more  ths-n  you  or  I. 
Service  hss  lawful  bound,  and  that  beyond 
Is  no  obedience — *t  is  not  in  the  bond. 
Footman,  or  groom,  or  butler,  still  he  knows. 
So  does  his  lord,  the  duty  thst  he  owes. 

Labourers,  you  say,  are  grieved  with  daily  toil- 
True— but  the  sweater  goes  not  with  the  soil ; 
He  can  change  places,  change  his  way  of  life. 
Take  new  employments.-^ssv  oan  ^ke  a  wifc; 
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If  be  oftnd,  he  know*  the  law's  decree* 
f^  can  his  Judge  in  his  accuser  see; 
And  TTiiire  HiJiM  n\\  the  rest— or  young  or  old, 
UmAiI  NT  'H  I'  -  he  cannot  be  told: 
Podftiw  iiiti  1  sy  .L II  i;  mnv  in  his  cot  be  found, 
Hilt  itm  B  a^Uivv  i  :in  live  on  British  ground. 

tlnr  linvi-  thf*  1  irds  of  all  this  wealth  you  see, 
IHtiT  li^rSVn  fr  ■  lorn  :  few  are  truly  free: 
hest  find  the  check  of  fate. 


Wh"  i.iik 


Ives  are  suli^ect  to  tbiir  state. 

hat  we  desire  to  gain, 
ors  in  a  golden  chain— 
and  *t  is  lost  with  pain. 


And  ll^oi  by  I  wilt  pass  unheedtag  hjr 

Thtt  c^nni".^  II         )w  delijpht  thine  eager  l^e. 

And,  coultMl  l\f< 
Tbrm  wdo  w*  r  i  ' 
T<j  lie  fi  f<^Ht  uii 
Anfl  tvHniliS  11 1 'f 
Tin?  titU's  uf  II.. 
Tirk**  thru.  -I!. 

Withtrifllii:|M  I-. 


^  and  there  shall  come  a  strange, 
see  it,  an  amazing  change. 

.  te  so  happf ,  and  so  proud, 

.  liveried  men  allowed, 
ired  not,  in  thy  very  shame, 

r  noble  masters  name- 
ly known,  upon  thy  tongne 

,  ad  erring  accent  bung 


Oh !  h  n  I  t  N  r  y  r  Id  thee,  when  thou  sat*st  with  pride, 
And  itrutuliil  jii> .  At  Madam  Joluvaon's  side. 
And  beard  liie  lisping  Flora,  blue-cjred  maid, 
Bid  thee  be  nefther  bashfUl  nor  afraid. 
When  Mrs.  Jane  thy  burning  blush  had  raised. 
Because  thy  modesty  and  sense  slio  praised— 
Couldst  thou  have  seen  ttutt  in  that  place  a  room 
Should  be  thine  own,  thy  house,  thy  ball,  thy  home. 
With  leave  to  wander  as  thou  wouldst,  to  lead 
Just  as  thv  Aincy  was  disposed  to  fted. 
To  Jive  with  those  wlio  were  so  far  above 
Thy  reach,  it  seem'd  to  thee  a  crime  to  love. 
Or  even  admire  them  !— Little  didst  thou  know 
How  near  approach  the  lofty  and  the  low  I 
In  all  we  dare,  and  all  we  dare  not  name. 
How  m^ch  the  groat  and  little  are  tke  same  * 

Well,  thou  hast  tried  it— thoa  hast  closely  seen 
What  greatness  has  without  it,  and  within  ; 
Whore  now  the  JoyAil  expectation  ?— fled  I 
The  strong  anticipating  spirit  7— dead  I] 
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le  him  frienda — cmch  friendB  it  all  maj 

e, 

Wlio  take  the  way  that  he  was  pleaaed  to  taks. 
He  gave  his  dinners  in  a  handsome  stjle, 
And  met  his  neighbours  with  a  eocial  smile ; 
The  wealthy  all  their  easy  friend  a|>proved. 
Whom  the  more  liberal  for  his  bounty  loved ; 
And  even  the  cautious  and  reserr'd  benn 
To  speak  with  kindness  of  the  frank  old  man, 
Who,  though  associate  with  the  rich  and  grave, 
Laugh*d  with  the  gay,  and  to  the  needy  gave 
What  need  requires.  At  church  a  seat  was  diowp, 
That  he  was  kindly  ask*d  to  think  his  own : 
Thither  he  went,  and  neither  cold  nor  heat. 
Pains  nor  pretences,  kept  him  fixnn  his  seaL 
This  to  his  credit  in  the  town  was  told, 
And  ladies  said,  **  *T  is  pity  he  is  old : 
Yet,  for  his  years,  the  Stranger  moves  like  oao 
Who,  of  his  race,  has  no  small  part  to  run.** 
No  envy  be  by  ostentation  raised. 
And  all  his  hospitable  table  praised. 
His  quiet  life  censorious  talk  suppress'd. 
And  numbers  hail*d  him  as  their  welcome  guest 


THE  FAMILY  OP  LOVE. 

Iff  a  large  town,  a  wealthy  thriving  place. 
Where  hopes  of  gain  excite  an  anxious  race; 
Which  dark  dense  wreaths  of  cloudy  volumes  cYoak, 
And  markf  for  leagues  around,  the  plaee  of  smoke  ;• 
Where  fire  to  water  lends  its  powerful  aid. 
And  steam  produces — strong  ally  to  trade  :«- 
Arrived  a  Stranger,  whom  no  merchant  knew, 
Nor  coul^  conjecture  what  be  came  to  do : 
He  came  not  there  a  fortune  to  amend, 
He  came  not  there  a  fortune  made  to  spend ; 
His  age  not  that  which  men  in  trade  employ : 
The  ]Mace  not  that  where  men  their  wealth  enjoy ; 
Yet  there  was  something  in  his  air  that  told 
Of  competencj  gain*d,  before  the  man  wavold. 
He  brought  no  servants  with  him  :  those  he  sought 
Were  soon  his  habits  and  his  manners  taught — 
His  manners  easy,  civil,  kind,  and  free ; 
His  habits  such  as  aged  men*s  will  be ; 
To  self  indulgent;  wealthy  men  like  him 
Plead  far  these  failings — *t  is  their  way,  their  whim.. 

His  frank  good-humour,  Ms  untroubled  air, 
His  free  oddAss,  and  language  bold  but  fair, 


*T  was  thought  a  man  so  mild,  and  boonteooi 
too, 
A  world  of  good  within  the  town  might  do ; 
To  vote  him  honours,  therefore,  they  indmed ; 
But  these  he  sought  not,  and  with  thanks  resignM ; 
His  days  of  business  he  declared  were  past. 
And  he  would  wait  in  quiet  for  the  last ; 
But  f^r  a  dinner  and  a  day  of  mirth 
He  was  the  readiest  being  upon  earth. 

Men  caird  him  Captain,  and  they  found  the  name 
Bjr  him  accepted  without  pride  or  shame. 
Not  in  the  Navy — ^tbat  did  not  appear : 
Not  in  the  Army — that  at  least  was  clear— ^ 
**  But  OS  he  speaks  of  sea-afiairs,  he  maiie. 
No  doubt,  his  fortune  in  the  way  of  trade ; 
He  might,  perhaps,  an  India-ship  command^ 
We  *11  call  him  Captain,  now  he  comes  to  land.** 

The  Stranger  much  of  various  life  had  seen. 
Been  poor,  been  rich,  and  in  the  state  between ; 
Had  much  of  kindness  met,  and  much  deceit. 
And  all  that  man  who  deals  with  men  must  meet. 
Not  much  he  read ;  but  from  his  youth  had  thought, 
And  been  by,  care  and  observatian  taught : 
*T  is  thus  a  man  his  own  opinions  makes ; 
He  holds  that  fast,  which  he  with  trouble  takes : 
While  one  whose  notions  all  fh>m  books  arise, 
Upon  his  authors^  not  himself  relies— 
A  borrowM  wisdom  this,  that  does  not  make  ua 
wise. 

Inured  to  scenes,  where  wealth  and  place  com 
mand 
Th'  observant  eye,  and  the  obedient  hand, 
A  tor^-spirit  his — he  ever  paid 
Obedience  due,  and  look*d  to  be  obeT*d. 
**  Man  upon  man  depends,  and,  break  the  chain, 
He  soon  returns  to  savage  liie  again ; 
As  of  fair  virgins  dancing  in  a  round. 
Each  binds  another,  and  herself  is  bound. 
On  either  hand  a  social  tribe  he  sees. 
By  those  assisted,  and  assisting  these ; 
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While  to  the  genaral  welfare  iJl  belong, 

The  high'  in  power,  the  low  in  number  strong.*' 

Such  was  the  Stranger's  creed— if  not  profound, 
He  judged  it  useful,  and  pfoclaim'd  it  sound ; 
And  many  lilced  it:  invitations  went 
To  Gaptam  EUiot,  and  from  him  were  sent-^ 
These  last  so  often,  that  his  friends  confessed. 
The  Captain's  oook  had  not  a  place  of  rest 
Still  wei^  they  something  at  a  loss  to  guess 
What  bis  profession  was  from  his  address ; 
For  much  he  knew,  and  too  correct  was  he 
For  a  man  train'd  and  nurtured  on  the  sea ; 
TeC  well  he  knew  the  seaman's  words  and  ways,— 
Seaman's  his  look,  and  nautical  his  phrase : 
In  &et,  all  ended  just  where  they  began, 
With  many  a  dooot  of  this  amphibious  man. 

Though  kind  to  all,  he  look'd  with  special  grace 
On  a  few  members  of  an  ancient  race. 
Long  known,  and  well  respected  in  the  place ; 
JDyson  their  name ;  but  how  regard-  for  these 
Eoie  in  his  mind,  or  why  they  seem'd  to  please, 
Or  by  what  ways,  what  virtues— not  a  cause 
Cul  we  assign,  for  Fancy  has  no  laws ; 
But,  as  the  Captain  show'd  them  such  respect, 
We  win  not  treat  the  Dysons  with  neglect 

llieir  fether  died  while  yet  engaged  by  trade 
To  make  a  fortune,  that  was  never  made. 
But  to  his  children  taught ;  for  he'  would  say 
•*  I  place  them — all  I  can — in  Fortune's  way." 

James  was  his  first-born ;  when  his  fether  died. 
Be,  in  their  large  domain,  the  place  supplied. 
And  found,  as  to  the  Dysons  all  appeared. 
Affairs  less  gloomy  than  their  sire  had  fear'd ; 
But  then  if  rich  or  poor,  all  now  agree 
Frugal  and  careful,  James  must  wealthy  be : 
And  wealth  in  wedlock  sought,  he  married  soctti, 
And  ruled  his  Lady  from  the  hon^-moon : 
Nor  shall  we  wonder ;  for,  his  bouse  b^de, 
He  had  a  sturdy  multitude  to  guide ; 
Who  now  his  spirit  vex'd,  anid  now  his  temper 

tried; 
Men  who  by  labours  live,  and,  day  by  day, 
Work,  weave,  and  spin  their  active  fives  away  : 
lAe  bees  indoatrious,  they  for  others  strive, 
With,  now  and  then,  some  murmuring  in  the  hive. 

James  was  a  cburchman — ^'twas  his  -pride  and 
boast; 
I^yal  bis  heart,  and  "  Church  and  King"  his  toast ; 
He  fer  Rdiflion  might  not  warmly  feel. 
But  fer  the  Ohorch  he  h^d  abounding  zeaL 

Tet  no  dissenting  sect  would  be  condemn, 
**  They're  naught  to  us,"  said  he,  **  nor  we  to  them ; 
*T  is  mno^tion  of  our  own  I  hate. 
Whims  and  inventions  of  a  modem  date. 

Why  send  you  Bibles  all  the  world  about. 
That  men  may  read  amiss,  and  learn  to  doubt? 
Why  teach  the  children  of  the  poor  to  read, 
That  a  new  race  of  doubters  may  succeed  7 
Now  can  you  scarcely  rule  the  stubborn  crew, 
And  what  if  they  should  know  as  much  as  yoo  t 


Will  a  man  labour  when  to  learning  bred. 
Or  use  his  hands  who  can  employ  his  head  7 
Will  he  a  clerk  or  master's  self  obey, 
Who  thinks  himself  as  well  inform'd  as  they  7" 

These  were  his  fevourite  subjects -^  these  be 
chose. 
And  where  h«  ruled  no  creature  durst  oppose. 

"We're  rich,"  quoth  James;  ''but  if  we  thus 
proceed. 
And  give  to  afi,  we  shall  be  poor  indeed : 
lb  war  we  subsidise  the  world — ^in  peace 
We  christianise — our  bounties  never  cease : 
We  learn  each  stranffer's  tongue,  that  they  with  ease 
May  read  translated  Scriptures,  if  they  please  ; 
We  buy  them  presses,  prmt  them  books,  and  then 
Pay  and  export  poor  learned,  pious  men ; 
Vainly  we  strive  a  fortune  now  to  get, 
So  taz'd  by  private  claims,  and  puUic  debt" 

Still  he  proceeds — ^  You  make  your  prisons  light, 
Airy  and  clean,  your  robbers  to  invite ; 
And  in  such  ways  your  pity  show  to  vice. 
That  you  the  rogues  encourage,  and  entice." 

For  lenient  measures  James  had  no  regard— 
**  Hardship,"  he  said,  **  must  work  upon  &e  hard ; 
Labour  and  chains  such  desperate  men  require ; 
To  soften  iron  you  must  use  the  ^reJ* 

Active  himself,  he  labour'd  to  express. 
In  his  strong  words,  bis  scorn  of  idleness ; 
FVom  him  in  vain  the  beggar  sought  relief 
**  Who  will  not  kbour  is  an  idle  thief; 
Stealing  front  those  who  will;"  he  knew  not  how 
For  the  untaught  and  ill-taught  to  allow, 
Children  of  want  and  vice,  inured  to  ill, 
Unchain'd  the  passions,  and  uncurb'd  the  wilL 

Alas !  he  look'd  but  to  his  own  iiffairs. 
Or  to  the  rivals  in  his  trade,  and  theirs  : 
Knew  not  the  thousands  who  must  all  be  fed. 
Yet  ne'er  were  taught  to  earn  their  daily  bread ; 
Whom  crimes,  misfortunes,  errors  only  teach. 
To  seek  their  food  where'er  within  their  reacb* 
Who  for  their  parents'  sins,  or  for  their  own. 
Are  now  as  vagrants,  wanderers,  beggars  known. 
Hunted  and  hunting  through  the  world,  to  share 
Alms  and  contempt,  and  shame  and  scorn  to  beay , 
Whom  Law  condemns,  and  Justice,  with  a  sigh, 
PursuTng,  shakes  her  sword  and  passes  by.^^ 
If  to  the  prison  we  should  these  commit. 
They  for  the  gallows  will  be  lender'd  fiL 

But  James  had  virtues — was  esteem'd  as  one 
Whom  men  look'd  up  to,  and  relied  upon. 
Kind  to  his  ecjuals,  social  when  they  met — 
If  out  of  spints,  always  out  of  debt ; 
True  to  his  promise,  he  a  lie  disdain'd, 
And  e'en  when  tempted  in  his  trade,  refivin'd ; 
Frugal  he  was,  and  loved  the  cash  to  spare, 
Gain'd  by  much  skill,  and  nursed  by  constant  care . 
Yet  liked  the  social  board,  and  when  he  spoke, 
Some  haii'd  his  wisdom,  some  enjoy'd  his  joke. 
To  him  a  Brother  look'd  as  one  to  whom, 
If  fertune  frown'd,  he  might  in  trouble  come; 
His  Sisters  view'd  the  important  man  with  awe 
As  if  a  parent  in  his  place  they  saw  * 
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All  lived  ia  Love ;  none  sought  their  private  ends ; 
The  Dysons  were  a  FamUy  of  Friends. 

His  brother  David  was  &  studious  boy, 
Yet  coald  his  sports  as  well  as  books  enjov. 
E'en  v^hen  a  boy,  he  was  not  quickly  read, 
If  by  the  heart  you  judged  him,  or  the  head. 
His  father  thought  he  was  decreed  to  shine, 
And  be  in  time  an  eminent  Divine ; 
But  if  he  ever  to  the  Church  inclined. 
It  is  too  oertftin  that  he  changed  his  mind. 
He  spoke  of  scruples,  but  who  knew  him  best 
Aiiirm'd,  no  scruples  broke  on  David's  rest ' 
Physic  and  Law  were  each  in  turn  proposed. 
He  weigh'd  them  nicely,  and  with  Physic  closed. 

He  had  a  serious  air,  a  smooth  address, 
And  a  firm  spirit  that  ensured  success. 
He  watch*d  his  brethren  of  the  time,  how  fhey 
Rose  into  fiunoi  that  he  might  chooee  his  way. 

Some,  he  observed,  a  kind  of  roughness  used. 
And  now  their  patients  banter*d,  now  abused : 
The  awe-strnck  people  were  at  once  dismayM, 
As  if  they  begg*d  the  advice  fi>r  which  they  pa(d. 

There  are  who  hold  that  no  disease  is  slight, 
Who  magnify  the  fbe  with  whom  they  5ght 
The  sick  was  toM  that  his  was  that  disease 
But  rarely  known  on  mortal  frame  to  seixe ; 
Which  only  skill  profound,  and  full  command 
Of  all  the  powers  hi  nature  could  withstand. 
Then,  if  he  lived,  what  fame  the  conquest  gave ! 
And  if  he  died—**  No  human  power  could  save  IT 

Mere  fortune  sometimes,  and  a  lucky  case, 
Will  make -a  man  the  idol  of  a  place— 
Who  last,  advice  to  some  fair  duchess  gave. 
Or  snatch*d  a  widow*s  darling  from  the  grave. 
Him  first  she  honours  of  the  lucky  tribe. 
Fills  him  with  praise,  and  wooes  him  to  prescribe. 
In  his  own  chariot  soon  he  rattles  on. 
And  half  believes  the  lies  that  built  him  one. 

But  not  of  these  was  David :  care  and  pain, 
And  studious  toil  prepared  bis  way  to  gain. 
At  first  observed,  then  trusted,  he  became 
At  length  respected,  and  acquired  a  name. 
Keen,  close,  attentive,  he  could  read  mankind. 
The  feeble  body,  and  the  failing  mind ; 
And  if  his  heart  remained  untouched,  his  eyes. 
His  air,  and  tone,  with  all  could  sympathise. 

-  Thb  brought  him  fees,  and  not  a  man  was  he 
In  weak  compassion  to  refuse  a  fee. 
Yet  though  the  Doctor's  purse  was  well  supplied. 
Though  patients  came,  and  fees  were  multiplied. 
Some  secret  drain,  that  none  presumed  to  know, 
And  few  e'en  guess'd,  for  ever  kept  it  low. 
Some  of  a  patient  spake,  a  tender  fikir. 
Of  whom  the  doctor  took  peculiar  care. 
But  not  a  fee :  he  rather  largely  gave^ 
Nor  spared  himself,  't  was  said,  this  gentle  friend 

to  save. 
Hei  oase  consumptive,  with  perpetual  need 
Still  to  be  fed,  and  still  desire  to  feed  ; 
An  eager  craving,  seldom  known  to  cease, 
And  gold  alone  brought  temporary  peace.— 


So,  rich  he  was  not ;  James  some  iear  expnM*^ 
Dear  Doctor  David  would  be  yet  diatress'd ; 
For  if  now  poor,  when  so  repaid  his  skill. 
What  fate  were  his,  if  lie  himself  were  ill ! 

In  his  religion.  Doctor  Dyson  soug^ht 
To  teach  himself—**  A  man  should  not  be  taught* 
Should  not,  by  focms  or  creeds,  his  mind  debase, 
That  keep  in  awe  an  unreflecting  race." 
He  heeded  not  what  Clarke  and  raley  say, 
But  thought  himself  as  good  a  judge  as  they ; 
Yet  to  the  Church  professM  himself  a  f>iend. 
And  would  the  rector  for  his  hour  attend ; 
Nay,  praise  the  leam'd  disooucse,  and  learnedly 

defend. 
For  since  the  oommoD  herd  of  men  are  blind. 
He  judged  it  right  that  guides  should  beassign'd; 
And  that  the  few  who  could  themselves  direct 
Should  treat  those  guides  with  honour  and  respect 
He  was  from  all  contracted  notions  freed, 
But  grave  his  Brother  credit  for  his  creed ; 
And  if  in  smaller  matters  he  indulged, 
*T  yras  >veU,  so  long  as  they  were  not  divulged. 

Oft  was  the  spirit  of  the  Doctor  tried. 
When  bis  grave  Sister  wisb'd  to  be  his  guide. 
She  told  him,  **  all  his  real  fnends  were  grieved 
To  hear  it  said,  how  little  he  believed : 
Of  all  who  bore  the  name  she  never  knew 
One  to  his  pastor  or  his  church  untrue ; 
All  have  the  truth  with  mutual  xeal  profesa'd, 
And  why,  dear  Doctor,  difier  from  the  rest  7** 

**  'Tis  my  bard  &te,"  with  serious  looks  replied 
The  man  ef  doubt,.**  to  err  with  such  a  guide.** 
**  Then  wh^  not  turn  fW)m  such  a  painful  state?**— ■ 
The  doubtmg  man  replied,  **  It  is  my  fiUe." 

Strong  in  her  zeal,  by  texts  and  reasons  back'd. 
In  his  grave  mood  the  Doctor  she  attack'd : 
CulTd  words  from  Scripture  to  announce  his  t 
And  bade  him  **  think  of  dreadful  things  to  c 


**  If  such,*'  he  answer'd,  **  be  that  state  untried, 
In  peace,  dear  Martha,  let  me  here  abide ; 
Forbear  to  insult  a  man  whose  fiite  is  known. 
And  leave  to  Heaven  a  matter  all  his  own.** 

In  the  same  cause  the  Merchant,  Uxi,  would 
strive; 
He  ask'd,  **  Did  ever  unbeliever  thrive  ? 
Had  he  respect?  could  he  a  fortune  make? 
And  why  not  then  such  impious  men  forsake  ?** 

**  Thanks,  my  dear  James,  and  be  assured  I  feel, 
If  not  your  reason,  ^et  at  least  your  veal ; 
And  wlxen  those  wicked  thoughts,  that  keep  mo 

Roor, 
And  bar  respect,  assail  me  as  before 
With  force  combined,  you'll  drive  the  fiend  awaj. 
For  vou  shall  reason,  James,  and  Martha  pray.** 


But  though  the  Doctor  could  reply  with  < 
To  all  such  trivial  arguments  as  these, — 
Though  he  could  reason,  or  at  least  deride. 
There  was  a  power  that  would  not  be  defied ; 
A  closer  reasoner,  whom  he  could  not  shun. 
Could  not  refute,  fi>om  whom  he  could  not  ran  $ 
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For  Conscience  lived  within ;  she  stept,  *t  is  true. 
But  when  she  waked,  her  paogs-awakenM  toa 
She  bade  him  think ;  and  as  he  thongfht,  n  sigh 
Of  deep  remorse  precluded  all  reply. 
Ko  sofl  insulting  smile,  po  btUer  jest, 
Could  this  commanding  power  of  strength  divest, 
But  ^ith  reluctant  fear  her  terrors  he  confess'd. 
His  weak  advisers  he  could  scorn  or  slight. 
But  not  their  cause ;  for,  in  their  fGlly*s  spite, 
l*hey  took  the  wiser  part,  and  chose  their  way 
aright 

Such  was  the  Doctor,  updn  whom  for  aid  ' 
Had  some  good  ladies  cndlM,  but  were  afraid-— 
Afraid  of  one  who^  if  report  were  just. 
The  arm  of  flesh,  and  that  ah>ne  would  trusL 
But  these  were  few— -the  many  took  no  care 
Of  what  they  judged  to  be  his  own  affair : 
And  if  he  them  from  their  diseases  freed. 
They  neither  cared  nor  thought  abdnt  hu  creed : 
They  said  his  merits  would  for  much  atone, 
And  only  wonder*d  that  he  lived  alone. 


The  widow*d  Sister  near  the  Merchant  dwelt. 
And  her  late  loss  with  lingering  sorrow  felt. 
Small  was  her  jointure,  and  o*er  thia  she  sigh'd. 
That  to  her  heart  its  bounteous  wuh  denied. 
Which  yet  all  common  wants,  bat  not  her  all, 

supplied. 
Sorrows  Jike  showers  descend,  and  as  the  heart 
for  them  prepares,  they  good  or  ill  impart ; 
Some  on  the  mind,  as  on  the  ocean  rain,    . 
Fall  and  disturb,  but  soon  are  lost  again — 
Some,  as  to  fertile  lands,  a  boon  bestow. 
And  seed,  that  else  had  perished,  live  and  grow ; 
Some  fall  on  barren  soil,  and  thence  proc^ 
The  idle  blossom,  and  the  useless  weed; 
Bot  how  her  griefi  the  Widow's  heart  impress'd, 
Must  from  the  tenor  of  her  life  be  guess'd. 

Rigid  she  was,  persisting  in  her  grief. 
Fond  of  complaint,  and  adverse  to  relieif. 
Jn  her  religion  she  was  all  severe. 
And  as  she  was*  was  anxious  to  appear. 
When  sorrow  died,  restraint  usurpM  the  place. 
And  late  in  solemn  state  upon  her  face, 
Rttding  she  loved  not,  nor  would  deign  to  waste 
Her  precious  time  on  trifling  works  <n  taste ; 
Though  what  she  did  with  all  that  precious  time 
We  know  not,  but  to  waste  it  was  a  crime- 
As  oft  she  said,  when  with  a  serious  friend 
^  9pent  the  hours  as  duty  bids  us  spend } 
To  read  a  novel  was  a  kind  of  sui— 
Albeit  once  Clarissa  took  her  In ; 
And  now  of  late  she  heard  with  much  surprise, 
Novels  there  were  that  made  a  compromise 
Betwixt  amusement  and  religion ;  these  • 
Might  charm  the  worldly,  whom  the  stories  please. 
And  please  the  serious,  whom  the  sense  would 

charm. 
And  thus  indulring^  be  secured  from  hdrm— 
A  happy  thought,  when  fh>m  the  foe  we  take 
His  arms,  end  use  them  for  religion's  sake. 

Her  Bible  she  perused  by  day,  by  night; 
g  WIS  her  task— she  said  't  was  her  delight ; 
Found  in  her  room,  her  chamber,'  and  her  pew. 
For  ever  studied,  yet  for  ever  new— 
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All  must  be  new  that  we  cannot  retain, 
And  new  we  find  it  when  we  read  again. 

The  hardest  te^ts  she  could  with  ease  expound, 
And  meaning  for  the  roost  mysterious  found. 
Knew  which  of  dubious  senses  to  prefer : 
The  want  of  Greek  was  not  a  want  in  her;— 
Instinctive  light  no  aid  from  Hebrew  needs — 
But  full  conviction  without  study  breeds ; 
0*cr  mortal  powers  by  inborn  strength  prevails. 
Where  Reason  trembles,  and  where  Learning  faiils. 

To  the  Church  strictly  from  her  childhood  bred, 
She  now  her  zeal  with  party-spirit  fed  : 
For  brother  James  she  lively  hopes  express'd. 
But  for  the  Doctor's  safety  felt  distressed ; 
And  her  light  Sister,  poor,  and  deaf,  and  blind, 
Fiird  her  with  fears«of  most  tremendous  kind. 
But  David  mock'(l  her  for  the  pains  she  took. 
And  Fanny  gave  resentment  for  rebuke ; 
While  James  approved  the  zeal,  and  praised  the 

can, 

*«  That  brought,"  he  said,  **  a  blessing  on  them  all : 
Goodness  like  this  to  all  Che  House  extends, 
For  were  they  not  a  Family  of  Friends  T' 

Their  sister  Frances,  though  her  prime  was  past, 
Had  beauty  still — nay^  beauty  form'd  to  bst; 
'T  was  not  the  lily  and  the  rose  combined. 
Nor  must  we  say  the  beauty  of  the  mind ; 
But  feature,  form,  and  that  engaging  air, 
That  lites  when  ladies  are  no  longer  fair. 
Lovers  she  had,  and  she  remcmber'd  yet. 
For  who  the  glories  of  their  reign  forget  7 
Some  she  rejected  in  her  maiden  pride. 
And  some  in  maiden  hesitation  tried. 
Unwilling  to  renounce,  unable  to  decide. 
One  lost,  snother  would  her  grace  implore. 
Till  all  were  lost,  and  lovers  came  no  more : 
Nor  had  she  that,  in  beauty's  failing  state, 
Which  will  recall  a  lover,  or  create ; 
Hers  was  the  slender  portion  that  supplied 
Her  real  wants,  but  all  beyond  denied. 

When  Fanny  Dyson  reach'd  her  fortieth  year, 
She  would  no  more  of  love  or  lovers  hear ; 
But  one  dear  Friend  she  ohose,  her  guide,  her  stay ; 
And  to  each  other  all  the  world  were  they ; 
For  all  the  world  had  grown  to  them  unkind. 
One  sex  censorious,  and  the  other  blind. 
Tlie  Friend  of  Frances  longer  time  had  known 
The  world's  deceits,  and  from  its  follies  flown. 
With  her  dear  Friend,  life's  sober  joys  to  share 
Was  all  that  now  became  her  wish  snd  care.     , 
They  walk'd  together,  they  conversed  and  read, 
And  tender  tears  for  well-feign'd  sorrows  shed : 
And  were  so  happy  in  their  quiet  lives. 
They  pitied  sighing  maids,  and  weeping  wives. 

But  Fortune  to  our  state  such  change  imparts. 
That  Pity  stays  not  long  in  human  hearts ; 
When  sad  for  others'  woes  our  hearts  are  grown, 
This  soon  gives  place  tomorrows  of  our  own. 

Tliero  was  among  our  guardian  Volunteers 
A  Major  Bright — he  reckon'd  fiHy  years : 
A  reading  man  of  peace,  but  call'd  to  take 
His  swoid  and  muftket  for  his  country's  mht 
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Not  to  go  forti'i  and  fight,  bat  here  to  stay, 
Invaders,  should  they  come,  to  chase  or  slay. 

Him  had  the  elder  Lady  lon^  admired, 
As  one  from  vain  and  trivial  thm^fs  retired ; 
With  him  Conversed ;  .bnt  to  a  Friend  so  dear, 
Gave  not  that  pleasure — Why  ?  is  not  so  clear ; 
But  chance  effected  this :  the  Major  now 
Gave  botli  the  time  his  duties  would  allow ; 
In  walks,  in  visits,  when  abroad,  at  home. 
The  friendly  Major  would  to  either  oorae. 
He  never  spoke-^for  he  was  not  a  boy-*- 
Of  ladies*  charms,  or  lover's  grief  and  joy. 
All  his  discourses  were  of  serious  kind. 
The  heart  they  touchM  not,  but  they  fiird  the  mind. 
Yet— oh,  the  pity  !  from  this  grave  good  man 
The  cause  of  coolness  in  the  Friends  began. 
The  sage  Sophronia — that  the  chosen  name- 
Now  mors  polite,  and  more  estranged  became. 
She  could  but  feel  that  she  had  longer  known 
This  valued  friend — ^he  wa0  indeed  her  own ; 
But  Frances  Dyson,  to  confess  the  truth, 
Had  more  of  softness — ^yes,  and  more  of  youth  $ 
And  though  he  said  such  things  had  ceased  to 

jdease. 
The  worthy  Major  was  not  blind  to  these : 
So  without  thought,  without  intent,  he  paid 
More  fVequent  visits  to  the  younger  Maid. 

Such  the  offence ;  and  though  the  Major  triod 
To  tie  «gain  the  knot  he  thus  untied, 
His  utmost  efforts  no  kind  looks  repaid,— 
He  moved  no  more  the  inexorable  maid. 
The  Friends  too  parted,  and  the  elder  told 
Tales  of  false  hearts,  and  friendships  waring  cold ; 
And  wonderM  what  a  man  of  sense  could  see 
In  the  tight  airs  of  withered  vanity. 

''T  is  said  that  Fhinces  now  the  world  reviews, 
Unwilling  all  the  little  lefl  to  lose ; 
She  and  tlic  Major  on  the  walks  are  seen. 
And  all  the  world  is  wondering  what  they  mean. 

Such  were  the  four  whom  Captain  Elliot  4rew 
To  his  own  board,  as  the  selected  few. 
For  why  7  they  seem'd  each  other  to  approve, 
And  call*d  themselves  a  Family  of  Love* 

These  were  not  all :  there  was  a  youth  beside, 
Left  to  his  uncles  when  his  parents  died : 
A  Girl,  their  sister,  by  a  Boy  was  led 
To  Scotland,  where  a  boy  and  girl  may  wed-^ 
And  they  returned  to  seek  for  pardon,  peace,  and 

bread. 
Five  years  they  lived  to  labour,  weep,  and  pray, 
When  Death,  m  Meroy,  took  them  both  away. 

Uncles  and  aunts  received  this  lively  child, 
Grieved  at  his  fate,  and  at  his  follies  smiled ; 
But  when  the  child  to  boy*s  estate  grew  on, 
Tlie  smile  was  vanished,  and  the  pity  gone. 
Slight  was  the  burden,  but  in  time  increased, 
Until  at  length  both  love  and  pity  ceased. 
Ilien  Tom  was  idle ;  he  would  find-his  way 
'i'o  his  aunt's  stores,  and  make  her  sweett  his  prey : 
By  uncle  Doctor  on  a  message  sent. 
He  Btopp'd  to  play,  and  lost  it  as  he  went 


His  grave  aunt  Martha,  with  a  frown  aiartei«» 
And  a  rough  hand,  produced  a  transient  feax ; 
But  Tom,  to  whom  his  rude  companions  taogbt 
Language  as  rude,  vindictive  measures  sought ; 
He  used  such  words,  that  when  she  wish'd  to  speak 
Of  his  offence,  she  bad  her  words  to  seek. 
The  little  wretch  bad  call'd  her— 'twas  a  shame 
To  think  such  thought,  and  more  to  name  mA 
name. 

Thus  fed  and  beaten,  Tom  was  taught  to  pray 
For  his  true  friends :  "  but  who,"  said  he,  are  they?" 
By  nature  kind,  when  kindly  used,  the  Boy 
HaiI'd  the  strange  good  with  tears  of  love  and  joj ; 
But,  roughly  used,  he  feh  his  bosom  bum 
With  wrath  he  dared  not  on  his  uncles  turn ; 
So  with  indignant  spirit,  still  and  strong. 
He  nursed  the  vengeance,  and  endured  the  wroBf. 

To  a  cheap  school,  far  north,  the  boy  was  aent: 
Without  a  tear  of  love  or  grief  he  went ; 
Where,  doom'd  to  fast  and  study,  fight  and  play, 
He  staid  five  years,  and  wish'd  five  more  to  stay. 
He  loved  o'er  plains  to  run,  up  hills  to  climb, 
Without  a  thouffht  of  kindred,  home,  or  time ;. 
Till  from  the  cabin  of  a  coaitinr  hoy. 
Landed  at  last  the  thin  and  fireckled  boy. 
With  sharp  keen  eye,  but  pale  and  hollow  cfaeel^ 
All  made  more  sad  fiom  sickness  of  a  week. 
His  aunts  and  uncles  feh-»-nor  stro^  to  hide 
From  the  poor  boy,  their  pity  and  their  pride : 
He  had  been  taught  that  he  had  not  a  friend. 
Save  these  on  earth,  on  whom  he  might  depend ; 
And  such  dependence  upon  these  he  had. 
As  made  him  sometimes  desperate,  alwaya  sad. 

**  Awkward  and  weak,  where  can  die  lad  ba 

placed, 
And  we  not  troubled,  censured,  or  disgraced  ? 
Do,  Brother  James,  th'  unhappy  boy  enrol 
Among  your  set:  you  only  can  control.** 
James  sigh'd,  and  Thomas  to  the  Factory  wcoti 
Who  there  his  days  in  sundry  duties  spent. 
He  nin,  he  wrought,  he  wrote— to  read  ar  play 
He  had  no  time,  nor  much  to  feed  or  pray. 
What  pass'd  without  he  heard  not— or  he  beard 
Without  conoeni,  what  be  nor  wish'd  nor  fear'd ; 
Told  of  the  Captab  and  hb  wealth,  he  sigh'd. 
And  said,  **  how  well  his  table  is  supplied  :** 
But  with  the  sigh  it  caused  the  sorrow  fled ; 
Ha  was  not  feasted,  bnt  he  must  be  led, 
And  he  could  sleep  full  sound,  though  notfiill  aoft 

his  bed. 

But  still,  ambitious  thoughts  his  mind  poaaeaa'd, 
And  dreams  of  joy  broke  in  upon  his  rest 
Improved  in  person,  and  enlarved  in  mind. 
The  good  he  found  not  he  could  hope  to  find. 
Though  now  enslaved,  he  hail'd  the  approaching 

day. 
When  he  should  break  his  chains  and  flee  awmj. 

Such  were  the  Dyaons :  they  were  first  of  tboar 
Whom  Captain  Elliot  as  companions  chose ; 
Them  he  invited,  and  the  more  approved. 
As  it  appear'd  that  each  the  other  loved. 
Proud  of  their  brothera  were  the  sister  pair. 
And  if  not  proud,  yet  kind  the  brotfaers  wara» 
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Thi?  pleased  the  Captain,  who  had  never  known, 
Or  he  hod  loved,  snch  kindred  of  his  own : 
Them  he  invited,  rave  the  Orphan  lad, 
Whose  name  was  not  th^  one  his  Uncles  had  ;    ' 
No  Dyson  he,  nor  with  the  party  came— 
The  worthy  Captain  never  heard  His  name ; 
Uncles  and  Aunts  forbore  to  name  the  boy,  ' 

For  then,  of  coarse,  must  follow  his  employ. 
Though  all  were  silent,  as  with  one  consent. 
None  told  anotlier  what  his  silence  meant. 
What  hers ;  but  each  suppressed  the  useless  truth, 
And  not  a  word  was  mention^  of  the  youth. 

Familiar  jprown,  the  Dysons  saw  their  host. 
With  none  beside  them :  it  became  their  boost, 
Theur  pride,  their  pleasure ;  but  to  some  it  seem*d 
Beyond  the  worth  their  talents  were  esteem*d. 
This  wrought  nochailge  within  the  Captain's  mind ; 
To  all  men  ooiurteous,  he  to  them  was  kind. 

One  day  with  these  he  sat,  and  only  these, 
In  a  light  humour,  talking  at  his  ease ; 
Familiar  frown,  he  was  disposed  to  tell 
Of  times  long  post,  and  what  in  them  befell— 
Not  of  his  life  their  wonder  to  attract. 
But  the  choice  tale,  or  insulated  fact 
Then,  as  it  seem*d,  he  had  acquired  a  right 
To  hear  what  they  could  from  their  stores  recite. 
Their  lives,  they  said,  were  all  of  common  kind ; 
He  could  no  pleasure  in  such  trifles  find. 

They  had  an  uncle— *t  is  their  father's  tale — 
Who  in  all  seas  had  gone  where  ship  can  sail. 
Who  in  all  lands  had  been  where  men  can  live ; 
**  He  could  indeed  some  strange  relations  give. 
And  many  a  bold  adventure ;  but  in  vain 
We  look  for  him ;  he  comes  not  home  again.** 

•*  And  is  it  so?  why  then,  if  so  it  be," 
Said  Captain  Elliot,  '^you  must  look  to  me : 

**  I  know  John  Dyson** Instant  every  one ' 

Was  moved  to  wonder — **  knew  my  Uncle  John ! 
Cms  he  be  rich  7  be  ehiUless  ?  he  is  old. 
That  is  most  certain— What !  can  more  be  told  7 
Will  he  retom,  who  has  so  long  been  gone. 
And  lost  to  vs  7    Oh !  what  of  Uncle  John  7*' 

This  wss  aside :  their  unobservant  friend 
Seem*d  on  their  thoughts  but  little  to  attend ; 
A  traveller  speaking,  he  was  more  inclined 
To  tell  his  story  than  their  thoughts  to  find. 

**Althci]gh,  my  Friends,  I  love  you  well,  'tis 

true, 
*T  was  your  relation  tum'd  my  mind  to  you ; 
For  we  were  friends  of  old,  and  friends  like  us  are 

few; 
And  though  from  dearest  friends  a  man  will  hide 
His  private  vices  in  his  native  pride. 
Yet  such  our  friendship  from  its  early  rise, 
We  no  reserve  admitted,  no  disguise ; 
But  *t  is  the  story  of  my  friend  I  tell. 
And  to  all  ethers  let  me  bid  farewell. 

Take  each  your  glass,  and  you  shall  hear  how^ 
John, 
Mj  old  oomponion,  through  the  world  has  gone ; 
I  con  describe  him  to  the  very  life. 
Him  and  his  ways,  his  ventures,  and  his  wife.** 


••  Wifb  !**  whisper*d  all ;  ••  then  what  his  life  to  us, 
His  ways  and  ventures  if  he  ventured  thus  7*' 
This,  too,  apart ;  yet  were  they  all  intent. 
And,  gravely  listening,  sighM  with  one  consent. 

**  My  friend,  your  Uncle,  was  design'td  for  trade. 
To  make  a  fortune  as  his  fitther  made; 
But  early  he  perceived  the  house  declined. 
And  his  domestic  views  at  once  resign'd ; 
While  stout  of  heart,  with  life  in  every  limb, 
He  would  to -sea,  and  either  sink  or  swim. 
No  one  forbod ;  his  father  shook  his  hand, 
Within  it  leaving  what  he  could  command. 

He  lefl  his  home,  but  I  will  not  relate 
What  storms  he  braved,  and  how  he  bore  his  fate. 
Till  his  brave  frigate  was  a  Spanish  prize. 
And  prison  walls  received  his  first-born  sighs, 
Sighs  for  the  freedom'  that  an  English  boy, 
Or  English  man,  is  eager  to  enjoy. 

Exchanged,  he  breathed  in  freedom,  and  aboard 
An  English  ship,  he  found  his  peace  restored ; 
War  raged  around,  each  British  ter  was  press'd 
To  serve  his  king,'  and  John  among  the  rest ; 
Ofl  had  he  fought  and  bled,  and  *t  was  his  fate 
In  that  same  ship  to  grow  to  man's  estate. 
Again  't  was  war :  of  France  a  ship  appear'd 
Of  greater  force,  but  neither  shunn'd  or  fear'd ; 
'T  was  in  the  Indian  Sea,  the  l^nd  was  ni^h. 
When  all  prepared  to  fight,  and  some  to  die ; 
Man  after  man  was  in  the  ocean  thrown. 
Limb  aflcr  limb  was  to  the  surgeon  shown. 
And  John  at  length,  poor  John !  held   forth  his 
own.— 

A  tedious  case — ^the  battle  ceased  with  day. 
And  in  the  night  the  foe  had  slipp'd  away. 
Of  many  wounded  were  a  part  convey'd 
To  land,  and  he  among  the  number  laid ; 
Poor,  suffering,  friendless,  who  shsU  now  impart 
Life  to  his  hope,  or  comfort  to  his  heart  7 
A  kind  good  priest  among  the  English  there 
Selected  him  as  his  peculiar  caie ; 
And,  when  recover'd,  to  a  powerful  friend 
Was  pleased  the  lad  he  loved  to  recommend  } 
Who  read  your  Uncle's  mind,  and,  pleased  to  read, 
Placed  him  where  telente  will  in  time  succeed. 

I  win  not  tease  you  with  details  of  trade. 
But  say  he  there  a  decent  fortune  made, — 
Not  such  as  gave  him,  if  retum'd,  to  buy 
A  Duke's  estate,  or  principality. 
But  a  fiur  fortune :  years  of  peace  he  knew. 
That  were  so  happy,  and  that  seem'd  so  few. 

Then  came  a  cloud ;  for  who  on  earth  has  seen 
A  changeless  fortune,  and  a  life  serene  7 
Ah  !  then  how  joyous  were  the  hours  we  spent ! 
But  joy  is  restless,  joy  is  not  content 

There  one  resided,  who,  to  serve  his  friend. 
Was  pleased  a  pfay  fair  lady  to  commend  ; 
Was  pleased  t*  invite  the  happy  man  to  dine. 
And  introduced  the  subject  o'er  their  wine ; 
Was  pleased  the  lady  his  good  friend  should  kvyw 
And  B0  a  secret  his  regard  would  show* 
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A  modest  man  lacks  courage ;  but,  thus  trainM, 
Your  Uncle  sought  her  favour  and  obtainM  : 
1  o  me  he  spake,  enraptured  with  her  face, 
Her  angel  smile,  her  unaffected  grace  ;         .     . 
Her  fortune  small  indeed ;  but  *  curse  the  pelf, 
She  is  a  gtbrious  fortune  in  herself!' 

*  John  !*  answcrM  I,  *  friend  John,  to  be  sincere. 
These  arc  fine  things,  but  may  be  bought  too  dear. 
You  are  no  stripling,  and,  it  must  be  said. 

Have  not  the  form  that  charms  a  youthful  maid. 
What  you  possess,  and  what  you  leave  behind. 
When  you  depart,  mav  captivate  her  mind ; 
And  I  suspect  she  will  rejoice  at  heart, 
Your  will  once  made,  if  you  should  soon  depart* 

Lo^g  our  debote,  and  much  we  disagreed ; 

*  You  need  no  wife,'  I  said, — said  he,  •  1  need ; 
I  want  a  house,  I  want  in  all  I  see 

To  take  an  interest ;  what  is  mine;  to  me?* 
So  spake  the  man,  who  to  his  word  was  just, 
And  took  the  words  of  others  upon  trust 
He  could  not  think  that  friend  in  power  so  high, 
So  much  esteem'd,  could  like  a  villain  lie ; 
Nor,  tin  the  knot,  the  fatal  knot  was  tied. 
Had  urged  his  wedding  a  dishonourM  bride. 
The  man  He  challenged,  for  his  heart  was  rent 
With  rage  and  grief^  and  was  to  prison  sent ; 
For  men  in  power — and  this,  alas !  was  one — 
Revenge  on  all,  the  wrongs  themselves  have  done  ; 
And  he  whose  spirit  bends  not  to  the  blow 
The  tyrants  strike,  shall  no  forgiveness  know, 
For  't  is  to  slaves  alone  that  tyrants  favour  show. 

This  cost  him  much  ;  but  that  he  did  not  heed ; 
The  lady  died,  and  my  poor  friend  was  freed. 

*  Enough  of  ladies  !*  then  said  he,  and  smiled ; 

*  I  *ve  now  no  longings  for  a  neighbour's  child.' 
So  patient  he  retum'd,  and  not  in  vain. 

To  his  late  duties,  and  grew  rich  again. 
He  was  no  miser ;  but  the  man  ^ho  take9 
Care  to  be  rich,  will  Ipve  the  gain  he  makes : 
Pursuing  wealth,  he  soon  fbr^t  his  woes, 
No  acts  of  his  were  bars  to  his  repose. 

Now  John  was  rich,  and  old  and  weary  grown, 
Talk'd  of  the  country  that  he  calls  his  own. 
And  talk'd  to  me ;  for  now,  in  fact,  began 
My  better  knowledge  of  the  real  man. 
Though  long  estranged,  he  felt  a  strong  desire. 
That  made  him  for  bis  former  friends  inquire ; 
What  Dysons  yet  remain'd,  he  long'd  to  know. 
And  doubtless  meant  some  proofs  of  love  to  show. 
His  purpose  known,  our  native  land  I  sought,    - 
And  with  the  wishes  of  my  Friend  am  fraught" 

Fiz'd  were  all  eyes,  suspense  each  bosom  shook. 
And  expectation  hung  on  every  look. 

**  *  Go  to  my  kindred,  seek  them  all  around. 
Find  all  you  can,  and  tell  me  all  that 's  found  ; 
Seek  them  if  prosperous,  seek  them  in  distress. 
Hear  what  they  need,  know  what  they  all  possess ; 
What  minds,  what  hearts  they  have,  how  good 

they  arc, 
How  far  from  goodness — speak,  and  no  one  spare. 
And  no  one  slander :  let  me  clearly  see 
What  is  ia  thero,  and  what  remaios  for  me.' 


Such  is  my  charge,  and  haply  I  shall  send 
Tidings  of  joy  and  comfort  to  my  Friend. 
Ofl-  would  he  say,  *  If  of  our  race  survive 
Some  two  or  three,  to  keep  the  name  alive, 
I  will  not  ask  if  rich  or  great  they  be. 
But  if  they  live  in  love,  like  you  and  me.' 

'T  was  not  my  purpose  yet  awhile  to  speak 
As  I  have  spoken ;  but  why  further  seek  7 
All  that  I  heard  1  in  my  heart  approve ; 
You  are  indeed  a  Family  of  Love : 
And  my  old  friend  were  happy  in  the  sight 
Of  those,  of  whom  I  shall  such  tidings  write.** 

Thft  Captain  wrote  not :  he  perhaps  waa  slow. 
Perhaps  he  wish'd  a  little  more  to  know. 
He  wrote  not  yet,  and  while  he  thus  delay'd, 
France^  alone  An  early  visit  paid. 
The  cqaiden  Lady  braved  the  morning  cold. 
To  tell  her  Friend  what  duty  bade  be  told. 
Yet  not  abruptly — she  has  first  to  say, 
**  How  cold  the  morning,  but  how  fine  the  day !-« 
I  fear  you  slept  but  ill,  we  kept  you  long. 
You  made  us  all  so  happy,  but 't  was  wrong^-^ 
So  entertain'd,  no  wonder  we  forgot 
How  the  time  pass*d ;  I  fear  me  you  did  not*' 

In  this  fair  way  the  Lady  seldom  fail'd 
To  steer  her  course,  still  sounding  as  she  saiPd. 

"Dear  Captain  Elliot,  how  your  Friends  you 
read! 
We  are  a  loving  Family  indeed ; 
Left  in  the  world  each  other's  aid  to  be. 
And  join  to  raise  a  fallen  family. 
Oh !  Dttle  thought  we  there  was  one  so  Dear, 
And  one  so  distant,  to  us  all  so  dear : 
All,  all  alike ;  he  cannot.know,  dear  man ! 
Who  needs  him  most,  as  one  among  us  can— 
One  who  can  all  our  wants  distinctly  view, 
And  tell  him  fairly  what  were  just  to  do : 
But  you,  dear  Captain  Elliot,  as  his  friend. 
As  ours,  no  doubt,  will  your  assistance  ]end« 
Not  for  the  world  would  I  my  Brothers  Uame; 
Good  men  they  are :  't  was  not  for  that  I  earner 
No !  did  they  guess  what  shifU  I  make,  the  grief 
That  I  sustain,  they  'd  fly  to  my  relief; 
But  I  am  proud  as  poor ;  I  cannot  plead 
My  cause  with  them,  nor  show  how  much  I  need; 
But  to  my  Uncle's  Friend  it  is  no  shame. 
Nor  have  I  fear  to  seem  the  thing  I  am ; 
My  humble  pittance  life'a  mere  need  supplies. 
But  all  indulgence,  all  beyond  denies. 
I  aid  no  pauper,  I  myself  am  poor, 
I  cannot  help  the  beggar  at  my  door. 
I  from  my  scanty  table  send  no  meat ; 
Cook'd  and  recookM  is  every  joint  I  eat 
At  Church  a  sermon  begs  our  help, — I  stop 
And  drop  a  tear ;  nought  else  have  I  to  drop ; 
But  pass  the  outstretch'd  platd  with  sorrow  by. 
And  my  sad  heart  this  kind  relief  deny. 
My  dress — I  strive  with  all  my  maiden  skill 
To  make  it  pass,  but  His  disgraceful  still ; 
Yet  from  all  others  I  my  wants  conceal. 
Oh !  Captain  EUiot,  there  are  few  that  feel  I 
But  did  that  rich  and  worthy  Unde  know 
What  yon,  dear  Sir,  will  in  ^ur  kindness  show. 
He  would  his  friendly  aid  with  generous  hand  bo- 
stow. 
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Good   men    mj  firothets  both,  and    both  arc, 
raised  -      '  ! 

Far  above  want — the  Powei'  that  g[are  be  praised  ! 
My  Sister*s  jointure,  if  not  ample,  gfives 
AH  d)e  can  need,  who.  as  a  lady  livea; 
^t  I,  nnaidod,  may  tbrongii  all  my  years 
Endure  these  ills — ft»r^ive  these  fiwiiah  tenrsL 

Once,  my  dear  Sir — I  then  was  yoanj  and  gay,    ' 
And  mien  woiild  talk-^but  I  have  had  my  day : 
Now  all  I  wish  is  so^  to  live^  thaf  men 
May  not  despise  me'whom  they  flatter'd  tDen. 

If  yon,  kind  Sir " 

Thus  hx  the'Captain  beard, 
Nor  save  by  iign  or  look  had  interfered ;   ■ 
Bat  now  he  spoke;  to  all  she  said  agreed,. 
And  she  conoeived  it  aseless  to  prodeed. 
19offieihmg  he  premised,  and  the  lady  went  - 
Half^leaMd  away,  yet  Pondering  what  he  meant; 
Polite  be  was  and  kind,  but  i?he  could  trace 
A  smile,  or  something  like  it,  in  his  faee ; 
T  was  not  ar  look  that  gave  her  loy  or  pain—  , 
She  tried  to  read  it,  but  she  tried  in  yain. 

Then  called  the  Doctor-^^twas  his  nsnal  way — 
To  ask  "  How  ^r^  my  worthy  friend  to-day  V* 
To  feel  his  pulse,  and  as  a  friend  to  give 
Unfee*d  advice  how  such  a  man  should  Kve ; 
And- thus,  digressing,  be  could  soon  contrive. 
At  his  own  purpose  smoothly  to  arrive. 

**  My  brother !  yes,  be  liyes  withoot  a  care, 
And,'  though  he  needs  not,  yet  he  loves  to  spare : 
James  •!  respect,  and  yet  it  must  be  tolt), 
His  spee^ih  is  friendly,  but  his  heart  is  cold. 
His  smile  assumed  has  not  the  real  glow 
Of  love  !->-a  sunbeam  shining  on  the  snow. 
Children  he  has }  but  are  they  causey  why 
He  should  our  ]deas  resist,  our  claims  deny  ? 
Oar  FVither  left  the  means  by  which  he  thrives, 
While  we  are  labouring  to  support  our  lives. 
Wt,  need  I  sa^  ?  my  widow'd  sister  lives 
On  a  large  jointure ;  nay,  she  largely  givee  ^-* 
And  Fanny  srghs — for  ^d  does  Fanny  sigh  7 
Or  Wants  she  that  which  money  cannot  buy — 
Youth  and  young  hopes  7 — Ah !  cotfld  my  kindred 
*     share 
The  liberal  mind's  distress,  and  daily  care, 
The  painful  toil  to  gain  the  petty  fte, 
Tliey  *d  bless  their  stars,  and  join  to  pity  me. 
Hard  is  his  ftte,  who  would,  with  eager  joy,  ' 
To  save  dsankind  his  every  power  employ ; 
Yet  in  hie  walk  unnumberM  insults  meets. 
And  gains  'mid  scorn  the  food  that  chokes  him  as 
he  eats. 

Oh !  Captain  ESliot,  you  who  know,  mankind,  ' 
With  all  the  anguish  of  the  feeling  mind. 
Bear  to  oar  kind  relation  these  the  woes 
That  e'en  to  you  'tis  misery  to  disclose. 
You  can  describe  what  I  but  faintly  trace — 
A  man  of  learning  cannot  bear  disgrace ; 
Refinement  sharpens  woes  that  wants  create, 
And  *t  is  fresh  grief  such  grievous  things  to  statfr ; 
Yet  those  so  near  me  let  me  not  reprove— 
I  bve  them  well,  and  they  deserve  my  love : 
But  want  they  know  not—Oh !  that  I  could  say 
I  am  in.  this  as  ignorant  as  they." 
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The  Doctor  thus — the  Captain  grave  and  kind. 
To  Uie  sad  tale  witli  serious  looks  inclined. 
And  promise  made  to  keep  th'  important  speech  in  ' 
mind. 

•James  and  the  widow,  how  is  yet  unknown. 
Heard  of  thicse  visiu*,  and  would  make  their  own. 
All  was  not  fair,  thny  jndged,  and  both  agreed 
To  their  gopd  Friend  together  to'procecct 
Forth  then  thej  went  to  see  him,  and  persuade- 
As  warm, a  pair  as- ever  Anger  made. 
The  Widow  lady  mnst  the  speaker  be : 
Bo  James  agreed ;  for  words  at  will  had  she } 
And  then  her  Brother,  if  she  needed  proof. 
Should  add,  *"  'Tis  truth :"— itwasibr  him  enough. 

"  Oh !  Sir,  it  grieves  me" — for  we  need  not  dwell 
On  introduction :  all  was  kind  and  well — 
**  Oh !  Sir,  it  grieves,  it  shocks  us  both  to  hear 
What  has,  with  selfish  purpose  gain'd  your  ear — 
Our  very  flesh  and  blood,  and,  as  you  know,  how 

dear. 
Doubtless  they  came  your  noble  mind  t' impress 
With  stranffc  deseripcions  of  their  own  distress ; 
But  I  would  to  the  Doctor's  face  declare. 
That  he  has  more  to  spend  and  more  to  spare* 
With  all  his  crafl,  than  we  with  all  our  care. 

And  for  our  Sister,  all  she  has  she  spends 
Upon  herself}  herself  alone  befriends. 
She  htts  the  portion  that  our  Father  left. 
While  me  of  mine-  a  careless  wretch  bereft. 
Save  a  small  nart  {  yet  I  could  joyful  live. 
Had  I  my  mite — the  widow's  mite — to  give. 
For- this  she  cares  not;  Frances  does  not  know 
Their  heartfelt  joy,  who  largely  can  bestow. 
You,  Capt-iin  Elliot,  feci  the  pure  .delight, 
That  our  kind  acts  in  tender  lie&rts  excite, 
When  to  the  poor  we  can  our  alms  extend. 
And  make  the  Father  of  all  Good  our  friend; 
And,  I  repeat,  I  could  with  pleasure  live, 
Had  I  my  mite — the  widow's  mite— to  give. 

We  spe^k  not  thus,  dear  Sir,  with  vile  intent,. 
Our  nearest  friends  to  wrong  or  circumvent ; 
Bdt  thaf  our  Uncle,  worthy  man !  should  know 
How  best  his  wealth,  Heaven's  blessingrto  bestow^ 
What  widows  need,  and  chiefly  those  who  ^el 
For  all  the  sufferings  which  they  cannot  heal ; 
And  men  in  trade,  with  numbers  in  their  pay, 
WTio  mnst  be  ready  for  the  reckoning-day. 
Or  gain  or  lose '." — 

— ♦•  Thank  If  eaven,"  said  James,  *  as  yet 
Pve  not  been  troubled  by  a  dun  or  debt." 
— The  Widow  sigh'd,  convinced  that  men  so  weakl 
Will  iever  hurt  tlie  cause  for  which  they  speak ; 
However  templed  to  deceive,  still  they 
Are  ever  blundering  to  the  broad  high-way 
Of  very  truth  :— But  Martha  pass'd  it  by 
With  a  slight  frown,  and  half*distinguish*d  aigh--  • 

**Say  to  our  Uncle,  sir,  how  much  I  long 
To  see  him  sit  his  kindred  race  among : 
To  bear  his  brave  exploits,  to  nurse  his  age, 
And  cheer  him  in  his  evening's  pilgrimage; 
How  were  I  blest  to  guide  him  in  the  way 
Where  the  rsligious  poor  in  secret  nray* 
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To  be  the  humble  means  by  which  his  heart 
And  liberal  band  might  peace  and  joy  impart ! 
But  now,  ftirdvroll !" — and  slowly,  BofUy,  rell 
The  tender  aecento  as  she  said  **  ikrewell  !•* 

The  Merchant  stretcdiM  his  hand,  his  leave  to 
take, 
And  gave  the  Captaih*s  a  familiar  f>h>H(e, 
Yet  seeinM  to  doubt  if  this  was  not  too  free. 
But,  gaining  courage,  said,  ^  Remember'  roc.'* 

Some  days  elapsed,  the  Captain  did  not  write, 
But  still  was  pleased  the  party  to  invite ; 
And,  as  he  walked,  his  custom  every  day,  ■ 
A  tall  pale  stripling  met  him  on  his  way. 
Who  made  some  effi^rts,  but  they  proved  too  weak, 
And  only  show'd  be  was  inclinM  to  speak. 
**  What  wouldst  thou,  lad  7".  the  Captain  ask'd,  and 

gave  ' 

'The  youth  a  power  his  purposed  boon  to  crave, 
Yet  not  in  terms  direct-^^  My  naroe,^'  quoth  he, ' 
Is  Thomas  Bethel ;  yoM  h&ye  heard  of  me."—  ' 
Not  good  nor  evil,  Tboroa»— had  I  need 
'Of  so  much  knowledge  :^but  pray  now  proceed.*'— 

^  DprsQH  my  mother*s  name ;  but  I  have  not 
^hat  mterest  with  you,  and  the  worse  my  lot 

I  serve  my  Uncle  Barnes,  and  run  and  write, 
^nd  watoh  and  work  from  morning  until  night ; 
'Confin'd  amonpr  the  looms,  and  webs,  and  wheels, 

You  cannot  thmk  how  like  a  slave  on^  feels. . 
'*T  is  said  you  have  a  ship  at  your  command, — 
.  An*  please  you,  sir,  I*m  weary  of  the  land, 

And  I  have  reiMl  of  foreign  parts  such  things, 
.As  make  me  sick  of -Uncle's  wheels  and  springs." 

'  "  But,  Thomas,  why  to  sea  ?  you  Idok  too  slim 

For  that  rough  work  —  and,  Thomas,  .can  you 

swim?" 
'That  he  could  not,  but  still  he  scom'd a  lie. 

And  boldly  answer'd,  "  No,  but  I  can  try."— 
*"  Well,  my  good  lad,  but  tell  me,  can  you  read  7" 
-Now,  with  some  pride  he  answer'd,  "  Yes,  indeed  1 

I  construe  Virgil,  and  ou^  Usher  said, 

I  miffht  have  been  in  Homer  had  I  staid,     - 
.And  he  was  sorry  when  I  came  away, 
.And  so  was  I,  but  Uncle  would  not  pay; 
'He  told  the  master  I  had  read  enough, 

And  Greek  was  all  unprofitable  stuff; 
•  So  all  ray  learning  now  is  thrown  away, 

And  I've  no  time  -for  study  or  for  play ; 
'I  *m  order'd  here  and  there,  above,  below. 

And  call'd  a  dunce  for  what  I  cannot  know ; 
'  Oh,  that  I  were  but  fixim  this  bondage  free ! 

Do,  please  your  honour,  let  me  go  to  sea." 

**  Btat  wh^  to  sea  7  they  want  no  Latin  there ; 
'Hard  is.their  work,  and  very  hard  their  fare." 

"But  then,"  said  Thomas,  "  if  on  land,  I  doubt 
.My  Uncle  Dyson  soon  would  Qnd  me  out ; 
And  though  he  tells  me  what  I  yearly  cost, 
'Tis  my  belief  he'd  miss  me  were  I  lost 
^  For  he  has  said,  that  I  can  act  as  well 
.As  he  himself— but  this  yon  must  not  tell." 


And  if  I  cannot  do  thee  good,  my  firiend,  ' 
Thou  raay'st  at  least  upon  that  word  depend. 
And  hark  ye,  lad,  thy  worthy  name  retain 
To  the  last  hear,  or  I  shall- help  in  vain ; 
And  then  the  more  severe  and  hard  thy  part, 
Thine  the  more  praise^  and  thine  the  happier  art. 
We  meet  again — farewell !" — and  Thomas  went 
Forth  to  his  tasks,  half  hungry,  half  content. 

'« I  never  ask'd  for  help^"  thought  he,  **  but  twiee^ 
And  ttlt  they  then  would  five  me  was  advioe ; 
My  Uncle  Doctor,  when  I  begg'd  his  aid. 
Bade  me  work  on,'ahd  never  m  afivid. 
But  still  be  good  ;  and  I  've  been  good  so  long-, 
I  'm  half  persuaded  that  they  teU  me  wrong.    . 
And  now  this  Capuin  stiU  repeats  the  same. 
But  who  can  live  upon  &  virtuous  name, 
Starving  and  praised  7-^*  have  patience— pataeno 

BtiU!' 
He  said  and  smiled,  **and,  if  I  c^o,  I  wilL** 

So  Thomas  rested  with  a  mind  intent 
On  what  the  Captain  by  his  kindness  meant 

Again  the  invited  party  all  attend. 
These  dear  relations,  on  this  generous  FHend, 
They  ate,  thev  drank,  each  strivin^^  to  a|»pear 
Fondr  frank,  torgiving^-above  all,  sincere. 
Such  kindred  souls  could  not  admit  disguise. 
Or  envious  fears,  or  painfiil  jealousies; 
So  each  declared,  and  all  in  turn  replied, 

'T  is  just  indeed,  and  cannot  be  denied.** 

Now  various  subjects  roserr4he  country's  ( 
The  war,  the  allies,  the  lottery,  and  the  lawa. 
Thewidow'd  sister  then  advantage  took 
Of  a  short  pause,  and,  smihng  softly,  spoke : 
She  judged  what  subject  would  his  mind  ezsit»— 

Tell  U9,  dear  Captain,  of  that  bloody  Bght, 
When,  our  brave  Uncle,  bleeding  at  his  gun. 
Gave  a  loud -shout  to  seethe  Freaefaraen  run.** 


"  Another  day,"— -replied  the  modost  host ; 
**  One  cannot  always  of  one's  battles  boast 
Look  not  suEprise-— behold  the  man  in  me ! 
Another  Uncle  shall  you  never  see. 
No  other  Dy9on  to  this  place  shall  come, 
Here  end  my  travels,  here  I  {^oe  my  home  ; 
Here  to  repose  my  shatter'd  (rame  I  mean. 
Until  th^  lost  long,  journey  close  the  scene." 

The  Ladies  softly  brush'd  the  tears  away ; 
James  look'd  surprise,  but  knew  not  what  to  say  ; 
But  Doctor  Dyson  lifled  up  his  voice. 
And  said,  *'  Dear  Uncle,  how  we  all  rejoioo  P* 

**  No  question.  Friends !  and  I  your  joy  a|^irov«. 
We  are,  you  know,  a  Family  of  Love.* 

So  said  the  wary  Uncle,  but  the  while 
Wore  on  his  face  a  questionable  smOe, 
That  vanish'd,  as  he  spake  in  grave  and  solemn 
style- 

**  Friends  and  relations !  let  us  henoefbrUi  seem 
Just  as  we  are,  nor  of  our  virtues  dream,- 
That  with  our  waking  vanish. — What  we  are 


**  Tell,  Thomss !  no,  I  scorn  the  base  design, 
^Give  toe  your  .hand,  I  pledge  my  word  with  m|ne ;  |  Full  well  we  know— i^  improve  it  be  ov  caj«« 
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PorgWe  the  trial  1  have  made :  *t  is  one 
.That  hafe  no  more  than  I  expect<^  done» 
If  as  fVail  mortals  yon,  my  Friends,  appeac, 
I  lookM  for  no  angelic  beings  here, 
For  none  that  riches  spomM  as  idk  peHi 
Or  served  another  as  he  served  himself 
Deceived  no  longer,  let  as  idl  forgive ; 
I  *m  oldf  bat  yet  a  tedious  time  may  Jive. 
This  dark  complexion  India's  suds  bestow, 
These  shrivellM  looks  to  years  of  care  I  owe ; 
Bat  no  disease  ensares  my  early  doom, — 
And  I  may  live— forgive  me — ^years  to  come.  ' 
But  while  I  live,  there  may  some  good  be  done, 
Perchance  to  many,  but  at  least  to  One." — 

H^re  he  arose,  retired,  retam*d,  and' brought 
The  Orphan  boy,  whom  he  had  train*d  and  tsoght 
For  this  his  puqioee ;  and  the  happy  boy, 
Thoagh  bad»  to  hide,  eooid  ill  suppress,  (lis  joy.F^ 

**  This  jrpoag  rekrtioo,  with  your  leave,  I  ti|j^ 
That  he  his  progress  in  the  world  may  make-^ 
Kot  in  my  house  a  slave  or  spy  to  be, 
And  first  to  flatteri  then  to  govern  me ; — 
tie  shall  not  nurse  me  when  my  senses  sleep, 
Nor  shall  the  key  of  all  my  secrets  keep> 
And  be  so  useful  that  a  dread  to  part 
Shall  make  him  mastefr  of  my  easy  heart  ^-^ 
Bat  to  be  placed  where  merit  may  be  proved. 
And  all  that  now  impedes  his  way  removed. 

And  now  no  more  on  those  affairs  I  dwell. 
What  I  possess  that  I  alone  can  tell. 
And  to  that  subject  we  will  bid  farewell. 
As  go  I  must,  when  Heaven  is  pleased  to  call, 
What  I  shall  leave  will  seem  or  large  or  small, 
As  you  shall  view  it    When  this  pulse  is  still, 
Tou  msy  behold  my  wealth,  and  read  my  will 

And  now,  as  Captain  Elliot  much  has  known, 
That  to  yoar  Uncle  nerer  had  been  shown. 
From  him  one  word  of  honest  counsel  h 
And  think  it  altpayt  gain  to  he  nncere," 
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THE  EaUAL  MARRIAGE. 

Trcke  are  gay  nymphs  whom  serious  matrons 

blame. 
And  men  adventurous  treat  as  lawfbl  game, — 
Miflses,  who  strive,  with  deep  and  practised  arts, 
2^  gain  and  torture  inexperienced  hearts ; 
The  hearts  entangled  they  in  pride  retain. 
And  at  their  pleasure  make  them  feel  their  chain : 
For  this  the^  learn  to  manage  air  and  j&ce. 
To  look  a  virtue,  and  to  act  a  grace. 
To  be  whatever  men  with  warmth  pursue — 
Oiastc,  gay,  retiring,  tender,  timid,  true, 
ToJay  approaching  near,  to-iporrow  just  in  view. 

Muria  Olo^np  was  a  thing  like  tliis— 
Amach  observing,  much  experienced  Miss ; 
Who  on  a  stranger-youth  would  first  decide 
Th*  important  que8tioih-*'ShaU  I  be  his  bride  T 


But  if  unworthy  of  a  lot  so  Ues8*d« 

*T  was  something  yet  to  rob  the  man  of  rest ; 

The  heart,  whon  stricken,  she  with  hope  could  feed, ' 

Could  court  pursuit^  and,  when  pursued,  recede. 

Hearts  she  had  won,  and  with  delusion  fed, 

With  doubt  bewilderM,  and  with  hope  misled ; 

Mothers  and  rivals  she  had  made  afraid. 

And  wrung  the  Kreast  of  many  a  jealous  maid ; 

Friendship,  the  snare  of  lovers,'  she  profess'd. 

And  turn*d  the  heart's  best  feelings  fo  a  jest 

Yet  seein'd  the  nymph  as  gentle  as  a  dove, 
Like  one  all  guiltless  of  the  ^me  of  love, — 
Whose  guileless  innocence  might  well  be  gay ; 
Who  had  no  selfish  secrets  to  betray ; 
Sure,  if  she  played,  she  knew  not  hoW  to  play. 
Oh !  she  had  looks  so  placid  and  demure. 
Not  Eve,  ere  fallen,  seem'd  more  meek  or  pure ; 
And  yet  the  Tempter  of  the  Ming  Ev^ 
Could  not  with  deeper  subtlety  deceive. 

A  Sailor's  heart  the  Lady's  kindness  moved, 
And  winning  looks,  to  say  how  Well  he  loved ; 
Then  left  her  hope^  for  the  stormy  main. 
Assured  of  love  when  he  retumM  again. 
Alas !  the  gay  Lieutenant  reach'd  the  shore, 
To  be  rejected,  and  was  gay  no  more ; 
Wine  and  strong  drink  the  bosom's  pain  suppress'd$ 
Till  Death  procured,  what  love  denied  hin^-^rest 
But  men  of  more  experience  learn  to  treat 
These  fair  enslavers  with  their  own  deceit 

F%neh  was  a  younger  brother's  youngest  son. 
Who  pleased  an  Uncle  with  his  song  and  gun ; 
Who  eall'd  him  *Bob,'  and  *  Captain'— by  that 

name 
Anticipating  fhtnre  rank  and  fkme : 
Not  but  there  was  for  this  some  fair  pretence—  < 
He  was  a  comet  in  the  Home  Defence. 
The/ Youth  was  ever  drest  in  dapper  style. 
Wore  spotless  linen,  and  a  ceaseless  smile ; 
His  step  was  measured,  and  bis  air  was  nic^— 
They  bought  him  high,  wlio  had  him  at  the  prioa 
That  his  own  judgment  and  becoming  pride, 
And  all  the  merit  he  assumed,  implied. 
A  lifo  he  loved  of  liberty  and  ease. 
And  all  his  jdeasant  hibour  was  to  i^ease; 
Not  call'd  at  present  hostile  men  to  skr. 
He  made  the  hearts  of  gentle  dames  his  prey. 

Hence  tales  arose,  and  one  of  sad  report — 
A  fond,  fair  girl  became  his  folly's  sport, — 
A  cottage  lass,  who  **  knew  the  youth  would  provt 
For  ever  true,  and  give  her  love  for  love ; 
Sure  when  he  could,  and  that  would  soon  be  known. 
He  would  be  proud  to  show  her  as  his  own." 


But  still  she  felt  the  village  damsels'  i 
And  her  sad  soul  was  fillM  with  secret  fear ; 
His  love  ejtcepted,  earth  was  all  a  void. 
And  he,  the'  excepted  man,  her  peace  destroy'd. 
When  the  poor  Jane  was  buried,  we  could  hear 
The  threat  of  rustics  whisper'd  round  her  bier 

Stories  Hke  this  were  told,  but  yet,  in  time 
Fair  ladies  lost  their  horror  at  the  crime ; 
They  knew  that  cottage  girls  were  forward  thmga, 
Who  never  heed  a  nettle  till  it  stings ; 
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Then,  too,  the  Captain  bad  his  fault  confessed, 
^  And  scornM  to  turn- a  murder  to  a.  jest 

Away  with  murder !— This  accotnplishM  swain 
Beheld  Maria,  and  confessed  her  reign- 
She  came,  invited  by  the  rejector's  wife, 
Who  **  never  saw  such  sweetness  ij;L  her  life.'* 
Now,  as  the  rector  was  the  Uncle*i  iriend, 
It  pleased  the  Nephew  there  his  steps  to  bend, 
Where  the  fair  damsel  then  her  visit  paid, 
And  seemM  an  unassuming  rustic  maid  : 
A  face  so  fair,  a  look  so  meek,  he  found     , 
Had  pierced  that  heart,  no  other  nymph  could 
woundb 

*•  Oh,  sweet  Maria"— -so  began  the  Youth 
His  meditations — "  thine  the  simple  truth ! 
Thou  hast  no  wicked  wisdom  of  thy  sei:. 
No  wish  to  gain  a  subject-heart — tlien  vex. 
That  heavenly  bosom  no  proud  passion  swells. 
No  serpent's  wisdom  with  thy  meekness  dwells ; 
Ob  !  could  I  bind  thee  to  ray  heart,  and  lire 
In  love  with  thee,  on  what  our  fortunes  give  I 
Far  from  the  busy  world,  in  some  dear  spot. 
Where  Love  reigns  king,  we  *d  find  some  peaceful 

coL 
To  wed,  indeed,  no  prndent  man  would  choose ; 
But,  such  a  maid  will  lighter  bonds  refuse !" 

And  was  this  youth  a  rake  ? — In  very  truth  ; 
Yet,  feefing  love,  he  felt  it  as  a  youth ; 
If  he  had  vices,  they  were  laid  aside ; 
He  quite  forgot  the  simple  girl  who  died  j 
With  dear  Maria  he  in  peace  would  live. 
And  what  had  pass*d — Maria  would  ftrgive.        . 

The  fair  Coquette  at  first  was  pleased  to  find 
A  swain  so  knowing  had  become  so  blind ; 
And  she  determined,  with  her  utmost  skill, 
To  bind  the  rebel  to  her  sovereign  will. 
She  heard  the  story  of  the  old  deceit. 
And  now  resolv*d  he  should  with  justice  meet  ;— 
**  Soon  as  she  saw  him  oq  her  hook  secure, 
He  should  the  pangs  of  perjur*d  man  endure.**   - 

These  her  first  thoughts — but  as;  from  time  to 
tim,e, 
The  Lover  came,  she  dwelt  not  on  his  crime 
^  Crime  could  she  call  it  7  prudes,  indeed,  condemn 
These  slips  of  youtb— but  she  was  not  of  them.** 
So  gentler  thoughts  arose  as,  day  by  day. 
The  Captain  came  his  passion  to  display. 
When  he  display'd  his  passion,  and  she  felt, 
Not  without  fear,  her  heart  begin  to  melt — 
Joy  came  with  terror  at  a  state  so  now ; 
Glad  of  his  truth ;  if  he  indeed  were  true ! 

ThifT  she  decided  as  the  heart  decides, 
ResolvM  to  be  the  happiest  of  bridfes. 
"  Not  great  my  fbrtune— hence,"  said  she,  •«  'tis 

plain. 
Me,  and  not  mine,  dear  Youth  !  he  hopes  to  gain ; 
Nor  has  he  much ;  but,  as  he  sweetly  talks. 
We  firom  our  cot  shall  have  delightful  walks, 
Love,  lord  within  it !  I  shall  smile  to  see 
My  little  cherubs  on  the  father's  knee." 
Then  sigh'd  the  nymph,  and  in  her  fancied  lot, 
She  all  the  mischief  of  the  past  forgot 


Such  were  thfeir  tender  meditations;  thus 
Would  they  the  visions  of  the  day  discuss : 
Each,  too,  the  old  sad  habits  would  no  more 
Indulge ;  both  dare  be  virtuous  and  fais  poor. 

They  both  had  passed  the  jreiar  when  law  alknrt 
Free-will  to  lover  who  would  fain  be  spouse  i 
Yet  the  good  youth  his  Uncle's- sanction  ao«igbt«— 
'  Marry  her.  Bob !  and  are  you  really  cayght  7 
Then  you've  exchanged.  I  warrant,  heart  for  heart— 
'T  is  well !    I  meant  to  warn  her  of  your  art : 
This  Parson's  Babe  has  made  you  quite  a  fbo^ 
But  are  you  sure  your  ardour  will  not  cool  7 
Have  you  not  habits.  Boy  7  but  Uke  your  chance ! 
How  will  you  live  7  I  cannot  much  advance. 
But  hear  you  not  what  throug|i  the  village  fliee» 
That  thfs  your  dove  is  famed  for  her  disguieeT 
Yet,  say  they  not,  she  leads  a  gayirii  life  7 
Art  sure  she'll  show  the  virtues  if  a  wife  7** — 

**  M,  Sir,  she's  all  that  mortal  man  can  loYe  V* 
**■  Then  marry,  Bob!  and  that  the  fact  will  ] 
Yet  in  a  kind  of  lightness,  folk  agree," — 
**  Lightness  in  her !  indeed,  it  cannot  be — 
'Tis  Innocence  alone  that  makes  her   n 

.     free." 

••  Well,  my  ^ood  friend !  then  Innocence 
Is  to  a  somethmg  like  Flirtation  prone ; 
And  I  advise— but  let  me  not  offend — 
That  Prudence  should  oq  innocence  attend. 
Lest  some  her  sportive  purity  mistake, 
And  term  yo\ir  angel  more  than'  half  a  rake." 

The  nymph,  now  sorfe,  could  not  entirely  curb 
The  native  wish  her  lover  to  disturb. 
Ofl  he  observ'd  her,  and  could  ill  endure 
The  gentle  coquetry  of  maid  so  pure : 
Men  he  beheld  press  round  her,  and  the  Fair 
Caught  every  sigh,  and  smiled  at  every  prayer  ; 
And  grieved  he  was  with  jealous  pains  to  see 
The  effects  of  all  her  wit  and  pleasantry. 

•*  Yet  why  aUrm'd  ?"-r-he  said,  *•  with  so  much 


She  has  no  freedom,  dashing,  or  pretence : 
*T  is  her  gay  mind,  and  I  should  feel  a  pride 
In  her  chaste  levities^'--^be  said,  and  si^'d* 
Yet  when,  apart  fi-om  .company*  he  choqs 
To  talk  a  little  of  his  bosom's  woes — 
But  one  sweet  smile,  and  one  sofl  speech* 

press'd 
All  pain,  and  set  his  feeling  heart  at  rest 
Nay,  in  return,  she  felt,  or  fcign'd,  a  fear, 
**  He  was  too  lively  to  be  quite  sincere- 
She  knew  a  certain  lady,  and  could  name 
A  certain  time" — So,  even  was  the  blame. 
And  thus  the  loving  pair  more  deep  in  love 

They  married  soon — for  why  delay  the  things 
That  such  amazing  happiness  would  bring  7 — 
Now  of  that  blissful  state,  O  Muse  of  Hymen !  smg. 


Love  dies  all  kinds  of  death :  in  some  so  qoick 
It  comes — be  is  not  previously  sick ; 
But  ere  the  sun  has  on  the  couple  shed 
I  The  morning  rajrs,  the  smile  of  Love  is  fled. 
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And  what  the  cause  ?  for  Low  shonld  not  expire, 
And  none  the  reason  of  snch  fate  require. 
Both  had  a  mask,  that  with  such  pains  they  wore, 
Each  took  it  off  when  it  avaiPd  no  more. 
They  had  no  feeliojr  of  each  oU^er*B  pain ; 
To  wear  it  lon^r  had  been  crime  in  rain. 

Ab  in  some  plessant  eve  we  view  the  scene« 
Though  cool  yet  calm,  if  joyless  yet.  serene, — 
Who  has  not  felt  a  qaiet  still  delight 
In  the  clear,  silent,  love-befrieoding  night  7 
The  moon  so  sweetly  bright,  so  softly  fair. 
That  all  but  happy  lovers  would  be  there, — 
Thinking  there  must  be  in  her  still  domain 
Something  that  soothes  the  sting  of  mortal  pain : 
While  earth  itself  is  dress'd  in  Tight  so  dear, 
That  they  might  rest  eontented  to  be  here  ! 

Snch  is  the  night ;  but  when  the  mom  awakes, 
The  Btorm  arises,  and  the  forest  shakes : 
This  mighty  change  the  grieving  traveUers  find. 
The  Sreenng  snows  fast  drifting  in  the  wind ; 
Firs  deeply  laden' ehake  the  snowy  top, 
Streams  slowly  fleeting,  fretting  till  they  slop ; 
And  Yoid  of  stars  the  angry  clouds  look  down 
On  the  ooM  earthy*  ezohanging  frown  wkh  frown. 

Such  seem'd,  at  first*  the  cottajge  of  our  pair — 
Fiz*d  in  their  fondness,  in  their  prospects  fair ; 
Youth,  health,  affection,  all  that  life  supplies. 
Bright  as  the  stars  that  gild  the  cloudless  skies — 
Were  theirs,  or  seero*d  to  be :  but  soon  the  scene 
Wa«  black  as  if  its  light  had  never  been. 
Weary  full  soon;  and  restless  then  they  grew. 
Then  o£f  the  painful  mask  of  prudence  Uirew, 
For  Time  has  told  them  all;  and  taught  them 

what  to  rue. 
They  long  again  to  tread  the  former  round 
Of  dissipation — **  Why  should  he  be  bound. 
While  his  sweet  inmate  of  the  cottage  sighs 
For  adulation,  rout,  and  rhapsodies  7 
Not  Love  himself  did  love  exist,  could  lead 
A  heart  like  hers,  that  fluttered  to  be  freed." 

But  Love,  or  what  seem*d  like  him,  quickly  died, 
Nor  Prudence,  nor  Esteem,  his  place  supplied. 
Disguise  thrown  off,  each  reads  the  other's  heart, 
And  feels  with  horror  that  they  cannot  part 

Stin  they  can  speak — and  *t  is  some  comfort  still, 
TtaX  each  can  vex  the  other  when  they  will : 
Words  half  in  jest  to  words  in  earnest  led. 
And  these  the  earnest  angry  passions  fed. 
Till  all  was  fierce  reproach,  and  peace  for  ever  fled. 

**  And  so  you  own  it !  own  it  to  tnv  face, 
Toor  love  is  vanish'd^ — infamous  and  base  f* 

•    ■**  Madam,  L  loved  yon  truly,  while  I  deem*d 
Ton  were  the  tmthfbl  being  that  you'seemM ; 
But  when  I  see  your  native  temper  rise 
Above  control,  and  break  through  all  disguise. 
Casting  it  off,  as  serpents  do  their  skin. 
And  showing  all  the  folds  of  vice  within, — 
What  see  I  then  to  love?  was  I  in  love  with  Sin?** 

**  So  I  may  think,  and  you  may  feel  it  too ; 
A  loving  copple.  Sir,  were  Sin  and  you !        ' 


Whence  all  this  anger  ?  is 'it  that  you  find 
You  cannot  always  make  a  Woman  blind  7 
You  talkM  of  falsehood  and  disguise— talk  on ! 
But  all  my  trust  and  confidence  are  gone ; 
Aemember  you  with  what  a  serious  air 
You  talkM  of  love  as  if  yoil  were  at  prayer  7 
You  speke  of  home-bom  comforts,  quiet,  ease. 
And  the  pure  pleasure  that  must  always  please, 
With  an  assumed  and  sentimental  air. 
Smiting  your  breast,  and  acting  like  a  player. 
ThJBn  your  life's  comfort !  and  your  holy  joys ! 
Holy,  forsooth  !  and  your  sweet  girls  and  boys. 
How  you  would  train  them  ! — All  this  farce  review. 
And  then.  Sir,  talk  of  being  just  and  true  !**— 

**  Madam  !  your  sex  Mpects  that  ours  shonld  lie. 
The  simple  creatures  know  it,  and  comply— ^^ 
You  hate  the  truth ;  there 's  nothihg  you  despise 
Like  a  plain  man^  who  spurns  your  vanities. 
Are  you  not  early  taught  your  prey  tb  catch  7 
When   your   mammas    pronounce-^* A •  proper 

match ." 
What  said  your  own  7— *  Do,  daughter  1  curb  your 

tongue, 
And  you  may  win  him,  <fi>r  the  man  is  young ; 
But  if  he  views  you  as  ourselves,  good  bye 
To  speculation ! — He  will  never  try.* 

Then  b  the  mask  assum*d,  and  then  you  bait 
Your  hook  with  kindness !  and  as  anglers  wait, 
Now  here,  now  there,  with  keen  and  eager  glance, ' 
Marking  your  victims  as  the  showls  advance ; 
When,  if  the  gapin jfwretcb  should  make  a  snap, 
You  jerk  him  up,  and  have  him  in  your  trap, 
Who  gasping,  panting,  in  your  presence  Ueo, 
And  you  exiting  view  the  imprisonM  priie. 

Such  are  your  arts  !  while  he  did  but  intend,     - 
In  harmless  play  an  idle  hour  to  spend. 
Lightly  to  talk  of  love  !  your  fixM  intent 
Is  on  to  lure  him  where  he  never  meant 
To  go,  but  going,  must  his  speed  repent 
If  he  of  .Cupid  speaks,  you  watch  your  man, 
And  make  a  change  for  Hymen  if  you  can ; 
Thus  he,  ingenuous,  easy,  fond,  and  weak. 
Speaks  the  rash  words  he  has  been  led  to  speak ; 
Piorts  the  dire  question  that  he  meant  to  shun. 
And  by  a  moment's  firenzy  is  undone.*' — 

•*WellP'  said  the  Wife,  "admit  this 
true, — 
A  tnighty  prise  she  gains  in  catchins;  vou ;) 
For  my  part.  Sir,  I  most  sincerely  wish 
My  landing-net  had  miss'd  my  precious  fish  i^ 

**  Would  that  it  had  !  or  I  had  wisely  lent 
An  ear  to  those  who  said  I  should  repent" 

<*  Hold,  Sir !  at  least  my  reputation  spare, 
And  add  another  &lsehood  if  you  dare."— 

**  Your  reputation.  Madam  ! — ^rest  secure, 
That  will  all  scandal  and  reproach  endure, 
And  be  the  same  in  worth  :  it  is  like  him 
Who  floats,  but  finds  he  cannot  sink  or  swim ; 
Half  rais'd  above  the  storm,  half  sunk  bebw 
It  just  exists,  and  that  te  all  we  know. 
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Such  the  good  name  that  you  to  mnoh  regard. 
And  yet  to  seek  afloat  find  loinewhat  hard. 
Nay,  no  reply  !  in  foture  1  decline 
Dbpute,  and  take  my  way.'* — 

''And  I,  Sir,  mime.* 

Oh !  happy,  happy,  happy  pair !  both  sought. 
Both  aeeking— catching  bou,  and  caught 


TALE   IV. 


KACHVL. 


It  chaneed  ve  walkM  apon  the  heath,  and  met 
A  wandering  woman ;  her  thin  clothing  wet 
With  morning  fog ;  the  little  care  ahe  took 
Of  things  like  these,  was  written  in  her  look. 
Not  pain  from  pinching  ooM  was  in  her  fiuse, 
Bat  hurrying  grief,  that  knows  no  resting  pbioe, — 
Appearing  ever  aa  on  bosineas  sent, 
liie  wandering  victim  of  a  fiz*d  intent; 
Yet  in  her  fancied  txmsequenoe  and  spee4 
Impelled  to  beg  assistance  for  her  need. 

When  she  beheld  my  friend  and  me,  with  eye 
And  {deeding  hand,  she  sought  our  charity ; 
More  to  engage  our  friendly  thoughts  the  whilei 
She  threw  upon  her  miserieslfe  smile. 
That,  like  a  varnish  on  a  picture  laid, 
More  prominent  and  bold  the  figures  made : 
Yet  was  there  sif  n  of  joy  that  we  complied. 
The  moment's  wish. indulged  and  gratified. 

**  Where  art  tbou  wandering,  Rachel?  whither 
stray, 
From  thy  poor  hearth  in  such  unwholesome  day  V* 
AakM  my  kind  friend,  who  had  familiar  grown 
With  RachePs  rrief,  and  oft  compassion  shown : 
Oft  to  her  hovel  had  in  winter  sent  ^ 

The  means  of  comfort— K>fl  with  comforts  went 
Him  well  she  knew,  and  with  requests  pursued. 
Though  too  much  lost  and  spent  for  gratitude. 

.    •'Where  art  thou  wandering,  Rachel?  let  me 

hear?''— 
•«  The  fleet  I  the  fleet !"  she  answer'd, "  will  appear 
Within  the  biy,  and  I  shall  surely  know 
The  news  to-night ! — ^tum  tide,  and  breeases  Uow  I 
For  if  I  lose  my  Ume,  I  must  remain 
Till  the  next  year  before  they  come  again  !'* 

-  What  can  they  tell  thee,  Rachel  ?"— 

"Sho^klIsay, 
I  must  repent  me  to  my  dying  day. 
Then  should  I  lose  the  pension  that  they  give ; 
For  who  would  trust  their  secrets  to  a  sieve  ? 
I  most  be  gone  !"•— And  with  her  wild,  but  keen 
And  crafty  look,  that  would  appear  to  mean. 
She  hurried  on<;  but  tnm'd  again  to  say,. 
**  All  will  be  known :  they  anchor  in  the  bay ; 


Adien !  be  secret !    sailors  have  no  home : 
Blow  wMid,  turn  tide!  —  Be  sure  the  fleet  wil 
come.*' 

Grown  wilder  still,  the  frantic  ersatnre  atrods 
With  hurried  feet  upon  the  flinty  road. 
On  her  departing  form  I  gazed  with  pain — 
**  And  should  you  not,"  I  cried,  **  her  ways  reatrsm? 
What  hopes  the  wild  deluded  wretch  to  meet? 
And  means  she  aught  bv  this  expected  fleet? 
Knows  she  her  purpose  7  has  she  hope  to  see 
Some  friend  to  aid  her  in  her  poverty  ? 
Why  leave  her  thus  bewilder'd  to  pursue 
The  fancy's  good,  that  never  comes  in  view?" 

**  Nay !  she  is  harmlcBS,  and  if  more  rmnfined, 
Would  more  distress  in  the  coercion  find. 
Save  at  the  times  when  to  the  ooaat  ahe  flies, 
She  rests,  nor  shows  her  mind's  oUiquitieB. 
But  ever  talks  she  of  the  sea,  and  shows 
Her  sympathy  with  every  wind  that  bbwii 
We  think  it,  therefore,  useless  to  rastrain 
A  creature  of  wlioae  conduct  none  oom|flaiiit 
Whose  age  and  looks  proteet  her,"-ahould  thayfiB^ 
Her  cran  and  wild  demeanour  will  prevail. 
A  soldier  once  attack'd  her  on  her  way — 
She  spared  him  not,  but  bade  him  kneel  and  pray^* 
Praying  herself  aloud— th*  astonisfa'd  roan 
Was  so  confounded,  that  away  he  ran. 

Her  sailor  left  her,  with,  perhaps,  intent 
To  make  her  his — 'tis  doubtful  what  he  meant: 
But  he  was  captured,  and  the  life  be  led 
Drove  aQ  such  young  engagements  from  his  hei4 
On  him  she  ever  thought,  and  none  beside. 
Seeking  her  love,  were  favour'd  or  denied  ; 
On  her  dear  David  she  had  fiz'd  her  view. 
And  fancy  judged  him  ever  fond  and  true. 
Nay,  yopng  and  handsome— Time  could  not  d^ 

stroy— 
No— he  was  still  the  same— her  gallant  boy ! 
Labour  had  made  her  coarse,  and  her  attire 
Show'd  that  she  wanted  no  one  to  admire ; 
None  to  commend  her ;  but  she  could  oonoeiTn 
The  same  of  him«  as  when  he  took  his  leav^ 
And  gaily  told  what  riches  he  would  bring, 
And  grace  her  hand  with  the  symbolic  ring. 

With  want  and  labour  was  her  mind  sobdiied; 
She  lived  in  sorrow  and  in  solitude. 
Religious  neighbours,  kindly  calling,  found 
Her  thoughts  unsettled,  anxious,  and  unsound; 
Low,  superstitious,  querulous,  and  weak. 
She  sought  for  rest,  but  knew  not  how  to  seek ; 
And  their  instructions,  though  in  kindness  meant. 
Were  far  from  yielding  the  desired  content 
They  hoped  to  give  her  notions  of  their  own. 
And  talk'd  of  '  feelings*  she  had  never  known ; 
They  ask'd  of  her  '  experience,'  and  they  bred. 
In  her  weak  mind,  a  melancholy  dread 
Of  something  wanting  in  bet  faith,  of  somo— 
She  knew  not  what — 'acceptance,'  that  ahooM 

eome; 
And  as  it  came  not,  she  was  much  afraid 
That  aho  in  vain  had  served  her  God  and  praj'd. 


POSTHUMOUS   POEMS. 


350 


She  tboaglit  ber  loTer  dead.  In  prayer  ahe  named 
The  erring  Yoath«  and  hoped  he  was  redaimM. 
Thu  she  confesaM ;  and  trembling,  heard  them  n.7, 
*  Her  pnyera  were  ainfUl— &>  the  papiata  pray. 
Her  Davids  &te  had  beeft  decided  long, 
Attd  pTayerB  and  wiahes  for  Jiis  state  were  ynoag* 

Had  tfiese  her  guides  united  lore  and  skill, 
They  might  have  ruled  and  rectified  her  will ; 
But  they  perceived  not  the  bewilderM  mind, 
And  dwwM  her  paths,  that  she  could  never  find : 
The  weakness  that  was  nature's  they  reproved. 
And  all  its  eomfiirta  from  the  Heart  removed. 

£ven  in  this  state,  she  loved  the  winds  that  sweep 
0*er  the  wild  heath,  and  curl  the  restless  deep; 
A  turf4>uilt  but  beneath  a  hill  she  chose. 
And  oft  at  night  in  winter  storms  arose, 
Hearing,  or  beaming,  the  distracted  cry 
Of  drowning  seaihen  on  ihe  breakers  by : 
For  there  were  rocks,  that  when  the  tides  were  low, 
Appear'd,  and  vanish'd  when  the  waters  flow ; 
And  there  she  stood,  all  patient  to  behold 
Some  seaman's  body  on  the  billows-  rolI*d. 

One  calm,  cold  evening,  when  the  moon  was  high. 
And  rode  sublime  within  the  cloudless  sky,    . 
She  sat  within  her  hut,  nor  seem'd  to  feel 
Or  cold  or  want,  but  tum'd  her  idle  wheel. 
And  with  sad  song  its  melancholy  tone 
Mix'd,  aH  unconsciouB  that  she  dwelt  ak>ne. 

But  none  wifl  harm  her — Or  who,  willing,  can  7 
She  is  too  wretched  to  have  (ear  of  man- 
Not  mail !  but  somethmg — if  it  should  appear, 
That  once  was  man— 4hat  something  did  she  fear. 

No  causeless  terror !— In  that  moon's  clear  light 
It  came,  and  seem'd  a  parley  to  invite : 
It  was  no  hollow  voice — no  brushing  by 
Of  a  strange  being,  who  escapes  the  eye- 
No  cold  or  thrilling  touch,  that  will  but  last 
While  we  oan  think,  and  then  for  ever  past 
But  this  sad  face— though  not  the  same  she  knew, 
Eooogh  the  same  to  prove  tlie  vision  true— 
Loek'd  full  upon  her ! — starting  in  affright 
She  fled,  her  wildness  doubling  at  the  sight; 
With  shrieks  of  terror,  and  emotion  strong, 
She  n«8s*d  it  by,  and  madly  rush'd  along 
To  the  bare  rocks-^ While  David,  who,  that  day. 
Had  left  his  ship  at  anchor  in  the  bay. 
Had  seen  his  friends  who  yet  survived,  and  heard 
Of  her  who  loved  hidi — and  who  thus  appear'd — 
tie  tried  to  soothe  her,  but  retired  afraid 
T*  approach,  and  left  her  to  jretum  f<a  aid. 

None  came !  and  Rachel  in  the  mom  was  ibund 
Tnmiqg  her  wheel,  without  its  spindles,  round. 
With  household  look  of  care,  low  singing  to  the 
sound* 

Since  that  event,  she  is  what  you  have  seen. 
But  time  and  habit  make  her  more  serene, 
Tlie  ed^e  of  anguish  blunted — ^yet,  it  seems. 
Sea,  ships,  and  sailors'  mJMries  are  her  dreams.'' 


TALE  V. 


VILLA£S. 


Poet— Know  you  the  fate  of  Viflar s  ?— 

fWetMf.— What!  the  lad 
At  school  so  fond  of  solitude,  and  sad ; 
Who  broke  our  bounds  because  he  scom'd  a  guide, 
And  would  walk  lonely  by  the  river's  side? 
P. — ^The  same  !f— who  rose  at  midnight  to  be- 
hold 
The  moonbeams  shedding  their  ethereal  gold  3 
Who  held  our  sports  and  pleasures  in  disgrace. 
For  Guy  of  Warwick,  and  old  Chevy  Cbase.^ 

F. — ^Who  sought  for  friendships,  gave  his  geno* 
rous  heart 
To  every  boy  who  chose  to  act  the  part; 
Or  judged  be  felt  it — not  aware  that  boys 
Have  poor  oonCeit  of  intellectual  joys : 
Theirs  is  no  season  for  superfluous  friends. 
And  none  they  need,  but  those  whom  Nature  lends. 

P.— But  he,  too,  loved  ?—        \ 

P.— Oh!  yes:  his  friend  betray*d 
The  tender  passion  for  the  angel-maid. 
Some  child,  whose  features  he  at  church  had  seen 
.Became  his  bosom's  aod  his  fancy's  queen ; 
Some  &vourite  look  was  on  his  mind  impress'^-* 
His  warm  and  fruitless  fondness  gave  the  rest 

P.— He  left  his  father  ?— 

P. — Yes !  and  rambled  round 
The  hnd  on  foot — I  know  not  what  he  found. 
Elarly  he  came  to  his  paternal  land. 
And  took  the  course  he  had  in  rambling  plann'd. 
Ten  years  we  lost  him :  ho  was  then  employ'd 
In  the  wild  schemes  that  he,  perhaps,  enjoy'd. 
His  mode  of  life,  when  he  to  manhood  grew. 
Was  aH  his  own — its  shape  disclosed  to  few. 

Our  grave,  stem  dames,-  who  know  the  deeds  of 
all. 
Say  that  some  damsels  owe  to  him  their  fall ; 
And,  though  a  Christian  in  his  creed  profess'd. 
He  had  some  heathen  notions  in  his  breast 
Yet  we  may  doubt ;  for  women,  in  his. eyes. 
Were  high  and  glorious,  queens  and  deities ; 
But  he,  perhaps,  adorer  and  yet  man,  ' 
Transgress'd  yet  worshipp'd.  There  are  those  who 


Near  him  a  Widow's  mansion  he  survey'd — 
The  lovely  mother  of  a  lovelier  Maid  ; 
Not  great  their  wealth ;  though  they  were  proud. 

to  claim 
Alliance  with  a  house  of  nobSest  name. 

Now,  had  I  skill,  I  would  right  fain  devise 
To  bring  the  highborn  spinster  to  your  eyes. 
I  could  discourse  of  Up,  and  chin,  and  eheek. 
But  you  would  see  no  picture  as  I  speak. 
Such  colours  cannot — mix  them  as  1  may — 
Painf  yon  this  nymph — We  '11  try  a  different  wsj. . 
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First  take  Calista  in  her  glowing  charms, 
Er€  yet  ahe  sank,  within  Lothario*8  arms. 
Endued  with  beaatiea  ripe,  ajid  lar^e  desires. 
And  all  that  feels  delight,  and  that  inspires : 
Add  Cleopatra's  great,  yet  tender  soul, 
Her  bouhdless  pride,  her  fondness  of  control, 
Her  daring  spirit,  and  her  wily  art. 
That,  though  it  tortares,  yet  commands  the  heart; 
Add  woman's  anger  for  a  lover's  slight. 
And  the  revenge,  that  insult  will  excite ; 
Add  looks  for  veils,  that  she  at  will  could  wear. 
As  Juliet  fond,  as  Imogen  sincere, — 
Like  Portia  grave,  sententious,  and  design 'd 
For  high  affairs,  or  gay  as  Rosalind — 
Catch,  if  you  can,  some  notion  of  the  dame, 
And  let  Matilda  serve  her  for  a  name. 

Think  next  how  Villars  saw  th'  enchanting  maid, 
And  how  he  loved,  pursued,  adored,  obey'd — 
Obey'd  in  all,  except  the  dire  command, 
No  inore  to  dream  of  that  bewitching  hand. 
His  love  provoked  her  scorn,  his  wealUx  she  s^umM, 
And  frowns  for  prabe,  contempt  for  prayer  retumM; 
But,  proud  yet  shrewd,  the  wily  sex  despise 
The  would-be  husband— -yet  the  votary  prize. 
As  Roman  conquerors,  of*^  their  triumpn  vain, 
Saw  humbled  monarchs  in  their  pompous  train. 
Who,  when  no  more  they  swell'd  the  show  of  pride. 
In  secret  sorrow'd,  or  in  silence  died ; 
So,  when  our  friend  adored  the  Beauty's  shrine, 
She  mark'd  the  act,  and  gave  the  nod  divine ; 
And  strove  with  scatter'd  smiles,  yet  scarcely  strove. 
To  keep  tlie  lover,  while  she  scora'd  his  love. 

These,  and  his  hope,  the  doubtful  man  sustain'd ; 
For  who  that  loves  beUevea  himself  disdain'd  ? — 
Each  look,  each  motion,  b^  his  fondness  read, 
Became  Lovers  food,  and  greater  fondness  bred ; 
The  pettiest  favour  was  to  him  the  sign 
Of  secret  love,  and  said,  **  I  *11  yet  be  thine  V* 
One  doleful  year  she  held  the  captive  swain, 
Who  fblt  and  cursed,  and  wore  and  blessed, the  cbain» 
Who  pass'd  a  thousand  galling  insults  by, 
For  one  kind  glance  of  that  ambiguous  eye. 

P.— Well !  time,  perhaps,  might  to  the  Mldesi 
•heart 
Some  gentle  thought  of  one  so  fond  impart ; 
And  pride  itself  has  often  favour  shown 
To  what  it  governs,  and  can  call  its  own. 

jP.--Thus  were  they  placed,  when  to  the  village 
came 
That  lordly  stranger,  whom  I  need  not  name ; 
Known  since  too  well,  but  then  as  rich  and  young. 
Untried  his  prowess,  and  his  crimes  unsung. 
Smooth  was  his  speech,  and  show'd  a  gentle  mind. 
Deaf  to  his  praise,  and  to  his  merits  Mind  ; 
.B\i\  raised  by  woman's  smile,  and  pleased  with  all 
mankind. 

At  humble  distance  he  this  fair  surveyed. 
Read  her  high  ♦emper,  yet  adored  the  Maid; 
Far  off  he  gazed,  as  if  afraid  to  meet, 

'  Or  show  Ihe  hope  her  anger  would  defeat  r 
Awful  his  love,  and  kept  a  guarded  way, 

.Afraid  to  venture,  till  it  finds  it  may. 


And  soon  it  found !  nor  could  the  Lady*s  pride 
Her  triumph  bury,  or  her  pleasvre  hide. 

And  jealous  Love,  that  ever  looks  to  spy 
The  dreaded  wand^ing  of  a  lady's  eye, 
PatQeived  with  anguish,  that  the  prise  long  soQgiil 
A  sudden  rival  from  his  hopes  had  caught 
Still  Villars  loved ;  at  length,  with  strong  despair, 
O'errtortured  possion  thus  preferr'd  its  prayer : — 
"  Life  of  my  life  I  at  once  my  fate  decree — 
I  wait  n^  death,  or  more  than  life,  from  thee : 
I  have  no  arts,  nor  powers,  thy  soul  to  move. 
But  doting  constancy,  and  boundless  love; 
This  is  my  all :  had  I  the  world  to  give, 
Thine  were  its.throne-- now  bid  me  die  or  Ktef* 

•*0r  die  or  live" — ^tbe  gentle  Lady  cried — 
**  As  suits  thee  best ;  that  point  thyself  decide; 
But  if  to  death  thou  hast  thyself  cfecreed. 
Then  like  a  man  perform  the  manly  deed ; 
The  well-charged  pistol  to  the  ear  apply, 
Make  loud  report,  and  like  a  hero  die : 
Let  rogues  and  rats  on  ropes  and  poison  eeixfr- 
Shame  not  thy  friends  by  petty  death  like  these ; 
Sure  we  must  grieve  at  what  thou  tfaink*st  to  dot 
But  spare  us  blushes  for  the  manner  too  !** 

Then  with  inviting  smiles  she  tum*d  aside, 
AUay'd  his  anger,  and  consoled  his  pride. 

Oft  had  the  fickle  &ir  beheld  with  scorn 
The  unhappy. man  bewilder'd  and  forlorn. 
Then  with  one  softening  glance  of  those  bright  eyw 
Restored  his  spirit,  and  mspersed  his  sighs. 
Oft  had  I  seen  him  on  the  lea  below, 
As  fbelingrf  moved  him,  walking  quick  or  slow : 
Now  a  gUd  thoagbt,  and  now  a  dc^efbt  came. 
And  he  adored  or  cursed  the  changeful  dame. 
Who  was  to  him  as  cause  is  to  effect — 
Poor  tool  of  pride,  perverseness,  and  neglect ! 
Upon  thy  rival  were  her  thoughts  bestow'd. 
Ambitious  love  within  her  bosom  glowM ; 
And  oft  she  wish'd,  and  strong  was  her  desire, 
7*he  Lord  could  love  her  like  the  foithffal  Squire 
Bat  she  was  rivaird  in  that  noble  breast — 
He  loved  her  passing  well,  but  not  the  best. 
For  self  rcign'd  there ;  but  still  he  call'd  her  tuu 
And  woo'd  the  muse  his  passion  in  declare. 
His  verses  all  were  flaming,  all  were  fine ; 
With  sweetness,  nay  with  sense,  in  every  Iin»«- 
Not  as  Lord  Byron  would  have  done  the  thing. 
But  better  fkr  than  lords  are  used  to  sing. 
It  pleased  the  Maid,  and  she,  in  very  truth. 
Loved,  in  Calista's  love,  the  noble  youth ; 
Not  like  sweet  Juliet,  with  that  pure  delight, 
Fond  and  yet  chaste,  enraptured  and  yet  right ; 
Not  Hke  the  tender  Imogen,  confined 
To  one,  but  one !  the  true,  the  wedded  mind ; 
True,  one  preferr'd  our  sighing  nymph  as  these, 
Bat  Uiought  not,  like  tliem,  one  alone  could  please 


Time  pass'd,  nor  yet  the  youthful  peer  i 
To  end  his  suit,  nor  his  had  Villars  closed  ; 
Fond  hints  the  one,  the  olher  cruel  bore  ; 
That  was  more  cautious,  this  was  kind  the  more : 
Both  for  soft  moments  waited — that  to  take 
Of  these  advantage ;  fairly  this  to  make. 
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These  moments  caihe — or  ao  my  lord  believftd — 
fie  dropped  bis  oiask ;  and  both  were  undeceived. 
She  saw  the  vice  that  would  no  lonpfcr  feign, 
And  he  an  angry  beauty's  pure  disdain.. 

Villars  that  nigrfat  bad  in  my  ear  confees'd, 
He  thought  himself  her  spaniel  and  her  jest. 
He  saw  his  rival  of  bis  goddess  sure, 
**  But  then,"  be  cried,  **  her  virtue  is  secure; 
Should  he  offend,  I  hapl^  may  obtain 
The  high  reward  of  vigilance  and  pain ; 
IIA  then  I  take,  and  on  my  bended  knee, 
Scraps  ftom  the  banquet,  gleanings  of  the  tree." 

Pitying,  I  smiled ;  for  I  bad  known  the  time 
Of  Love  insulted — constancy  my  crime. 
Not.  thus  our  friend :  for  him  the  morning  shone 
In  len^d  glory,  as  for  him  alone ; 
Jle  went,  expecting  still  reproof  to  meet. 
And  an  that  was  not  Cruel  count  as  sweet 
3ack  he  retum*d,  all  eagerness  and  joy, 
Trood  as  a  prince,  and  restless  as  a  boy. 
He  Bought  to  speak,  but  could  not  aptly  find 
Words  for  his  use,  they  enter*d  not  his  mind ; 
So  full  of  bliss,  that  wonder  and  deKgbt 
Seem*d  in  those  happy  moments  to  unite. 
He  was  like  one  who  gains,  but  dreads  to  lose, 
A  prize  that  seems  to  vanish  as  he  views : 
And  in  bis  look  was  wildness  and  alarm-r 
Like  a  sad  conjurer  who  forgets  his  charmy 
And,  when  the  demon  at  the  call  appears. 
Cannot  <^mmand  the  sfMrit  for  his  fears : 
So  Villars  seemM  by  his  own  bliss  perplexed. 
And  scarcely  knowing  what  would  happen  next  • 

But  soon,  a  witness,  to  their  vows,  I  saw 
The  maiden  his,  if  not  by  love,  by  law ; 
The  bells  proclaim'd  it — merry  callM  by  those 
Who  have  no  foresight  of  their  neighbours*  wc 
How  proudly  showM  the  man  his  lovely  bride^ 
Demurely  pacing,  pondering,  at  his  side ! 
While  all  the  loving  maids  around  declared. 
Thai  faith  and  coi^tancy  deserved  reward. 
The  baffled  Lord  retreated  from  the  scene 
Of  ao  much  gladness,  with  a  world  of  spleen ; 
And  left  the  wedded  couple,  to  protest, 
That  he  no  fear,  that  she  no  love  possessed. 
That  all  his  vows  were  scom'd,  and  all  his  hope  a 
jest 

Then  feH  the  oaks  to  let  in  light  of  dajr, 
Then  rose  the  mansion  that  we  now  survey. 
Then  all  the  world  flocked  gaily  to  the  scene 
Of  so  much  splendour,  ana  its  s|2lendld  queed ; 
But  whether  all  within  the  gentle  breast 
Of  him,  of  ber,  was  happy  or  at  rest, — 
Whether  no  lonely  sigh  confess*d  regret. 
Was  then  unknown,  and  is  a  secret  yet ; 
And  we  may  think,  in  commop  duty  bound. 
That  no  complaint  is  made  where  none  is  found. 

Then  came  the  Rival  to  his  villa  down. 
Lost  to  the  pleasures  of  the  heartless  town ; 
Famous  be  grew,  and  he  invited  all 
Whom  he  had  known  to  banquet  at  the  Hall ; 
Talk'd  of  his  love,  and  said,  with  many  a  sigh,   • 
*^*T  is  death  to  lose  her,  and  I  wista^to  die." 
31  2V 


Twice  met  the  parties ;  but  with  cool  disdain 
In  her,  in  him  with  looks  of  awe  and  pain. 
Villars  had  pity,  and  conceived  it  hard 
That  true  regret  should  meet  with  no  regard- 
Smile,  my  Matilda !  virtue  should  inflict 
No  needless  pain,  nor  be  so  sternly  strict" 

The  Hall  was  furnishM  in  superior  style, 
And  money  wanted  from  our  sister  isle ; 
The  lady-mother  to  the  husband  sued — 
**  Alas  !  that  care  should  on  our  bliss  intrude ! 
You  must  to  Ireland  ;  our  possessions  there 
Require  your  presence,  nay*  demand  your  care. 
My  pensive  daughter  begs  with  you  to  sail ; 
Butspare  your  wife,  nor  let  the  wish  prevail." 

He  went,  and  found  upon  his  Irish  land 
Cases  and  griefs  ho  could  not  understand. 
Some  glimmering  ligbtat  first  his  prospect  chfeer'd— 
dear  it  was  not,  but  would  in  time  be  clearM ; 
But  when  his  lawyers  had  their  efforts  mode. 
No  mind  in  man  the  darkness  could  pervade ; 
*T  was  palpably  obscure :  week  afler  week 
He  sought  for  comfort,  but  was  still  to  seek. 
At  leng^,  impatient  to  return,  he  strove 
No  more  with  law,  but  gave  the  rein  to  love ; 
And  to  his  Lady  and  their  native  shore 
Vow*d  to  return,  and  thence  to  turn  no  more. 

While  yet  on  Irish  ground  in  trouble  kept. 
The  Husband's  terrors  in  his  toils  had  slept ; 
But  he  no  soioner  touched  the  British  soil. 
Than  jealous  terrors  took  the  place  of  toil — 
"^  Where  has  she  been  ?  and  haw  attended  7    Who 
Has  watchM  her  conduct,  and  will  vouch  ber  true  7 
She  sighed  at  parting,  but  methoujp^ht  her  sighs 
Were  more  profound  than  would  £om  nature  rise; 
And  though  she  wept  as  never  wife  before. 
Yet  were  her  eyelids  neither  swelFd  nor  sore. 
Her  lady-mother  has  a.  good  repute. 
As  watchful  dragon  of  forbidden  fruit ; 
Yet  dragons  sleep,  and  mothers  have  been  known 
To  guard  a  daughter*^  secret  as  their  own ; 
Nor  can  tlie  absent  in  their  travel  see 
How  a  fond  wife  and  mother  may  agree. 

Suppose  the  lady  is  most  virtuous ! — ^then, 
What  can  she  know  of  the  deceits  of  men  ? 
Of  all  they  plan,  she  neither  thinks  nor  cares ; 
But  keeps,  good  lady !  at  her  books  and  prayers. 

In  all  her  letters  therp  are  love,  respect. 
Esteem,  regret,  affection,  all  correct^ 
Too  much — she  fears  that  I  should  see  neglect; 
And  there  are  fond  expressions,  but  unlike 
The  rest,  os  meant  to  be  observed  and  strike ; 
Like  quoted  words,  they  have  the  show  of  art. 
And  come  not  freely  from  the  gentle  heart — 
Adopted  words,  and  brought  from  memory's  store. 
When  the  cliill  faltering  heart  supplies  no  more 
*T  is  80  the  hypocrite  pretends  to  feel. 
And  speaks  Uie  words  of  earnestness  and  zeaL 

Hers,  was  a  sudden,  thongh  a  sweet  oonsent ; 
May  she  not  now-  as  suddenly  repent  7 
My  rivaVs  vices  drove  him  from  the  door; 
But  hates  she  vice  as  truly  as  before  7 
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How  do  I  know,  if  he  shonld  plead  again, 
That  all  her  eoom  and  anger  would  remain  ? 

Oh !  words  of  ibllj — is  it  thus  I  deem 
Of  the  chaate  object  of  my  fond  esteem  7 
Away  with  douht !  to  jealousy  adieu ! 
I  know  her  fondness,  and  believe  her  true. 

Yet  why  that  baste  to  furnish  every  need, 
And  send  me  forth  with  comfort,  and  with  speed  7 
Yes ;  fbr  sho^  dreaded  that  the  winter's  rage 
And  our  frail  boy  should  on  the  seas  engage. 

But  that  vile  girl !  I  saw  a  treacherons  eye 
Glance  on  her  mistress !  so  demure  and  sly. 
So  forward  too— and  would  Matilda's  pride 
Admit  of  that,  if  there  was  naught  beside  7** 

Such,  as  he  told  me,  were  the  doubt,  the  dread, 
By  jealous  fears  on  observations  ibd. 

Home  he  proceeded :  there  remain'd  to  him 
But  a  few  miles — the  night  was  wet  and  dim ; 
Thick,  heavy  dews  descended  on  the  ground, 
And  all  was  sad  and  melancholy  round. 

While  thinking  thus,  an  inn's  &r  gleaming  fire 
Caused  new  emotions  in  the  pensive  Squire. 
**  Here  I  may  learn,  and  seeming  careless  too, 
If  all  is  well,  ere  I  my  way  pursue. 
How  fkre  you,  landlord  7-*how,  my  friend,  we 

aU7— 
Have  you  not  seen— my  people  at  the  Hall  7 

Well,  I  may  judge *^ 

**  Oh !  yes,  your  Honour,  w^ll. 
As  Joseph  knows ;  and  he  was  sent  to  tell.** — 
How  !  sent — I  miss*d  him — Joseph,  do  you  my  7 
Why  sent,  if  well  7 — I  miss*d  him  «n  the  way.'** 

There  was  a  poacher  on  the  chimney-«eat, 
A  gipsy,  conjurer,  smuggler,  stroller,  cheat 
The  Squire  had  fined  him  for  a  captured  hare, 
Whipp*d  and  imprison*d— he  had  felt  the  fiure, 
And  he  remember*d :  **  Will  your  Honour  know 
How  does  my  Lady  7  that  myself  can  show. 
On  Monday  early-^fbr  your  Honour  sees 
The  poor  man  must  not  slumber  at  his  ease,  * 
Nor  must  he  into  Woods  and  ooverts  lurk. 
Nor  work  alone,  but  must  be  seen  to  work : 
'T  is  not,  your  Honour  knows,  su^cient  now 
For  us  to  live,  but  we  must  prove  it— how. 
Stay,  please  your  Honour, — I  was  early  up, 
And  forth  witliout  a  morsel  or  a  sup. 
There  was  my  Lady's  carriage— \V'hew .'  it  drove 
As  if  the  horses  had  been  spurr'd  by  Love." 

"« A  poet,  John  !**  said  ViUars— feebly  said, 
Confused  with  fear,  and  humbled  and  dismay'd— 
"  And  where  this  carriage  7  —  but,  my  heart ! 

enough— 
^Vhy  do  I  listen  to  the  villain's  stuff  7 
And  where  wert  thou  7  and  what  the  spur  of  thine, 
That  led  thee  forth  7— we  surely  may  divine !" 

<*  Hunger,  your  Honour !  I  and  my  poor  wifb 
Have  now  no  other  in  our  wane  of  life. 
Were  Phcabe  handsome,  and  were  I  a  Squire, 
I  might  suspect  her,  md  young  Lords  admire.**— 


»*  What !  rascal "— •«  Nay,  your  Honour,  on  mj 

W(H^ 

I  should  be  jealous  of  that  fine  young  Lord ; 
Yet  him  my  Lady  in  the  carriage  took. 
But  innocent — I'd  swear  it  on  the  book." 

**  You  villain,  swear !"— for  still  he  wish'd.  to  stay. 
And  Iraar  what  more  the  fellow  had  to  say. 
**  Phoebe,  said  I,  a  rosrue  that  had  a  heart 
To  do  the  deed  would  make  his  Honour  smart- 
Says  Phcebe,  wisely,  ^  Think  you,  would  he  go» 
If  he  were  jealous,  from  my  Lady  7 — ^Na^  ** 

This  was  too  much !  poor  ViUars  left  the  inn. 
To  end  the  grief  that  did  bnt  then  begin. 
*"  With  my  Matilda  in  the  coach  *— what  lieb 
Will  the  vile  rascal  in  his  spleen  devise  7 
Yet  this  is  true,  that  on  some  vile  pretence 
Men  nay  entrap  the  purest  innocence. 
He  saw  my  fears — alas !  I  am  not  fifee 
From  every  doubt — but  no  !  it  cannot  be.** 

ViUars  moved  slow,  moved  quick,  aa  ched^d  bf 
fear, 
Or  urged  by  Love,  and  drew  his  mansion  near. 
Light  burst  upon  him,  yet  he  &ncied  gloom. 
Nor  came  a  twinkling  from  Matilda's  room. 
*<Whatthen7  *t  is  idle  to  expect  that  all 
Should  be  produced  at  jealous  fancy's  call ; 
How !  the  park-gate  wide  open !  who  would  dajw 
Do  this,  if  her  presiding  glance  were  thoe  7 
But  yet,  by  chance— 4  know  not  what  to  think. 
For  thought  is  hell !  and  I'm  upon  the  brink  I 
Not  for  a  thousand  workls,  ten  thousand  Uvea, 

Would  I -Oh!  what  depends  upon  our  wivea ! 

Pains,  labours,  terrors,  all  would  I  endure. 
Yea,  all  but  this— and  this,  could  I  be  sure  ■      ** 

Just  then  a  light  within  the  window  ahoiM, 
And  show'd  aiady,  weeping  and  alone. 
His  heart  beat  ^ndly— on  another  view,*- 
It  beat  more  strongly,  •and  in  terror  too— 
It  was  his  Sister ! — and  than  now  appoar'd 
A  servant  creeping  Uke  a  man  that  feiar'd. 
He  spoke  with  terror—*'  Sir,  did  Joseph  tell  7 
Have  you  not  met  him  ?'*- 

•'  Is  your  Lady  wettT" 

"  Well  7  Sir— your  Honour '' 

**  Heaven  and  earth !  whst  nets 
Your  stupid  questions  7  I  have  nothing  seen. 
Nor  heard,  nor  know,  nor — Do,  good  'rbonia% 

speak! 
Your  (nistress— ^" 

**  Sir,  has  gone  fi-om  home  a  week-* 
My  Lady,  Sir,  your  siiter ^" 

But,  too  late 
Was  this— my  Friend  had  yielded  to  his  fate. 
He  heard  the  truth,  became  serene  and  mild. 
Patient  and  still,  as  a  corrected  child  ; 
At  once  his  spirit  with  his  fortune  fell 
To  the  last  ebb,  and  whisper'd — It  is  welL 

Such  was  his  fall ;  and  grievous  the  efieet ! 
From  henceforth  aU  things  fell  into  neglect — 
The  mind  no  more  alert,  the  form  no  more  erect 

ViUars  long  since,  as  he  indulged  his 
By  lonely  travel  on  the  OMst,  had  Men 
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A  large  old  manuon  snfTer'd  to  decay 
In  some  law-etrife,  and  alowly  dfop  away. 
Dark  elms  aioand  the  coostaot  herona  bred, 

Rocka  near  the  coaat  no  shipping  woald  albw, 
And  atabbom  heath  aronod  for)Md  the  plough; 
Dull  amet  the  aoene  have  been  in  yeara  of  dd, 
Bnt  now  was  wildly  diatnal  to  behold — 
One  level*  aadiieas  !  marsh,  and  heath,  and  sea. 
And,  save  these  high  dark  elnis,  nor  plant  nor  troe. 

In  this  bleak  rain  ViHars  found  a  room, 
Square,  small,  and  Ipfty   'seat  of  grief  and  gloom ; 
A  9lo|>ing  skylight  on  4he  while  wall  threw. 
When  tlM  sun  set, «  melancholy  hue ; 
The  HaU  of  Vathek  has  a  zoom  so  bare. 
So  small,  so  sad,  so  formM  to  nourish  oare. 
**  Here,**  said  the  Traveller, «"  all  so  dark  within. 
And  dull  without,  a  man  might  mourn  for  sift, 
Or  punish  sinners — ^here  a  wanton  wife 
And  Tengeful  husband  might  be  cursed  for  lifb.** 

Hie  mind  was  now  in  just  that  wretched  state. 
That  deems  Revenge  our  right,  and  crime  our  &te. 
All  other  vieWs  he  banish*d  ftom  his  soul. 
And  let  this  tyrant  vex  him  and  control } 
Life  he  despii^d,  and  had  that  Lord  defied. 
But  that  ^e  longM  for  Vengeance  ere  he  died. 
The  law  he  spurn'd,  the  combat  he  declined, 
And  to  his  purpose  all  his  soul  reaign'd. 

Full  fifteen  months  had  passed,  and  we  began 
To  have  some  hope  of  the  returning  man ; 
Kow  to  his  steward  of  his  amall  anairs 
He  wrote,  and  roentionM  leases  and  repairs ; 
But  yet  his  soul  was  on  its  scheme  intent. 
And  but  a  moment  to  his  interest  lent 

His  faithless  wife  and  her  triumphant  peer 
Despised  his  ven|feance,  and  disdainM  to  fear ; 
In  splendid  lodgmgi  near  the  town  they  dwelt. 
Nor  &an  from  wrath,  nor  threats  firom  conscience 
ML 

.  Long  time  our  friend  had  watched,  ^nd  much 

had  paid 
For  vulgar  minds,  who  lent  his  vengeance  aid. 
At  length  one  evening,  late  returning  home. 
Thoughtless  and  fearless  of  the  ills  to  come. 
The  Wife  was  seiied,  when  void  of  all  alarm 
And  vainly  trusting  to  a  footman's  arm ; 
Death  in  his  hand,  the  Hosband  stood  in  view, 
Commanding  silence,  and  obedience  too ; 
Forced  to  bis  carriage,  sinking  at  his  side, 
Madly  he  drove  her — Vengaanoe  was  his  guide. 

AH  in  that  ruin  Villars  had  prepared. 
And  meant  her  fate  and  sorrow  to  have  shared ; 
There  he  designed  they  shoukl  fer  ever  dwell. 
The  weeping  pair, of  a  monastic  celL 

An  ancient  couple  from  their  cottage  went. 
Won  by  his  pay,  to  this  imprisonment ; 
And  all  was  orderM  in  his  mind — the  pain 
He  must  inflict,  tlie  shame  she  must  sustain ;     . 
Bat  sueh  his  gentle  spirit,  su(^  his  love. 
The  proof  might  fail  of  all  he  meant  to  prov«.     • 


Features  so  dear  had  still  maintain*d  their  sway, 
And  looks  so  lov*d  had  taught  him  to  obey ; 
Rage  and  Revenge  had  yielded  to  the  sight 
Of  charms  that  waken  wonder  and  delight ; 
The  harsher  passions  from  the  heart  had  flown. 
And  Lovs  regained  his  Subject  and  his  Throne. 


[The  next  Tale,  and  a  number  of  others.  Were 
originally  designed  for  a  separate  volume,  to  be  en- 
titled  **  The  Faxewell  and  Return.'*  In  a  letter  to 
Mrs.  Leadbetter,  written  in  1823,  the  poet  says — 
~  In  my  '  Farewell  and  Return'  I  suppose  a  young 
man  to  take  leave  of  his  native  place,  and  to  ex- 
change/ureiettif  with  his  friends  and  acquaintance 
there — ^in  short,  with  as  many  characters  as  I  have 
feneied  I  could  manage.  These,  and  their  several 
situations  and  prospects,  being  briefly  sketched,  an 
mterval  is  supposed  to  elapse;  and  our  youth,  a 
youth  no  more,  Tttwm$  to  the  scene  of  his  early 
days.  Twenty  years  have  passed ;  and  the  inter- 
est,  if  there  be  any,  consists  in  the  completion, 
more  or  less  unexpected,  of  the  history  of  each 
person  to  whom  he  had  origmally  bidden  fereweD.** 

The  reader  will  find  the  tales  written  on  thla 
plan,  divided  each  into  two  or  more  sectioiis ;  and 
will  easily  perceive  where  the  /orewsB  terminates, 
and  the  rtlwm  begins.] 


TALE  VI. 


THB  FASEWEUL  AND  RBTUKtf. 


I  AM  of  age,  and  now,  no  more  the  Boy, 
Am  ready  fortune's  favours  to  enjoy. 
Were  they,  too,  ready ;  but,  with  grief  I  qieak. 
Mine  is  the  fortune  that  I  yet  must  seek. 
And  let  me  seek  it;  there 's  the  work!  around-^ 
And  if  not  sought  it  never  can  be  found. 
It  will  not  come  if  I  the  chase  decline ; 
Wishes  and  wants  will  never  make  it  mine. 
Then  let  me  shake  these  lingering  fears  away ; 
What  one  day  must  be,  let  it  be  to^y  ; 
Lest  ooursge  feil  ere  I  the  search'  comraenoe. 
And  resolution  pall  upon  i 


Yet,  while  amid  these  well-known  scenes  I  dwell. 
Let  me  to  friends  and  neighbours  bid  Farewell. 

I^rst  to  our  men  of  wealth— 'these  are  but  few-^ 
In  duty  bound  1  humbly  bid  adieu. 
This  is  not  paioful,  fer  they  know  me  not, 
Fortune  in  difierent  states  has  placed  our  lot ; 
It  is  not  pleasant,  fer  full  well  I  know 
The  lordly  pity  tint  the  rich  bestow — 
A  proud  contemptuous  pity,  by  whose  aid 
Their  own  triumphant  virtues  are  display'd.— 
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<*  Goinr,  you  say ;  and  what  intends  the  Lad, 
To  seeK  bis  fortune  ?  Fortune !  is  lie  mad  7 
Hos  he  the  knowledge  ?  is  he  duly  taught  ? 
I  think  we  know  how  Fortune  should  be  sought 
Perhaps  he  takes  his  chance  to  sink  or  swim, 
Perhaps  be  dreams  of  Fortune's  seeking  him  7 
Liie  is  his  lottery,  a|id  away  he  flies. 
Without  a  ticket  to  obtain  his  prize : 
But  never  man  acquired  a  weighty  sura, 
Without  foreseeing  whence  it  was  to  come/* 

Fortunes  are  made,  if  I  the  facts  may  state,-^ 
Though  poor  myself,  I  know  the  fortunate : 
First,  there's  a  knowledge  of  the  way  from  whence 
Good  fortune  comes — and  that  is  sterling  sense ; 
Then  perseverance,  never  to  decline 
The  chase  of  riches  till  the  prey  is  thine ; 
And  firmness,  never  to  be  drawn  away 
By  any  passion  from  that  noble  prey— - 
By  love,  ambition,  study,  travel,  fam^ 
Or  the  vain  hope  that  lives  upon  a  name.     . 


The  whistling  Boy  that  holds  the  plough, 
Lured  by  we  tale  that  soldiers  tell, 

Resolves  to  part,  yet  knows  not  how 
To  leave  the  buid  he  loves  so  welL 

He  now  rejects  the  thought,  and  now 
Looks  o'er  the  lea,  and  sighs  **  Farewell  !'* 

Farewell !  the  pensive  maiden  cries,     . 

Who  dreams  of  London,  dreams  awajse-^ 
But  whezk  her  favourite  Lad  she  spies, 

With  whom  she  loved  her  way  to  take, 
Then  Doubts  within  her  soul  arise, 

And  equal  Hopes  her  bosom  shake ! 

Thus,  lik^  the  Boy,  and  like  the  Maid, 

I  wish  to  go,  yet  tarry  here. 
And  now  resolved,  and  now  afraid : 

To  minds  disturb'd  old  views  appear 
In  melancholy  charms  array*d. 

And  once  indifferent,  now  are  dear. 
How  shall  I  go,  my  fate  to  learn — 
And,  oh !  how  taught  shall  I  return  7 

11. 
Yia  !-*twenty  yetin  have  pass'd,  and  I  am  come. 
Unknown,  unwelcoro'd,  to  my  early  home, 
A  stranger  striving  in  my  walks  to  trace 
The  youthful  fei^tures  in  some  aged  faoe.  - 
On  as  I  move,  some  curious  loo^  I  read ; 
We  pause  a  moment,  doubt,  and  then  proceed : 
They're  like  what  onoe  I  saw,  but  not  the  same, . 
I  lose  the  air,  the  features,  and  the  name. 
Yet  something  seems  like  knowledge,  but  tlie 

change 
f  ^lonfuses  me,  and  all  in  him  is  strange : 
Tiiat  bronzed  old  Sailor,  with  hia  wig  awry — ; 
Sure  he  will  know  me !  No,  he  passes  by. 
Ttiey  seem  like  me  in  doubt;  but  they  can  call 
Their  friends  around  them  !  I  am  lost  to  all. 

The  vcrj  place  is  alter'd.    What  I  lefl 
foems  of  its  space  and  dignity  berefl : 
'Vhe  streets  are  narrow,  and  the  buildings  niean ; 
Did  I,  or  Fancy,  leave  them  broad  and  clean  7 


The  ancient  church,  in  which  I  felt  a  pride, 
As  struck  by  magic,  is  but  half  as  wide ; 
The  tower  is  shorter,  the  sonorous  bell 
Tells  not  the  hour  as  it  was  wo^t  to  tell ; 
The  market  dwindles,  every  shop  and  stall 
Sink  in  my  view ;  there 's  littleneaB  in  alL 
Mine  is  the  error ;  prepossess'd  I  see; 
And  all  the  change  I  mourn  is  change  in  me. 

One  object  gnly  is  the  same ;  the  sight 
Of  the  wide  Ocean  l^  the  moon's  pale  light 
With  her  long  ray  of  glory,  that  we  mark 
On  the  wild  waves  when  aJl  beside  is  dark: 
This  is  the  work  of  Nature,  and  the  eye 
In  vain  the  boundless  prospiot  would  descry : 
What  mocks  our  view  canngt  contracted  be ; 
We  cannot  lessen  what  we  cannot  see. 

Would  I  could  now.  a  abgle  Friend  behotd. 
Who  would  the  yet  mysterious  &cts  unfUd, 
That  Time  yet  spares,  and  to  a  stranger  show 
Th'  events  he  wishes,  and  yet  fears  to  know  ! 

Much  by  myself  I  might  in  list*ning  frfeaii, 
Miz'd  with  the  crowd,  unmarkM  if  not  onseen. 
Uninterrupted  I  might  ramble  on, 
Nor  cause  an  interwt,  nor  a  thought,  in  one  ; 
For  who  kx>ks  backward  to  a  being  tost 
About  the  world,  forgotten  long,  and  lost. 
For  whom  departing  not  a  tear  was  shed. 
Who  disappear'd,  was  missing,  and  was  dead  ! 
Save  that  he'  left  no  grave,  where  some  migrht  pass. 
And  ask  each  other  who  that  being  was. 

I,  aa  a  gbost  invisible,  can  stray 
Among  the  crowd,  and  cannot  lose  my  way ; 
My  ways  are  where  the  voice  of  man  is  known, 
Thougn  no  occasion  offers  for  my  own ; 
My  eager  mind  to  fill  with  food  I  seek. 
And,  like  the  ghost,  await  fer  one  to  speak. 

See  I  not  One  whom  I  before  have  seen  7 
That  face,  though  now  untroubled  and  serene, 
That  air,  though  steady  now,  that  look,  though 

iamc. 
Pertain  to  one,  whom  though  I  doubt  to  name. 
Yet  was  he  not  a  dashing-  youth  and  wild. 
Proud  as  a  man,  and  haughty  when  a  child  ? 
Talents  were  his;  he  was  in  nature  kind. 
With  lofty,  strong,  and  ind6t>endent  mind ; 
His  father  wealthy,  but,  in  very  truth, 
He  was  a  rash,  untamed,  expensive  youth ; 
And,  as  I  now  remember  the  report, 
Told  how  his  father*s  ixioney  he  would  sport: 
Yet  in  his  dress  and  manner  now  appears 
No  sign  of  faults  that  stain'd  bis  earlier  years ; 
Mildness  there  seems,  and  marks  of  sober  sensCi 
That  bear  no  token  of  that  wild  expense 
Such  as  to  ruin  leads ! — I  may  mistake. 
Yet  may,  perchance,  a  useful  friendship  make ! 
He  looks  as  one  whom  I  should  not  offend, 
Address'd  as  him  whom  I  would  make  a  friend. 

Men  with  respect  attend  him. — He  proceeds 
To  yonder  public  r6am — why  then  he  reads. 

Suppose  me  right — a  mighty  change  is  wrought ; 
But  Time  en  now  has  care  and  caotioa  taqgfat 


POSTHUMOUS   POEMS. 


965 


Maj  I  addf 6fl8  him  7    Aiuf  yet,  why  afraid  7 
Deny  he  may,  bnt  ha  will  not  upbraid, 
Nor  must  I  k»e  bim,  for  I  want  hia  aid. 

Fropitioua  fate !  beyond  ray  hope  I  find 
A  beinj^  well-inforna*d,  and  much  inclined 
To  solve  my  many  doubts,  and  ease  my  anxiouB 
mind. 

Now  shall  we  meet,  and  he  will  give  reply 
To  all  I  ask !— How  full  of  fears  am  I ; 
Poor,  nervous,  trembling  I  what  have  I  to  CetiX  7 
HaTe  I  a  wife,  a  child,  on«  creature  here, 
Whose  health  would,  bring  me  joy,  whose  death 
would  claim  a  tear  7 

This  is  the  time  appointed,  this  the  place : 
Now  shall  I  learn,  bow  some  have  run  their  race 
With  honour,  some  with  shame ;  and  I  shall  know 
How  man  behaves  in  Fortune's  ebb  and  flow ; — 
'  What  wealth  or  want,  what  trouble,  sorrow,  joy, 
Have  been  allotted  to  the  girls  and  boy 
Whom  I  left  laughing  at  the  ills  of  life^-^ 
Now  the  grave  father,  or  the  lawful  wife. 
Thed  shall  I  hear  hew  tried  the  wise  and  good ! 
How  fallen  the  house  that  once  in  honour  stood ! 
And  moving-accidents,  from  war  and  fire  and  flood ! 

These  shall  I  hear,  if  to  his  promise  true ; 
His  word  is  pledged  to  tell  me  all  he  knew 
Of  living  men ;  and  memory  then  will  trace 
Those  who  no  more  with  living  men  have  place,  - 
As  they  were  borne  to  their  last  quiet  bomo^— 
This  snail  I  learn ! — And  lo !  my  Teacher  comes. 


TALE  VH. 


THE  SCHOOL-PELLOW. 


[Farewell  and  -RetumJ] 


Yn !  I  must  leave  thee,  brother  of  my  heart, 
.  The  world  demands  us,  and  at  length  we  part ; 
Thoa  whom  that  heart,  since  Hrst  it  felt,  approved— 
I  thoaght  not  why,  nor  question^  how  I  loved ; 
In  my  first  thoughts,  first  notions,  and  first  cares, 
Associate :  partner  in  my  mind*s  affairs, 
In  my  young  dreams,  ray  fancies  ill-expreosM 
Bnt  well  conceived,  and  to  the  heart  addressM. 
A  fellow-reader  in  the  books  I  read, 
A  fellow-mourner  in  the  teafs  I  shed, 
A  friend,  partaking  every  grief  and  joy, 
A  lively,  frank,  engaging,  generous  boy. 

At  school  each  other's  prompters,  day  by  day 
Companions  in  the  frolic  or  the  fray; 
Prompt  in  diyputes — ^we  never  sought  (he  cause, 
The  laws  of  friendship  were  our  only  laws ; 
We  ask'd  not  how  or  why  the  strife  began. 
But  David's  foe  was  foe  to  Jonathan. 

In  after-years  my'FHcnil,  the  elder  boy. 
Would  speak  of  Love,  \t»  tmnult  and  its  joy ; 
3l»  * 


A  new  and  strong  emotion  thus  imprest. 
Prepared  for  pain  to  come  the  yielding  breast ; 
For,  though  no  object  then  the  fancy  found, 
She  dreamt  of  darts,  and  gferied  at  the  wound ;  ' 
Smooth  verse  and  tender  tales  the  spirit  moved, 
And  ere  the  Chloes  Came  the  Strepnons  loved. 

This  is  the  Friend  I  leave ;  for  ho  remains 
Bound  to  hb  home  by  strong  but  viewless  chains : 
^or  need  I  fear  that  his  aspiring  soul 
Will  fail  his  adverse  fortunes  to  control. 
Or  lose  the  fame  he  merits :  yet  awhile 
The  clouds  may  lour — but  then  his  sun  will  smUs. 
Oh !  'rime,  thou  teller  of  men's  fortunes,  lend 
Thy  aid,  and  be  propitious  to  my  Friend  ! 
Let  me  behold  him  prosperous,  and  his  name 
Enroird  among  the  darling  sons  of  Fame ; 
In  love  befriend  him,  and  be  his  the  bride, 
Proud  of  her  choice,  and  of  her  lord  the  pride. 
"So  shall  my  little  bark  attendant  sail,""-— 
(As  Pope  has  sung) — and  prosperous  be  the  gale ! 

IL 

He  is  not  here :  the  Yonth  I  loved  so  well    . 
Dwells  in  some  place  where  kindred  spirits  dwell ; 
But  I  shall  learn.    Oh !  tell  me  ef  my  Friend, 
With  whom  I  hoped  Hfe's  evening-calm  to  spend ; 
With  whom  was  spent  the  morn,  the  happy  mom  I 
When  gay  conceits  and  glorious  views  are  bom ; 
With  whom  conversing  I  be^an  to  find 
Thd  early  stirrings  of  an  active  mind, 
l^at,  done  the  tasks  and  lessons  of  the  day. 
Sought  for  new  pleasures  in  our  untried  way ; 
And  stray  M  in  fairy  land,  where  much  we  longM 
to  stray. 

Hers  he  abides  not !  could  not  surely  fix 
In  this  dull  place,  with  these  dull  souls  to  mix ;    . 
He  finds  his  place  where  lively  spirits  meet, 
And  loflier  Souls  from  baqer  kind  retreat 


}  name, 


First,  of  my  early  Friend  I  gave  the  i , 

Wen  known  to  me,  and,  as  I  judg'd,  to  Fame ; 
My  grave  informer  doubted,  then  replied, 
^  That  Lad  !*-why,  yes  !->-some  ten  years  since  he 
died." 


P. — ^Died!  and  unknown!  the  man  I  lovM  so 
well! 
But  is  this  all  7  the  whole  that  yoU  can  tcU 
Of  one  so  gifted  7— 

/U- Gifted !  why,  in  truth, 
You  puzzle  me ;  how  gifted  was  the  Youth  7 
I  recollect  him,  now— -his  long^  pale  face—  . 
He  dressM  in  drab,  and  walkM  as  in  a  race. 

P. — Good  Heaven !  what  did  I  not  of  him  ex- 
pect 7 
And  is  this  all  indeed  you  recollect — 
Of  wit  that  charm'd  me,  with  delightful  ease — 
And  gay  good-humour  that  must  ever  please — 
His  taste,  his  genius  !  know  you  naught  of  these? 

F, — No,  not  of  these : — but  stop!  in  passing  near 
Pve  heard  his  flute — it  was  not  much  to  hear : 
As  fbr  his  genius- — let  me  not  effend  : 
I  never  had  a  genius  for  a  friend, 
And  doubt  of  yours }  but  still  he  did  hbi  best. 
And  was  a  deoient  Lad— there  let  him  rest ! 
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He  lies  in  peace,  with  all  his  huonUe  race, 
And  has' no  stone  to  mark  his  burial  place; 
Nor  left  he  that  which  to  the  world  might  show 
That  he  was  one  that  world  was  bound  to  know, 
For  aught  he  gave  it— >Here  his  storj  ends! 

P.  —  And  is  this   all  ?  —  This  character    roy 
Friend's ! 

That  may,  alas  !  be  mine **  a  decent  Lad  /" — 

The  very  phtase  would  make  a  Poet  mad  I 
And  he  is  gone ! — Oh !  proudly  did  I  think 
That  we  together  at  that  fount  should  drink, 
Together  climb  the  steep  ascent  of  Fame, 
Together  gain  an  cver-during  name, 
And  give  due  credit  to  our  native  home- 
Yet  here  he  lies,  without  a  name  or  tomb ! 
Perhaps  not  honour*d  by  a  single  tear, 
Just  entetM  in  a  parish-register, 
With  common  dust,  forgotten  to  remain— 
And  shall  I  seek,  what  thou  couldst  not  obtain— 
A  name  for  men  when  I  an)  dead  to  speak  ?— > 
Oh !  let  me  something  mere  substantial  seek ; 
Let  me  no  more  on  man*8  poor  praise  depend. 
But  learn  one  lessoir  fronrtey  buried  Friend. 


TALE  VIIl. 


BARNABY;  THE  SHOPMAN. 


[FartweU  and  Return.] 


Fakewell  !  to  Mm  whom  just  across  my  way, 
I  see  his  shop  attending  day  by  day! 
Save  on  the  Sunday,  when  he  duly  goes 
To  his  own  church,  in  his  own  Sunday  clothes. 
Young  though  he  is,  yet  careful  there  be  atandB, 
Opening  his  shop  with  his  own  ready  bands ; 
Nor  scorns  the  broom  that  to  and  fro  he  moves. 
Cleaning  his  way,  for  cleanliness  be  loves— 
But  yet  preserves  not :  in  his  zeal  for  trade 
He  has  his  shop  an  ark  for  all  things  made ; 
And  there,  in  spite  of  his  all-guardmg  eye. 
His  sundry  wares  in  strange  confusion  lie- 
Dei  ightful  token  of  the  haste  that  keeps 
Those  mingled  matters  in  their  shapeless  heaps : 
Yet  ere  he  rests,  he  takes  them  all  away. 
And  order  smiles  on  the  returning  day. 

Most  ready  tradesman  he  of  men !  alive 
To  all  that  turns  to  money — he  must  thrive. 
Obsequious,  civil,  loath  t'  offend  or  trust. 
And  full  of  awe  for  greatness — thrive  he  mcut ; 
For  well  he  knows  to  creep,  4nd  he  in  time. 
By  wealth  assisted,  will  aspire  to  climb. 

Pains-taking  lad  he  was,  and  with  his  slate 
For  hours  in  useful  meditation  sate ; 
Puzzled*  and  seizing  every  boy  at  hand. 
To  make  him-^ha^  the  laboUr ! — understand ; 
But  when  of  learning  he  enough  possessM 
For  his  affairs  who  would  might  learn  the  r^st ; 


All  else  was  useless  when  be  had  obtainM 
Knowledge  that  told  him  what  he  lost  or  gained 
He  envied  no  man  for  his  learning ;  he 
Who  was  not  rich,  was  poor  with  Baknabt  : 
But  he  ibr  envy  has  no  thought  to  spore,   . 
Nor  love  nor  hata— his  heart  is  in  his  ware. 

'  Happy  the  man  whose  greatest  pleasure  fies 
In  the  fair  trade  by  which  he  hopes  to  rise. 
To  him  how  bright  the  opening  day,  bow  Uest 
The  busy  noon,  now  sweet  tlie  evening  rest ! 
To  him  the  nation's  state  is  all  unknown, 
Whose  watchful  eye  is  ever  on  his  own.* 
You  talk  of  natriots,  men  who  give  up  all. 
Yea,  life  itself  at  their  dear  country's  call ! 
He  look*d  on  such  as  men  of  other  date, 
Men  to  admire,  and  not  to  imitate ; 
They  as  his  Bible-Saints  to  him  appear*d, 
Lost  to  the  world,  but  still  to  be  revered. 

Yet  there's  a  Widow,  in  a  neighbouring  atree^ 
Whom  he  contrives  in  Sunday-dress  to  meet ; 
Her's  house  and  land ;  and  these  are  more  deliglit 
To  him  than  learning,  in  the  proverb's  tpite. 

The  Widow  sees  at  onee  the  Trader's  yiews. 
And  means  to  ioothe  him,  flatter,  and  reiose; 
Yet  there  are  moments  when  a  woman  faHs 
In  such  design^  and  so  the  man  prevails. 
Love  she  has  not,  but,  in  a  guardleas  hour. 
May  lose  her  purpose,  and  resign  her  power; 
Yet  all  such  hazard  she  resolves  to  run. 
Pleased  to  be  woo'd,  and  fearless  to  be  won. 

Lovers  like  these,  as  dresses  thrown  aside. 
Are  kept  and  sliown  to  feed  a  woman's  pride. 
Old-fiishion'd,  ugly,  call  them  what  she  will. 
They  serve  as  signs  of  her  importance  still. 
She  thinks  they  might  inferior  forms  adorn, 
AYid  does  not  love  to  hear  them  used  with  scorn ; 
Till  on  some  day  when  she  has  need'  of  dress. 
And  none  at  hand  to  serve  her  in  distress. 
She  takes  the  insulted  robe,  and  turns  about ; 
Lon^Jiidden  beauties  one  by  one  peer  out 
**  T  IS  not  so  bad !  see,  Jenny — I  declare 
T  is  pretty  well,  and  then  't  i^  lasting  wear ; 
And  what  is  fashion  7 — if  a  woman  'a  wise. 
She  will  the  substance,  not  the  shadow  prize  r 
'T  is  a  choice  silk,  and  if  I  put- it  on. 
Off  go  these  ugly  trappings  every  one.** 
The  dress  is  worn,  a  friendly  smile  is  raised. 
But  the  good  lady  for  her  courage  praised—- 
Till  wonder  dies. — The  dress  is  worn  with  pride. 
And  not  one  trapping  yet  is  cost  aside. 

Meanwhile  the  man  his  six-day  toil  renews. 
And  on  the  seventh  he  worships  Heaven,  and  wooa 

I  leave  thee,  Bamaby ;  and  if  I  see 
Thee  once  again,  a  Burgess  thou  wilt  be. 

II. 

BcT  how  IS  this  7  I  led  a  thriving  man, 
Hight  Barnaby  !  when  he  to  trade  began— 
Trade  his  delight  and  hope ;  and,  if  alive. 
Doubt  I  had  none  that  Barnaby  would  thrive  ( 
Yet  here  I  see  him,  sweeping  as  bcfbro 
The  very  dust  from  forth  the  very  door. 
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So  woald  a  muer !  bot,  tnethinks,  the  shop 
Itself  is  meaner— has  he  made  a  stop  7 

1  thousfht  I  should  at  least  a  burgess  see, 
And  lo  !  't  is  but  an  older  Barnaby ;. 
With  face  more  wrinklad,  with  a  coat  as  bare 
As  coats  of  his  once  begging  kindred  were, 
Brushed  to  the  thread  that  is  distinctly  seen, 
And  beggarly  would  be,  but  that  *t  is  cleaii. 

Why,  how  is  this  7   Upon  a  doser  view. 
The  shop  is  narrow'd :  it  is  cut  in  two. 
Is  all  that  business  from  its  station  fled  7 
Why,  Barnaby !  the  very  shop  is  dead  ! 
Now,  what  the  cause  my  Friend  will  soon  relate— 
And  what  the  6lI1  from  that  predicted  fate. 


jP.  a  common  cause :  it  seems  his  lawibl  gains 
Came  slowly  forth,  and  came  with  care  and  pains. 
These  he,  indeed,  was  willing  to  bestow. 
Bat  still  his  progress  to  his  point  was  slow. 
And  miffht  be  quickenM,  ^  could  he  cheat  the  eyes 
Of  all  those  rascal  officers  and  spies, 
The  Customs*  greedy  tribe,  the  wolves  of  the  Ex- 


Tea,  coffee,  spirits,  laces,  silks,  and  spice, 
And  sundry  dru^  that  bear  a  noble  price. 
Are  bought  for  little,  but  ere  sold,  the  things 
Are  deeplv  charged  for  duty  of  the  king's. 
Now,  if  the  servants  of  this  king  would  keep 
At  a  kind  distance,  or  would  wink  or  sleep. 
Just  till  the  ^oods  in  safety  were  disposed, 
Why  then  hn  laboun  would  be  quickly  closed. 
True !  some  have  thriven, — ^but  they  the  laws  de- 
fied. 
And  shann'd  the  powers  they  should  have  satisfied. 

Their  way  he  tried,  and  finding  some  success, 
His  heart  grew  stouter,  and  his  caution  less ; 
Then — for  why  doubt,  when  placed  in  Fortune's 

way  7 — 
There  was  a  bank,  and  that  was  sure  to  pay. 
Yes,  every  partner  in  that  thriving  bank 
He  judged  a  man  of  a  superior  rank. 
Were  he  but  one  in  a  oonoem  so  grand- 
Why  !  he  might  build  a  house,  and  buy  him  land ; 
Then,  too,  the  Widow,  whom  be  loved  so  well. 
Would  not  refiise  with  such  a  man  to  dwell ; 
And,  to  complete  his  views,  he  might  be  made 
A  Borough-Justice,  when  he  ceased  to  trade ; 
For  he  had  known — well  pleased  to  know — a  mayor 
Who  once  had  dealt  in  cheese  and  vinegar. 

Who  hastens  to  be  rich,  resembles  him 
Who  is  resolved  that  he  will  quickly  swim, 
And  trusts  his  full-blown  bladders !  He,  indeed, 
With  these  supported,  moves  along  with  speed ; 
He  laughs  at  those  whom  untried  depths  alarm, 
By  caution  led,  and  moved  by  strength  of  arm ; 
Till  in  mid-way,  the  waj^  his  folly  chose, 
His  fidl.blown  bladder  bursts,  and  down  he  goes  I 
Or,  if  preserved,  't  is  by  their  friendly  aid 
Whom  he  despised  as  caotioos  and  afiraid. 


Who  eould  resist  7  Not  Barnaby.    Success 
Awhile  hi»  pride  exalted — to  depress. 
Three  years  he' passed  in  feverish  hopes  and  fean. 
When  fled  the  profits  of  the  former  years ; 
Shook  by  the  Law's  strong  arm,  all  he  had  gain'd 
He  dropped— ^and  hopeless,  penniless  remain'd. 

The  cruel  Widow,  whom  he  yet  pursued, 
Was  kind  but  cautious,  then  was  stern  and  rude. 
**  Should  wealth,  now  hers,  fi-om  that  dear  man 

which  came. 
Be  thrown  away  to  prep  a  smuggler's  fame  7" 

She  spake  insulting ;  and  with  many  a  sigh. 
The  fallen  Trader  pass'd  her  mansion  by. 

Fear,  shame,  and  sorrow,  for  a  time  endured, 
Th'  adventurous  man  was  ruin'd,  but  was  cured— 
flis  weakness  pitied,  and  his  once-good  name 
The  means  of  his  returning  peace  became. 

He  was  assisted,  to  his  shop  withdrew, 
Half  let,  half  rented,  and  began  anew. 
To  smile  on  custom,  that  in  part  retum'd. 
With  the  small  gains  that  he  no  longer  spom'd. 
Warn'd  by  the  past,  he  rises  with  the  day, 
And  tries  to  sweep  off  Sorrow. Swep  away  ! 


TALEIX. 


JANE. 


[FareweU  and  Riturn.] 


Known  but  of  late,  I  yet  am  loath  to  leave 
The  sentle  Jane,  and  wonder  why  I  griev^^ 
Not  for  her  wants,  for  she  has  no  distress. 
She  has  no  suffering  that  her  looks  express, 
Her  air  or  manner-^ers  the  mild  good  sense 
That  wins  its  way  by  making  no  pretenoe. 

When  vet  a  child,  her  dying  mother  knew 
What,  left  by  her,  the  widow'd  man  would  do. 
And  gave  her  Jane,  for  she  had  power,  enough 
To  live  in  ease — of  love  and  care  a  proof. 
Enabled  thus^  the  maid  is  kind  to  all- 
Is  pious  too,  and  that  without  a  call. 
Not  that  she  dqubU  of  calls  that  Heaven  has  seolr* 
Calls  to  believe,  or  warnings  to  repent ; 
But  that  she  rests  upon  the  Word  divine, 
Without  presuming  on  a  dubious  sign ; 
A  sudden  light,  the  momentary  zeal 
Of  those  who  rashly  hope,  and  warmly  feel ; 
These  she  rejects  not,  nor  on  these  relies. 
And  neither  feels  the  influence  nor  denies. 
Upon  the  sure  and  written  Wqrd  she  trusts, 
And  by  the  Law  Divine  her  life  adjusts ; 
She  blames  not  her  who  other  creed  prefers, 
And  all  she  asks  is  charity  for  here. 
Her  great  example  is  her  gracious  Lord, 
Her  nope  his  promise,  and  her  guide  his  Word» 
Her  quiet  alms  are  known  to  God  alone, 
Her  left  hand  knows  not  what  her  right  has  done  f 
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Her  .lalcntB,  not  the  few,  she  well  improves,. 
And  puts  to  use  in  labour  that  she  loves. 

FensiYe,  tlioug^h  good,  I  leave  thee,  |rentle  maid— 
In  thee  confiding,  of  thy  peace  afraid. 
To  a  strangle  world  to  act  a  trying  part, 
With  a  Bofl  temper,  and  a  yielding  heart! 

u. 

p. — How  fares  my  gentle  Jane,  with  spirit  meek, 
Whose  fate  with  some  foreboding  care  I  seek ; 
Her  whom  I  pitied  in  my  pride,  while  she, 
For  many  a  cause  more  weighty,  pitied  me ; 
For  she  has  wonderM  how  the  idle  boy 
His  head  or  hands  would  usefully  employ —    • 
At  least  for  thee  his  grateful  spirit  pray*d, 
And  now  to  ask  thy  fortune  is  afraid. — 
How  fares  the  gentle  Jane  ? — 

F. — Know  first,  she  fares 
As  one  who  hade  adieu  to  earthly  cares ;   . 
As  one  by  virtue  guided,  and  who,  tried 
By  man's  deceit,  has  never  lost  her  guide. 

Her  age  I  knew  not,  but  it  seemM  the  age 
When  Love  is  wont  a  serious  war  to  wage 
In  femtilo  hearts, — when  hopes  and  fears  are  strong, 
And  *t  is  a  fatal  step  to  place  them  wrong ; 
For  c}iildish  fancies  now  have  ta^en  their  flight. 
And  lovers  impressions  are  no  longer  light. 

Just  at  this  time — what  time  I  do  not  tell- 
There  came  a  Stranger  in  the  place  to  dwell; 
He  seem*d  as  one  who  sacred  truth  reveres. 
And  like  ber.own  his  sentiments  and  years ; 
His  person  manly,  with  «ngaging  mien. 
His  spirit  quiet,  and  his  looks  serene. 
He  kept  from  all  disgraceful  deeds  aloof^ 
Severely  tried,  and  found  temptation-proOf : 
This  was  by  most  unquc8tion*d,'and  the  few 
Who  made  inquiry,  said  report  was  true. 

His  very  choice  of  our  neglected  place 
£lndear*d  him  to  us-^H  was  an  act  oif  grace ; 
And  soon  to  Jane,  our  anobtrusive  mud. 
In  still  respect  was  his  attention  paid ; 
Each  in  the  other  found  what  both  approved, 
Good  sense  and  quiet  manners :  th'ese  they  loved. 

So  came  regard,  and  then  esteem,  and  then 
The  kind  of  friendship  women  have  with  men : 
At  length  *t  was  love,  but  candid,  open,  fair, 
Such  as  became  their  years  and  character. 

In  their  discourse,  religion  had  its  place. 
When  he  of  doctrines  Ulk'd,  and  she  of  grace. 
He  knew  the  diflferent  sects,  the  varying  creeds, 
While  she,  less  learned,  spake  of  virtuoos  deeds ; 
He  dwelt  on  errors  into  which  we  fall, 
She  on  the  gracious  remedy  for  all ; 
So  between  both,  his  knowledge  and  her  own. 
Was  the  whole  Christian  to  perfection  shown. 
Tliough  neither  quite  aoproved  the  other's  part— 
Hers  without  learning,  his  without  a  heart — 
^  Still  to  each  other  they  were  dear,  were  good. 
And  all  these  matters  kindly  understood : 
For  Jane  was  liberal,  and  her  friend  could  tmef,— 
"  He  tfaiaks  not  wttfar  me!  but  is  &ir  and  jusf 


Her  prudent  lover  to,  her  man  of  law. 
Showed  how  he  lived  s  it  seem'd  withoot »  flaw  ; 
le  saw  their  moderate  means — content  with  what 
she  saw* 

Jane  had  no  doubts — ^with  bo  much  to  admire^ 
She  judged  it  insult  fitfther  to  inquire. 
The  lover  sought — what  lover  brooks  delay  t — 
For  full  asaen^  and  for  an  early  day — 
And  he  would  construe  well  the  soft  Gonaentinr 
'Nay  i 

The  day  was  near,  and  Jane,  with  book  in  hand, 
Sat  down  to  read — perhaps  might  understand : 
For  what  prevented  7 — say,  she  seem'd  fo  read  ; 
When  one  there  came,  her  own  sad  cause  to  plead ; 
A  stranger  she,  who  fearless  named  that  cansa, 
A  breach  in^  loveVi  and  honour's  sacred  laws. 

**  In  a  far  country,  Lady,  bleak  and  wild. 
Report  has  reach'd  me !  how  art  thou  beguiled  2 
Or  dared  he  tell  thee,  that  for  ten  sad  years 
He  saw  me  struggling  with  fond  hopes  and  ftaxa  f 

From  my  dear  hotnc  he  won  niie,  blest  and  fiea! 

To  be  his  victim.'* **  Madam,  wlio  is  he  V* 

"  Not  yet  thy  husband,  Lady :  no  I  not  yet ; 
Fer  he  has  first  to  pay  a  mighty  debt" 

"  Speaks  he  not  of  religion  7"— **  So  he  speaiEfl. 
When  he  the  ruin  of  his  victim  seeks. 
How  smooth  and  gracious  were  his  worda,  haw 

sweet — 
The  fiend  his  master  prompting  his  deceit ! 
Me  he  with  kind  instruction  Ira  to  trust 
In  one  who  seem'd  so  grave,  so  kind,  so  jusL 
Books  to  amuse  me,  and  inform,  he  brought. 
Like  that  old  serpent  with  temptation  fraught ; 
His  like  the  precepts  of  the  wise  appeared. 
Till  I  imbibed  the  vice  I  had  not  fear'd. 
By  pleasant  tales  and  dissertations  gay. 
He  wiled  the  lessons  of  my  youth  away. 

Of  moral  duties  he  would  talk,  and  prove 
They  gave  a  sanction,  and  commanded  love ; 
His  sober  smile  at  forms  and  rites  was  shovn. 
To  make  my  mind  depraved,  and  like  his  own. 

But  wilt  thou  take  him !  wilt  thou  ruin  take. 
With  a  grave  robber,  a  religious  rake  7 
'TIS  not  to  serve  thee,  Lady,  that  I  came — 
*T  is  not  to  claim  him,  *t  is  not  to  reclaim — 
But 't  is  that  he  may  ftr  my  wrongs  be  paid. 
And  feel  the  vengeance  of  the  wreteh  he  mside. 

Not  for  myself  I  thy  attention  claim : 
My  children  dare  not  take  their  father's  name ; 
They  know  no  parent's  love— love  will  not  dwell 

with  shame. 
What  law  would  force,  he  not  without  it  girea. 
And  hates  each  living  wretch,  because  it  lives  ! 
Yet,  with  these  sinful  stains,  the  man  is  mine : 
How  will  he  curse  me  fbr  this  rash  design ! 
Yes— I  will  bear  his  curse,  but  him  will  not  resign. 

I  see  thee  grieved ;  but.  Lady,  what  thy  grief? 
It  may  be  pungent,  but  it  must  be  brief! 
Pious  thou  art ;  but  what  wilt  profit  thee, 
Matoh'd  with- a  demon,  woman's  piety  7 
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Not  ibr  thy  cake  my  wrongs  and  wrath  I  tell, 
Revenge  I  s«ek  !  but  jet,  I  wish  thee  well. 
And  now  I  l<;ave  thee  i  Thoa  art  warned  by  one, 
The  rock  on  which  her  peace  was  wreck'd  to 
shun." 

The  Lover  heard ;  but  not  in  time  to  stay 
A  woman*!  vengeante  in  its  headlong  way  : 
Yet  he  essayed,  with  no  nnpractised  skill. 
To  warp  the  judgment,  or  at  least  the  will ; 
To  raise  such  tumults  in  the  poor  weak  heart. 
That  Jane,  believing  all — ^yet  should  not  dare  to 
part  ^ 

But  there  was  Virtue  in  her  mind  that  strove 
With  all  his  eloquence,  and  all  her  k>ve ; 
He  t(dd  what  hope  and  frailty  dared  to  tell, 
And  all  was  answered  by  a  stern  Farewdl ! 

.  Home  with  his  consort  he  retum'd  ooce  more ; 
And  they  resumed  the  life  they  led  before. 
Not  80  our  maiden.    She,  before  resigned. 
Had  new  the  anguish  of  a  wounded  mind — 
And  felt  the  languid  grief  that  the  deserted  find ; 
On  him  she  had  reposed  each  worldly  view. 
And  when  he  feiPd,  the  world  itself  withdrew, 
With  aO  its  prospects.    Nothing  could  restore 
To  life  its  value ;  hope  would  live  no  more : 
Pensive  by  nature,  she  can  not  sustain 
The  enecr  of  pity  that  the  heartless  feign  ] 
But  to  the  pressure  of  her  griefs  gives  way, 
A  quiet  victim,  and  a  patient  prey : 
The  one  bright  view  that  she  had  cherished  diet. 
And  other  hope  must  from  the  fhture  rise. ' 

She  still  extends  to  grief  and  wont  her  tld. 
And  b^  the  comfort  sm  imparls,  is  paid : 
.  Death  is  her  sours  relief:  ta  him  she  fliea 
For  ooosolation  that  tfaia  world  denies. 
No  more  to  life's  felse  promises  die  clings. 
She  IffDgs  to  change  this  troubled  state  of  things. 
Tin  every  risbg  mom  the  happier  prospect  brings. 


TALE  X. 


Tte  ANCIEHT  MANSIOltf. 


[FanweU  and  JKsfiim.] 


To  part  is  painful ;  nay,  to  bid  adieu 

Even  to  a  fevourite  spot  is  parofbl  toow 

That  fine  old  Seat,  with  all  those  oaks  around, 

Oft  have  I  view*d  with  reverence  so  profound. 

As  something  sacred  dwelt  in  that  delicious  ground. 

There,  with  its  tenantry  about,  reside 
A  genuine  English  race,  the  country's  pride ; 
Ami  now  a  Lady,  last  of  all  that  race. 
Is  the  departing  spirit  of  the  place. 
Hers  is  the  last  of  all  that  noble  blood, 
llnU  flowM  through  generations  brave  and  good ; 
2W 


And  if  there  dwells  a  native  pride  in  her, 
It  is  the  pride  of  name  and  character. 

True,  she  will  speak,  in  her  abundant  zeal. 
Of  stainless  honour ;  that  she  needs  must  feel ; 
She  must  lamenti  that  she  is  now  the  last 
Of  all  who  g^ve  such  splendour  to  tlie  past 

Still  are  her  habits  of- the  ancient  kind ; 
She  knows  the  poor,  the  sick,  the  lame,  the  blind  i 
She  holds,  so  she  believes,  her  wealth  in  trust ; 
And  being  kind,  with  her,  is  being  just 
Though  soul  and  body  she  delights  to  aid. 
Yet  of  her  skiU  she 's  prudently  afraid : 
So  to  her  chaplain's  cure  she  thi$  commends, 
And  when  that  craves,  the  village  doctor  sends. 

At  ehnrch  attendance  she  requires  of  all. 
Who  -would  be  held  in  credit  at  the  Hall ; 
A  due  respect  to  each  deg^ree  she  shows, 
AAd  pays  the  debt  that  every  mortal  owes ; 
"T  is  oy  opinion  that  respect  is  led. 
The  rich  esteem  because  the  poor  are  fed. 

Her  servants  all,  if  so  we  may  describe 
That  ancient,  grave,  observant,  decent  tribe. 
Who  with  her  share  the  blessings  of  the  HaO,    ' 
Are  kind  hut  grave,  are  proud  but  courteous  all— > 
Proud  of  their  lucky  lot !  behold,  how  stands 
That  grey-hair'd  butler,  waiting  her  commands; 
The  Lady  dines,  and  every  day  he  feels 
That  his  good  mistress  falters  in  her  meals. 
With  what  respectful  manners  he  entreats 
That  she  would  eat—yet  Jacob  little  eats  ; 
When  she  forbears,  his  supplicating  eye 
Intreats  the  noble  dame  once  more  to  try. 
Their  years  the  same ;  and  he  has  never  known 
Another  place ;  and  this  he  deems  his  own,>— 
All  appertains  to  him.    Whate'er  he  sees 
Is  our$  ! — *^  our  house,  our  land,  our  walks,  ouc 
trees  V] 

But  still  he  fears  the  time  Is  just  at  hand. 
When  he  no  i&ore  shall  in  that  presence  stand ;. 
And  he  resolves,  with  mingled  grief  and  pride*. 
To  serve  no  being  in  the  world  beside. 
**  He  has  enough,"  he  sajrs,  with  many  a  sigh,. 
**  For  him  to  serve  his  Grod,  and  learn  to  "die : 
He  and  his  lady  shall  have  heard  tneir  call. 
And  the  new  folk,  the  strangers,  may  have  alt**' 

But,  leaving  these  to  their  accustom'd  way, 
The  Seat  itself  demands  a  short  delay. 
We  all  have  interest  there — the  trees  that  grow 
Near  to  that  scat,  to  that  their  grandeur  owe  { 
They  take,  but  largely  pay,  and  equal  grace  bestow^.. 
They  hide  a  part,  but  still  the  part  they  shade 
Is  more  invitlitg  to  pur  fancy  made ; 
And,  if  the  eye  be  robb'd  of  half  its  sight, 
Th'  imagination  feels  tJie  more  delight 
These  giant  oaks  by  no  man^s  order  stand. 
Heaven  did  the  work ;  by  no  man  was  it  plann'd^. 

Here  I  behold  no  puny  works  of  art. 
None  pivo  mc  reasons  why  these  views  imnart 
Such  charm  to  fill  the  mind,  such  joy  to  swell  tho» 

heart 
These  very  pinnacles,  and  turrets  small. 
And  windows  dim,  itave  betiuty  in  them  aO. 


370 


CRABBE'a  POETICAL  WORKS. 


How  stately  stand  jon  pinea  upon  the  hill. 
How  soil  the  murmurs  of  that  living  rill. 
And  o*er  the  park^a  tall  paling,  scarcely  higher, 
Pee^  the  low  Church  and  shown  the  modest  spire. 
Unnumbered  violets  on  those  banks  appear, 
And  alt  the  first-born  beauties  of  the  year. 
The  ffrey-grecn  blossoms  of*  the  willowe  bring' 
The  large  wild  bees  upon  the  labouring  wing. 
Then  comes  tiie  summer  with  augmented  pride. 
Whose  pure  small  streams  along  the  valleys  glide : 
Her  richer  Flora  their  brief  charms  display ; 
And,  as  the  fruit  advances,  falls  away. 
Then  shall  tir  autumnal  yellow  clothe  the  leaf. 
What  time  the  reaper  binds  the  burdenM  sheaf: 
Then  silent  groves  denote  the  dying  year, 
The  morning  frost,  and  noon-tide  gossamer ; 
And  all  be  silent  in  the  scene  ardund. 
All  Save  the  .distant  sea*8  uncertain  sound, 

Or  here  and  there  the  gun  whoee  loud  report 
Proclaims  to  man  that  Death  is  but  his  sport : 
And  then  the  wintry  winds  begin  to  blow, 

'Then  fall  the  flaky  stars  of  gaUieriog  snow, 
When  on  the  thorn  the  ripening  sloe,  yet  blue, 

*Tftke8  the  bright  varnish  of  the  morning  dew ; 

'The  aged  moss  grows  brittle  on  the  pale, 

'The  dry  boughs  splinter  in  the  windy  gale. 
And  every  changing  season  of  the  year  * 

^Stamps  on  tlie  scene  its  English  character. 

Farewell !  a  prouder  mansion  I  may  see, 
IBat  much  muet  meet  in  that  which  equals  thee ! 

11. 

^  LKAVE  the  town,  and  take  a  well-known  way, 
'To  that  old  Mansion  in  the  dosing  day, 
'When  beams  of  golden  light  are  shed  around, 
.  And  sweet  is  every  sight  and  every  sound. 
Tass  but  this  hill,  and  I  shall  then  behold 
*Tfae  Seat  so  honoured,  so  admired  of  old, 
-And  yet  admired — < 

Alas !  I  see  a  change, 
•Of  odious  kind,  and  lamentably  strange.  * 

Who  had  done  this  7    The  good  old  lady  lies 
'Within  her  tomb:  hut,  who  could  this  advise 7 
'What  barbarous  hand  could  all  this  mischief  do, 
.And  spoil  a  noble  house  to  make  it  new  7 
'^ho  had  done  this  7    Some  genuine  Son  of  Trade 

Has  all  this  dreadful  devastation  made ; 
•  Some  man  with  line  and  rule,  and  evil  eye, 

Who  Could  no  beauty  in  a  tree  descry, 
:Save  in  a  clump,  when  stationM  by  his  hand, 

And  standing  where  his  genius  hade  them  stand; 
'•  Some  true  admirer  of  the  time's  reform, 

Who  strips  an  ancient  dwelling  like  a  storm, 
:  Stripe  it  of  all  its  dignity  and  grace, 
«  'To  put  hi»  own  dear  fancies  in  their  place. 
'He  hates  concealment:  all  that  was  enclosed 
i  Dy  venerable  wood,  is  now  exposed, 
.Aiid  a  few  stripling  elms  and  oaks  appear, 
IFenced  round  by  boards,  to  keep  them  from  the 
deer* 

I  miss  the  grandeur  of  the  rich  old  scene, 
.And  see  not  what  .them  clumpft  and  patches  mean ! 
This  shrubby  belt  that  runs  the  land  around 
\  'Shuts  freedom  oui  .  a  fiat  being  likes  a  bound  7 


The  shrubs  indeed,  and  ill-placed  floweis,  are  gay, 
And  some  would  praise ;  I  wish  they  were  away, 
That  in  the  wild-wood  maze  I  as  of  old  might  stity 
The  things  themselves  are  pleasant  to  b^old, 
But  not  like  those  which  we  behetd  of  old,— 
That  half.liid  mansion,  with  its  wide  domain, 
Unbound  and  unsubdued ! — but  sighs  are  vain ; 
It  is  the  rage  of  Taste—The  rule  and  compafl 
reign. 

As  thus  my  spleen  upon  the  view  1  fed, 
A  man  approach'd  me,  by  his  grandchild  led— 
A  blind  old  man,  and  she  a  fair  young  maid. 
Listening  in  love  to  what  her  grandsve  said. 

And  thus  with  gentle  voice  he  spoke — 
.  ^  Ck>m^  lead  me,  lassie,  to  the  shade. 
Where  willows  grow  beside  the  hrook ; 
For  wdl  I  know  the  sound  it  made. 
When  dashing  o*er  the  stony  riD, 
It  murmnr*d  to  St  Osyth's  MilL** 

The  Lass  replied—**  The  trees  are  fled, 
They  *ve  cut  the  brook  a  straighter  bed : 
No  fthades  the  present  lords  allow. 
The  'miller  only  murmurs  now ; 
The  watcn  now  his  mill  forsake. 
And  form  a  pond  they  c«ll  a  lake.** 

'  **  Then,  lassie,  lead  thy  grandsire  on. 

And  tf>  the  holy  water  bring ; 
A  cup  is  fasteuM  to  the  stone. 

And  I  would  taste.the  healing  spring. 
That  soon  its  rocky  cist  forsakes, 
And  green  its  mossy  passage  makes.** 

^  The  holy  spring  is  tiim'd  aside. 
The  rock  is  gone,  the  stream  is  dried ; 
The  plough  has  Icveird  all  arooifd* 
And  here  is  now  no  holy  ground.** 

**Then,  lass,  thy  grandsire's  footsteps  guide 
To  Bulmer's  Tree,  the  giant  oak. 

Whose  boughs  the  keeper*s  cottage  hide. 
And  part  the  church-way  lane  o'erlook; 

A  boy,  I  dimbM  the  topmoi^  hough. 

And  I  would  feel  its  shadow  now. 

Or,  lassie,  leacf  me  to  the  west. 

Where  grow  the  elm-trees  thick  and  tall, 

Where  rooks  unnumber*d  build  their  nest- 
Deliberate  birds,  and  prudent  all : 

Their  notes,  indeed,  are  harsh  and  rude. 

But  they  *re  a  social  multitude.** 

**  The  rooks  are  shot,  the  trees  are  felTd, 
And  nest  and  nursery  sU  ezpeil*d ; 
With  bettor  fate  the  giant-tree. 
Old  Bulmer*s  Oak,  is  ^one  to  sea. 
The  church-way  walk  is  now  no  more. 
And  men  must  other  ways  explore; 
Though  this  indeed  promotion  gains. 
For  this  the  park's  new  wall  contains ; 
And  here  I  fear  we  shall  not  meet 
A  shade — although,  perohatioe,  a  seat** 

**  O  then,  my  lassie,  lead  the  way 
To  Comfbrt*s  Home,  the  ancient  inn  ' 
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That  something  holds,  if  we  can  pay- 
Old  David  is  our  living  kin ; 
A.  servant  once,  he  still  preserves 
His  name,  and  in  bis  office  serves." 

**  Alas !  that  mine  should  be  the  fate 
Old  David's  sorrows  to' relate: 
But  they  were  brief;  not  long  before 
He-  died,  his  office  was  no  more. 
The  keBDsl  stands  upon  the  ground, 
With  something  of  the  former  sound.** 

/• 
**  O  then,**  thd  grieving  Man  xej^ied, 

^  No  further,  lassie,  let  me  stray ; 
Here 's*  nothing  left  ^  ancient  pnde, 

Of  what  was  grand,  of  what  w^s  gay : 
fiat  all  is  chaiigBd,  is  lost,  is  sold-— 
All,  a^  that* s  left  is  chilling  odd. 
I  seek  for  comfort  here  in  -vain. 
Then  lead  me  t»  my  cot  again.*? 


TALE  XI. 


THE  MERCHANT. 


[FtfretoeU  «fuf  Aetem*] 


Lo !  one  appears,  to  whom  if  I  should  dare 
To  say /tmoftt,  ib»  lordly  man  would  stare, 
Would  stretch  his  goodly  form  some  inches  higher. 
And  then,  without  a  single  word,  retire ;. 
Or  from  his  state  might  haply  condescend 
To  doubt  his  memory— ** Ha!   your  name,  my 
friend!** 

He  is  the  master  of  these  things  we  see. 
Those  Vcsseb  proudly  riding  by  the  quay  \ 
With  all  those  mountain  heaps  of  coal  that  lie, 
For  half  a  connty*s  wonder  and  supply. 
Boats,  cables,  anohors,  all  to  him  pertain,— > 
A  swimming  fortune,  all  his  fBther*8  gain. 
He  was  a  porter  on  the  quay,  and  one 
Proud  of  Ins  fortune,  prouder  of  his  son ;— > 
Who  was  ashamed  of  him,  and  much  distres8*d 
To  see  his  father  was  no  better  dre88*d. 
Tet  for  this  parent  did  the  son  erect 
A  tomb— '''tis  whisper*d,  he  must  not  expect 
The  like  for  him,  when  he  shall  near  it  sleep,— 
Where  we  behold  the  marble  cherubs  weep. 

There  are  no  merchants  who  with  us  reside  . 
In  half  his  state,-^no  wonder  he  has  pride ; 
Then  he  parades  around  that  vast  estate, 
As  if  he  spumM  the  slaves  that  make  him  great ; 
Speaking  m  tone  so  high,  as  if  the  ware 
Was  nothing  worth-rat  least  not  worth  his  care ; 
Yet  should  he  not  these  balky  stores  contemn. 
For  all  his  glory  he  derives  from  them ; 
And  were  it  not  for  that  neglected  store. 
This  great  rich  mau  would  be  extremely  poor. 


Generous,  men  call  him,  for  he  deigns  to  give  { 
He  condescends  to  say  the  poor  must  live : 
Yet  in  his  seamen  not  a  sign  appears. 
That  they  have  much  respect,  or  many  foan ; 
With  inattention  they  their  patron  meet. 
As  if  they  thought  his  dignity  a  cheat ; 
Of  of  himself  as,  having  much  to  do 
With  their  aftairs,  he  very  little  knew ; 
As  if  bis  ways  to  them  so  weU  were  known. 
That  they  might  hear,  and  bow,  and  take  their 
own. 

He  might  contempt  for  men  so  humble  foel. 
But  this  experience  taught  him  to  conceal ; 
For  sailors  do  not  to  a  lord  at  land 
As  to  their  captain  in  submissien  stand ;      ^ 
Nor  have  mere  pomp  and  prid^  of  look  or  speedy 
Been  able  yet  respect  or  awe  to  teach. 

Guns,  when  with  powder  charged,  will  make  a 
noise, 
To  frighten  babes,  and  be  the  sport  of  boys ; 
But  ^when  within 'men  find  there*snothmg  moroy     . 
They  shout  contemptuous  at  the  idle  roar. 
Thus  will  our  lofty  man  to  all  appear. 
With  nothing  charged  that  they  respect  or  foai. 

Hu  Lady,  too,  to  her  large  purse  applies, 
And  all  she  fancies  at  the  instant  buys. 
How  bows  the  market,  when,  fhrni  stall  to  stall, 
She  walks  attended !  how  respectful  all ! 
To  her  free  orders  every  maid  attends. 
And  strangers  wonder  what  the  woman  spends. 

There  is  an  auction,  and  the  people  shy. 
Are  loath  to  bid,  and  yet  desire  to  buy. 
Jealous  they  gaze  with  mingled  hope  and  fear. 
Of  buying  cheaply,  and  of  paying  dear. 
They  see  th6  hammer  with  determined  air 
Seixed  for  despatch,  and  bid  in  pure  despair  ! 
They  bid — the  hand  is  quiet  as  before, — 
Still  stands  old  Puff  till  one  advances  more. — 
Behold  great  madam,  gliding  through  the  crowd : 
Hear  her  too  bid — decisive  tone  and  loud ! 
•*  Going !  't  is  gone !"  the  hammer-holder  cries— 
**  Joy  to  you,  Lady !  you  have  gain*d  a  prize.** 

Thus  comes  and  goes  the  wealth,  that,  saved  oc 
spent, 
Buys  not  a  moment*s  credit  or  content     - 

l^reweU  /  your  fortune  I  forbear  to  gu^ss ; 
For  chance,  as  well  as  sense,  may  give  suooess. 

n. 

p.— Sat,  what  yon  buildings,  neat  indeed,  biA 
low. 
So  much  alike,  in  one  commodious  row  ? 

F. — You  see  our  Alms-hoose :  ancient  men,  de- 
cayed, 
Are  here  8nstain*d,  who  lost  their  way  in  trade ; 
Here  they  have  all  that  sober  men  require — 
So  thougnt  the  Poet—**  meat,  and  clothes,  and  fue  i  * 
A  little  gardeh  to  each  house  pertains. 
Convenient  each^  and  kept  with  little  pains. 
Here  for  the  sick  are  nurse  and  medicine  found  \ 
Here  valks  and  shoded  alleys  for  the  sound ; 
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Books  of  devotion  on  the  shelves  are  placed. 
And  not  forbidden  are  the  books  of  taste. 
The  Church  is  <oear  theni'^in  a  common  seat 
The  piooB  men  with  grateful  spirit  meet ; 
Thus  from  the  world,  which  they  no  more  admire, 
They  all  in  silent  gratitude  retire. 

P. — And  is  it  so  7  Have  all,  with  gratefhl  mind, 
The  world  relinquish'd,  and  its  ways  resign'd  7 
Look  they  not  back  with  lingering  love  and  slow, 
And  fain  would  once  again  the  oft-tried  fcXHeB 
know? 

F.— Too  surely  some  !   We  must  not  think  that 
«ill, 
Caird  to  be  hermits,  would  obey  the  caH ; 
We  must  not  think  that  all  forget  the  state 
In  which  they  moved,  and  bless  their  humbler  fiite ; 
But  all  may  here  the  waste  of  life  retrieve, 
And,  ere  they  leave  the  world,  its  vices  leave. 

See  yonder  man,  who  walks  apart,  and  seems 
Wrapt  in  some  fond  and  visionary  schemes ; 
Who  looks  uneasy,  as  a  man  oppressM 
By  that  large  copper  badffe  upon  his  breast 
I&s  painful  shame,  his  self-tormenting  pride, 
Wotdd  all  that's  visible  in  bounty  hide ; 
And  much  his  anxious  breast  is  swell'd  with  wo, 
That  where  he  goes  his  badge  must  with  him  go. 

P.— Who  then  is  he  7  Do  I  behold  aright  7 
My  lofty  merchant  in  this  humble  plight  I 
Still  has  he  pride  7 

P.— —If  common  ftme  be  just, 
He  vet  has  pride, — ^the  pride  that  licks  the  dust; . 
Pride  that  can  stoop,  and  feed  upon  the  base 
And  wretched  flattery  of  this  humbling  place ; 
Nay,  feeds  himself!  his  failing  is  avowed. 
He  of  the  cause  that  made  him  poor  is  proud; 
Proud  of  his  greatness,  of  the  sums  he  spent, 
And  honours  shown  him  wheresoever  he  went. 

Yes !  there  he  walks,  that  k>fty  man  is  he. 
Who  was  so  rich ;  but  great  he  cotdd  not  be. 
Now  to  the  paupers  Who  about  him  stand. 
He  tells  of  wonders  by  his  bounty  plann'd. 
Tells  of  his  traffic,  where  his  vessels  sailed. 
And  what  a  trade  he  drove-^before  he  fail'd ; 
Then  what  a  failure,  not  a  paltry  sum, 
Like  a  mean  trader,  hot  for  half'^a  plum ; 
His  Lady*s  wardrobe  was  apprised  so  high. 
At  his  own  sale,  that  nobody  would  buy  !-^ 
**  But  she  is  gone,'*  he  Cries,  **  and  never  saw 
The  spoil  and  havock  of  our  cruel  law; 
My  steeds,  our  chariot  that  so  roH'd  along. 
Admired  of  all  \  they  s^  them  for  a  sonflr. 
You  all  can  witness  what  my  purse  could  do^ 
And  now  I  wear  a  badge  like  one  of  you. 
Who  in  my  service  had  been  proud  to  llve,^ 
And  this  is  all  a  thankless  town  will  give. 
I,  who  have  raised  the  credit  of  that  town. 
And  gave  it,  thankless  as  it  is,  renown— 
Who've  done  what  no  man  there  had  done  befbre, 
Now  hide  my  head  within  an  Alms-house  door-~ 
Deprived  of  all^my  wife,  my  wealth,  my  vote. 
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And  in  this  blue  t 


[FarewU  and  Afiim.] 


Two  busy  Baormas  in  our  place  reside. 
And  wealthy  each,  his  party*8  boast  and  pride ; 
Sons  of  one  father,  of  two  mothers  bom. 
They  hold  each  other  in  trne^party  soom.    . 

James  is  the  one  who  fyt  the  people  fi^ts» 
The  sturdy  champion  of  their  dubioos  rights ; 
Merchant  and  seaman  rough,  but  not  the  lew 
Keen  in  pursuit  of  his  own  happiness ; 
And  what  his  hai^ness  7 — to  see  his  store 
Of  wealth  increase,  till  Mammon  groans,  *^No 
more !" 

Jaiob  goes  to  church,  beei^use  his  frtfaor  went, 
BiH  does  not  hide  his  leaning  to  dissent ; 
Reasons  for  this,  whoe'er  may  frown,  he^l  speak- 
Yet  the  old  pew  receives  him  once  a  week. 

CHAmus  is  a  churchman,  and  has  aH  the  leaJ 
That  a  strong  member  of  his  church  can  feel ; 
A  loyal  subject  is  the  name  he  seeks  ;  . 
He  of  **  his  King  and  CoontiT''  proudly  speaks ; 
He  says,  his  brother  and  a  rebel-ciew, 
Muideid  like  him,  the  nation  would  undo, 
If  they  had  power,  or  were  esteem'd  enough 
Of  those  who  had,  to  bring  their  plans  to  pnc€ 

Jakes  answers  sharply—**  I  will  never  phoe 
My  hopes  upon  a  Lordship  or  a  Grace ! 
To  some  great  man  you  bow,  to  greater  he. 
Who  to  the  greatest  bends  his  supple  knee. 
That  so  the  manna  fVom  the  head  may  dropi. 
And  at  the  lowest  of  the  kneelers  stop. 
Lords  call  you  loyal,  and  on  them  yon  call 
To  spare  you  somethinff  from  our  plunder'd  all : 
If  tricks  like  these  to  slaves  can  treasure  brings 
Slaves  well  may  shout  them  hoarse  far  *  Gfanrch 
and  King!'" 

•* Brother!"  says  Charles,— ** yet  brother  is  a 
name 
I  own  with  pity,  and  I  speak  with  shames- 
One  of  these  days  you'll  surety  lead  a  molb. 
And  then  the  hangman  will  oondude  the  jobw** 

**  And  would  you,  Charles,  in  that  unlucky  case 
Beg  for  his  life  whose  death  would  bring  di^graoe« 
On  you,  and  all  the  loyal  of  our  race  7 
Your  worth  would  surely  firom  the  halter  brin^ 
One  neck,  and  I  a  patriot  then  might  aing^— 
A  brother  patriot  I — God  save  our  noble  king.** 

** James!"  said  the  graver  roan,  in   manner 
■grave— 
**  Your  neck  I  could, not,  I  your  soul  would  save ; 
Oh !  ere  that  day,  alas,  too  likely !  come, 
I  woiild  prepare  your  mind  to  meet  your  doooi, 
That  then  the  priest,  who  prays  with  that  bad  ] 


'ur$e  Mf  Coai  P*  \  Of  men,  may  find  you  not  devoid  of  grace." 
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Thflie  are  the  men  who,  from  their  seats  above, 
Hear  frequent  sermons  on  fraternal  love ; 
Nay,  each  'approves,  and  Answers—"  Very  true  .' 
Brother  would  heed  it,  were  be  not- a  Jew." 

II. 
P« — ^RxAD  I  aright  7  beneath  this  stately  stune 
Tbx  B110T8BB8  rest  in  peace,  their  grave  is  one  I 
What  friend,  what  fortune  interfer^  that  they 
Take  their  long  sleep  together,  claj  with  day  ? 
How  came  it  thus  7 — 

F. — It  Whs  their  own  request. 
By  both  repeated,  that  they  thus  might  rest 

P^— Tis  well!    Did  friends  at  length  the  pair 
unite  7 
Or  was  it  done  because  the  deed  was  right? 
Did  the  cool  spirit  of  enfeebling  age 
Chin  the  warm  blood,  and  calm  the  party  rage, 
And  kindly  lead  them,  in  their  dosing  day, 
To  put  their  animosity  away. 
Incline  their  hearts  to  live  in  love  and  peaoq, 
And  bid  the  ferment  in  each  bosom  cease  7 

Fr-'Rich  m«n  have  runners,  who  will  to  and  fro 
In  search  of  food  lor  th^ir  amusement  go ; 
Who  watch  their  spirits,  and  with  tales  of  grief 
Yield  to  their  mdanchdy  minds  relief; 
Who  of  their  foes  will  each  mishap  relate, 
An4  of  their  friends  the  ftU  or  failings  state. 

One  of  this  breed — ^the  Jackal  who  su 
Our  Burgess  Charles  with  food  for 

pride —  • 

Before  he  utter'd  what  hia  memory  brought. 
On  its  eflfoct,  in  doubtful  matters,  though^ 
liCBt  be,  perchance,  in  his  intent  might  trip, 
Or  a  strange  fiust  miffht  indiscreetly  slip ; — 
But  he  one  morning  nad  a  tale  to  bring, 
And  &li  full  sura  he  need  not  weigh  the  thing ; 
T%eU  must  be  wdcome !    With  a  smiling  (mm    ■ 
He  watch*d  th*  accustoroM  nod,  and  tookhis  ph^e. 

••  Well !  you  have  news — I  see  it— Good,  my  friend. 
No  prefiice,  Peter.    Speak,  man,  I  attend.*^ 

*  Then,  sir,  Pm  told,  nay,  ^tis  beyond  dispute^ 
Our  Burgess  James  is  routed  horse  and  foot ; 
Hell  not  be  seen ;  a  clerk  for  him  appean, 
And  their  precautions  testify  their  frars ; 
Beibre  the  week  be  ended  you  shsU  see. 
That  our  fiuned  patriot  will  a  bankrupt  be.'* 

•*  Win  he  hv !   No,  I  wiH  not  be  profane, 

But  Jame»  a  oankrupt !    Boy,  my  hat  and  cane^ 
No !  he'll  refuse  my  offers — Let  me  think  J 
So  would  I  his :  here,  give  me  pen  and  ink. 
There !  that  will  do^—What  *  let  my  father's  son. 
My  brother,  want,  and  I— away !  and  run, 
Run  as  for  life,  and  then  return— but  stay 
To  take  his  message— now,  away,  away  !" 

The  pride  of  James  was  shaken  as  he  read— - 
The  Brothers  metr^-tiie  anp^ry  spirit  fled : 
Few  words  were  needed — in  the  look  of  eaph 
There  was  a  language  words  can  never  reach ; 
But  when  they  took  each  other'&  hand  and  press'd, 
Sohsidinjr  tumult  sank  to  endless  rest; 


Nor  party  wrath  with  quick  affection  strove, 
Drown*d  in  the.  tears  of  reconciling  love. 

Affairs  confused,  and  business  at  a  stand. 
Were  soon  set  right  by  Charles's  powerful  hand ; 
The  rudest  mind  in  this  rude  place  enjoy'd 
The  pleasing  thought  of  enmity  destroy *d, 
And  so  destroy'd,  Uiat  neither  spite  nor  spleen. 
Nor  peevish  look  fh>m  that  blest  hour  were  seen; 
Yet  each  his  party  and  his  spirit  kept, 
Thoiigh  all  the  harsh  and  angry  passions  slept 

P.»-And  they  too  sleep !  and,  at  their  joint  re. 
quest, 
Within  one  tomb,  beneath  one  stone,  they  rest ! 


TALE   XIII. 


THE  DEAKh9  LAOT. 


[FareweU  and  Return.] 


NxKt,  to  a  Ladt  I  must  bid  adieu — 
Whom  some  in  mirth  or  malice  call  a  **  Blue." 
There  needs  no  more — when  that  same  word  is  saidt 
The  men  grow  shy,  respectful  and  afraid; 
Save  the  choic6  friends  who  in  her  cdour  dress, 
And  all  her  praise  in  words  like  hers  express. 

Why  should  proud  man  in  man  that  knowledge 
prize. 
Which  he  affects  in  woman  to  despise  7 
Is  he  not  envious  when  a  lady  gains. 
In  hours  of  leisure,  and  with  little  pains. 
What  he  in  many  a  year  with  painful  toil  obtains  ? 
For  surely  knowledge  should  not  odious  grow. 
Nor  ladies  be  despised  for  what  they  know ; 
Truth  to  no  sex  confined,  her  friends  invites. 
And  woman,  long  restrain'd,  demands  her  rights. 
Nor  should  a  light  and  odioQs  name  be  thrown 
On  the  fair  (uune  who  makes  that  knowledge 


Who  bravdv  dares  the  world's  sarcastic  sneer, 
And  what  she  is,  is  willing  to  appear. 

**  And  what  she  is  not  !**  peevish  man  repliflii 
His  envv  owning  what  his  pride  denies : 
But  let  him,  envious  ss  ho  is,  repair 
To  this  sage  Dame,  and  meet  conviction  there. 

M.ntAjf6k  sees  her  morning  levee  fill'd 
With  men  in  every  art  and  sdenoe  skill'd— 
Men  who  have  gam'd  a  name,  whom  she  inyitfi, 
Because  in  men  of  genius  she  ddights. 
To  these  she  puts  her  questions,  that  prodnoa 
Discussion  vivid,  and  discourse  abstruse : 
She  no  opinion  for  its  boldneis  spares, 
But  loves  to  show  her  audience  what  she  dates , 
Th6  creeds  of  all  men  she  takes  leave  to  aift. 
And,  quite  in^rtial,  turns  her  own  adrift 

Her  noble  mind,  with  independent  force. 
Her  Rector  questions  on  his  late  discourse  - 
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P«rplex*d  and  pain'd,  be  Wisbeft  to  retire 

From  one  whom  entice,  nay,  whom  crowds  ad* 

mire — 
From  her  whose  faith  on  no  man*8  dictate  kana. 
Who  her  l&rge  creed  from  many  a  teacher  gleana ; 
Who  for  herself  will  |odge,  debate,  decide. 
And  be  her  own  **  philosopher  and  guide.** 

Why  call  a  lady  Blue  ?    It  ia  because 
She  reads,  converses,  studies  for  applause ; 
And  tberejbre  all  that  she  desires  to  know 
Is  just  as  much  as  she  can  fairly  show. 
The  real  knowledge  we  in  secret  hide. 
It  is  the  counterfeit  that  makes  our  pride- 
**  A  little  knowledge  b  a  dangerous  thing^->- 
80  sings  the  Poet,  and  so  let  him  sing : 
But  if  from  little  learning  danger  rose, 
I  know  not  who  in  safety  could  repose. 
Hie  eyil  rises  from  our  own  mistake. 
When  we  our  ignorance  far  knowledge  take ; 
Or  when  the  liUle  that  we  have,  through  pride, 
And  vain  poor  self-love  viewM,  is  magnified. 
Nor  is  your  deepest  Azure  always  firee 
From  these  same  dangerous  caUs  oC  Tatiity. 

Yet  of  the  sex  are  those  who  never  show, 
Bv  ^ay  of  exhibition,  what  they  know. 
Their  books  are  read  and  praised,  and  so  are  they. 
But  all  without  design,  without  display. 
Is  there  not  One  who  reads  the  hearts  of  men. 
And  paints  them  strongly  with  unrivalled  pen  7 
All  their  fierce  Passions  in  her  scenes  appear, 
Terror  she  bids  arise,  bids  fiUl  the  tear ; 
Looks  in  the  close  recesses  of  the  mind. 
And  ^ives  the  finishM  portraits  to  mankind. 
By  skill  conducted,  and  to  Nature  true, —   . 
And  yet  no  man  on  earth  would  call  Jqarma  Blue ! 

Not  so  MiKANBA !  She  is  ever  prest 
To  give  opinions,  and  she  gives  her  best 
To  uiese  with  gentle  smile  her  guests  incliott^ 
Who  come  to  hear,  improve,  applaud,— and  dine. 

Her  hungry  mind  on  every  subject  feeds ; 
She  Adam  Smith  and  Dugald  Stewart  reads ; 
Locke  entertains  her,  and  she  wonders  why 
His  fkmous  Essay  is  considerM  dry. 
For  her  amusement  in  her  vacant  hours 
Are  earths  and  rocks,  and  animak  and  flowers  : 
She  could  the  farmer  at  his  work  assist, 
A  systematic  agriculturist 
Some  men,  indeed,  would  curb  the  female  mind, 
Nbr  let  us  see  that  they  themselves  are  blind ; 
But— thank  our  stars — ^the  liberal  tiipes  allow* 
That  all  may  think,  and  men  have  rivals  now. 

Miranda  deems  all  knowledge  mi^ht  be  gained — 
**  But  she  is  idle,  nor  has  much.  attain*d ; 
Men  are  in  her  deceived :  she  knows  at  most 
A  few  light  matters,  for  she  sooms  to  boast 
Her  maUiematic  studies  she  resiffn'd — 
They  did  no^  suit  the  genius  of  her  mind. 
She  thought  indeed  the  higher  parts  sublime. 
But  then  they  took  a  monstrous  deal  of  time  !*' 

Frequent  and  full  the  letters  she  delights 
To  read  m  part ;  she  names  not  him  who  writes^ 


But  here  and  there  a  precious  sentenee  ahowa* 
Telling  what  literary  debts  she  owes. 
Works,  yet  unprinted,  for  her  judgment  come, 
**  Alas  !**  she  cries,  **  and  I  must  wal  their  doom. 
Sworn  to  be  just,  the  judgment  gives  me  pain — 
Ah  !  .why  must  truth  be  told,  or  man  be*  vain  ?** 

Much  she  has  written,  and  stiU  deigna  to  write* 
But  not  an  e^rt  yet  must  see  the  liffbt 
**  Cruel  !**  her  friends  exclaim  ;  **  unkind,  unjost  !** 
But,  no !  the  envious  mass  she  will  not  trust  r 
Content  to  hear  that  &me  b  due  to  her. 
Which  on  her  works  the  world  might  not  ooofer— 
Content  with  loud  applauses  while  she  livee :  - 
Unfiilt  the  pain  the  cruel  critic  gives. 

IL 

p. — ^Now  where  the  Learned  Lady  T  Doth  ihe  life; 
Her  dinners  yet  and  sentiments  to  give — 
The  Dean*8  wise  consort,  with  the  many  fHends, 
From  whom  she  borrows,  and  to  whom  ahe  lends 
Her  precious  maxims  7 

F^Ym,  ihe  lives  to  ahed 
Her  lig^t  around  her,  but  her  Dean  is  dead. 
Seen  her  I  have,  but  seldom  could  I  see : 
Borrow  she  could  not,  could  not  lend  to  me. 
Yet,  I  attended^  and  beheld  the  tribe 
Attending  too»  whom  I  will  not  describe— 
Miranda  Thomson !    Tee,  I  sometimes  feqnd 
A  seat  among  -a  cir^e  so  profound ; 
When  all  the  science  of  the  age  combined 
Was'  in  that  roonit  and  hers  the  mastor-mind. 
Well  I  remember  the  admiring  ctowd. 
Who  spc^e  their  wonder  and  applause  eload ; 
They  strove  who  highest  should  her  gloiy  raia 
And  cramm*d   the   hungry  mind  with  hwnyM 

praise— 
While  she,  with  grateful  hand  a  table  spread. 
The  Dean  asseatmg— but  the  Dean  is  dead ; 
And  though  her  sentiments  ar«  still  divine, 
She  asks  no  more  her  auditors  to  dine. 

Once  from  her  lips  came  wisdom ;  when  she 
spoke. 
Her  friends  in  transport  or  amaaement  broke. 
Now  to  her  dictates  there  attend  but  few» 
And  they  expect  to  meet  attention  too ; 
Respect  she  finds  b  purchaaed  at  some  cost. 
And  deference  is  withheld,  when  dinner  *b  kst 

She,  once  the  guide  and  glory  of  the  pkee. 
Exists  between  oblivion  and  disgrace ; 
Praise  once  afforded,  now,— they  say  not  whyi 
They  dare  not  say  it— fickle  men  deny ; 
That  buzz  of  fame  a  new  Minerva  cheers. 
Which  our  deserted  queen  no  longer  hears, 
dd,  but  not  wise,  forsaken,  not  resign'd. 
She  gives  to  honours  past  her  feeble  mind. 
Back  to  her  fonper  state  her  fancy  moves. 
And  lives  on  past  applause,  that  still  she  loves ; 
Yet  holds  in  scorn  the  &me  no  more  in  view. 
And  flies  the  glory  that  would  not  pursue 
To  yon  small  cot,  a  poorly  jointured  Bhi«^  ^ 
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TALE   XIV. 

»     IQ 

THE  WIFE  AND  WIDOW. 


[Farewell  and  Ritum.] 


I. 

I  LKAVK  Sophia  ;  it  wtMild  please  me  well. 
Before  we  part,  on  so  much  worth  to  dwell : 
^  is  said  of  one  who  lived  in  times  of  etrife, 
There  was  no  boyhood  in  his  busy  life; 
Born  to  do  all  that  mortal  being  can, 
The  thinkingr^  child  became  at  once  the  man ; 
60  this  fair  girl  in  early  youth  was  led. 
By  reason  strong  in  early  youth,  to  wed. 


'  In  her  new  state  her  prtidence  was  her  guide. 
And  of  experience  well  the  place  supplied  ; 
.With  liie*s  important  business  full  in  view, 
She  had  no  time  for  its  amusements  too ; 
She  had  no  practised  look  man*s  heart  t*  allure. 
No  frown  to  kill  him,' and  no  smile  to  cure ; 
No  art  coquettisbi  nothing  of  the  prude ; 
She  was  with  strong  yet  simple  sense  endued^ 
Intent  on  duties,  and  resolved  to  shun 
Nothing  that  ought  to  be,  and  oould  be,  done. 

A  Captain's  wife,  with  whom  she  lonep  susl&inM 
The  toil  of  war,  and  in  a  camp  remain'a ; 
Her  husband  wounded,  with  her  child  in  arms. 
She  nursed  them  both,  unheeded  all  alarms : 
All  useless  terror  in  her  soul  supprest — 
None  could  discern  in  hers  a  troubled  breast 

Her  wounded  soldier  is  a  prisoner  made. 
She  heart,  prepares,  and  is  at  once  convey*d 
Through  hostile  ranks :— with  air  sedate  she  goes. 
And  makes  admiring  friends  of  wondering  fbes< 
Her  dying  hoaband  to  her  care  confides 
Affiurs  perplexM ;  she  reasons,  she  decides ;  ' 
If  utrtcate  herivay,  her  walk  discretion  guides. 

Home  to  her  country  she  returns  alond. 
Her  health  decay'd,  her  child,  her  husband,  gone ; 
There  she  in  peace  reposes,  there  resumes 
Her  female  duties,  and  in  rest  reblooms ; 
She  is  not  one  at  common  ills  to  droop. 
Nor  to  vain  murmuring  will  her  spirit  stoop. 

>   I  leave  her  thus :  her  fortieth  year  is  nigh. 
She  will  not  for  another  captain  sigh ; 
Will  not  a  young  and  gay  lieutenant  take. 
Because  H  is  pretty  to  reform  a  rake ; 
Tet  she  again  may  plight  her  widow'd  hand, 
Sboold  love  invite,  or  (parity  demand ; 
And  make  her  days,  although  fbr  duty's  sake. 
As  sad  as  folly  and  mischance  can  make. 

II. 
P'^Livis  yet  the  Wtnow,  whose  firm  spirit  bore 
Us  nnrepining  7— 

Fir— Here  she  lives  no  more. 


But  where— I  speak  with  some  good  people's 

leave — 
Where  all  good  works  their  due  reward  receive ; 
Though  what  reward  to  ouc  best  works  is  due 
I  leave  to  them, — and  will  my  tale  pursue. 

Again  she  married,  to  her  husband's  friend. 
Whose  wife  was  hers,  whom,g|^ng  to  attend. 
As  on  her  death-bed  she,  yet  young,  Was  laid, 
The  anxious  parent  took  her  hand  and  said, 
**  Prove  fioio  your  love;  let  these  poor  infants  be 
As  thine,  and  find  a  mother's  love  in  thee  !*'. 

*'  And  must  I  woo  their  father  ?"-—**  Nay,  indeed; 
He  no  encouragement  but  hope  will  need  ; 
In  hope  toe  let  me  die,  and  think  my  wish  decreed.** 

The  wifb  expires ;  the  widow'd  pair  unite ; 
Their  love  was.  sober,  and  their  prospect  bright 
She  train'd  the  children  with  a  studious  k)ve. 
That  knew  full  well  to  encourage  and  reprove ; 
Nicely  she  dealt  her  praise  and  her  disgracoi 
Not  harsh  and  not  indulgent  out  of  place,      , 
Not  to  the  forward  partial — to  the  tdofv 
All  patient,  waitin^r  for  the  time  to  sow 
The  seeds  that,  suited  to  the  soSl»  would  grow. 

Nor  watc^i'd  she  less  the  Husband's  weaker  sod* 
But  learn'd  to  lead  him  who  abhorr'd  control. 
Who  thought  a  nursery,  next  a  kitchen,  heat 
To  women  suited,  and  she  acquiesced ; 
She  only  begg'd  to  rule  in  small  affiiirs, 
And  ease  her  wedded  lord  of  common  cares, 
Till  he  at  length  thought  every  care  was  small. 
Beneath  his  notice,  and  she  had  them  all* 
He  on  his  t))rone  the  lawful  monarch  sate. 
And  she  was  by — ^the  minister  of  state : 
He  gave  assent,  and  he  required  no  more. 
But  sign'd  the  act  that  she  decreed  before 

A^in,  her  fates  in  other  work  decree 
A  mud  so  active  should  experienced  be. 

Ohe  of  the  name,  who  roved  the  world  around. 
At  length  had  something  of  its  treasures  found. 
And  (mildless  died;  amid  his  goods  and  gain. 
In  far  Barbadoes  on  the  western  main. 
His  kinsman  heard,  and  wish'd  the  wealth  to  shares 
But  had  no  mind  to  be  transported  there  >— 
"His  wifb  could  sail  —  her  courage  who  couU 

doubt  7— 
And  she  was  not  tormented  with  the  gout" 

She  liked  it  not ;  but  for  his  children's  sake, ' 
And  fbr  their  father's,  would  tlie  dutv  take. 
Storms  she  encounter'd,  ere  she  reacb'd  the  shore, 
'And  other  storms  when  these  were  heard    no 

,   more, — 
The  rage  of  lawyers  forced  to  drop  their  prey, — 
And  once  again  to  England  made  h^r  way. 

She  found  her  Husband  with  his  gout  removed,. 
And  a  young  nurse,  most  skilful  and  approved ; 
Whom — for  he  yet  was  weak — be  urged  ioetay. 
And  nurse  him  while  his  Consort  was  away  : — 
*'She  Was  so  handy,  so  discreet,  so  nice. 
As  kind  as  comfort  though  as  cold  as  ice  ! 
Else,"  ho  assured  his  lady,  "  in  no  case. 
So  young  a  creature  should  have  fill'd  the  place.**' 
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It  has  been  held-->mdeed,  the  point  is  dear, 
**  None  are  so  .deaf  aa  thoae  who  will  not  hear  :** 
And,  by  the  same  good  logic,  we  shall  find, 
**  As  those  who  will  not  see,  arc  none  so  hliad/' 
The  tliank^l  Wife  repaid  the  attention  shown, 
Buft  novir  would  make  the  duty  all  her  own. 

Again  tlie  ^ut  retam'd  ;  but  seizing  now 
A  Yital  part,  would  no  relief  allow. 

The  Husband  died,  but  left  a  will  that  proved 
lie  much  respected  whom  he  coolly  loved. 
All  power  was  hers ;  nor  yet  was  such  her  age, 
But  rivals  strove  her  favour  to  engage : 
They  talk*d  of  love  with  so  much  warmti)  and  zeal, 
That  they  believed  the  woman's  heart  rauM  feel ; 
Adding  such  pnuses  of  her  worth  beside, 
Aa  vanquish  prudence  oft  hy  help  of  pride. 

In  vain !  her  heart  was  bjr  discretion  led — 
She  to  the  children  of  her  Inriend  was  wed ; 
These  she  establish*^  in  the  world,  and  died. 
In  ease  and  hope,  serene  and  satisfied. 

And  loves  not  roan  that  woman  -who  can  charm 
Life's  grievous  ilk,  and  grief  itself  disarm  7 —   ' 
Who  in  his  fears  and  troubles  brings  him  aid, 
And  seldom  is,  and  never  seems  aSaid  7 

No !  ask  of  man  the  Gut  one  whom  he  loves. 
You  *11  find  her  one  of  the  desponding  doves. 
Who  tender  troubles  as  her  portion  brings. 
And  with  them  fondly  to  a  husband  clings— 
Who  never  moves  abroad,  nor  aits  at  home. 
Without  distress,  past,  present,  or  to  come— 
Who  never  walks  the  unfrequented  street. 
Without  a  dread  that  death  and  she  shall  meet : 
At  land,  on  water,  she  must  gaarded  foe. 
Who  sees  the  danger  n6ne  besides  her  0ee, 
And  is  determined  by  her  cries  to  call 
All  men  around  her :  she  will  have  them  alL 

Man  loves  to  think  the  tender  being  lives 
Bat  by  the  power  that  his  protection  gives : 
He  loves  the  feeble  step,  the  plaintive  tone. 
And  flies  to  help  who  cannot  stand  alone : 
He  thinks  of  propping  elms,  and  clasping  vines. 
And  in  her  weakness  thinks  her  virtqe  shines ; 
On  him  not  one  of  her  desires  is  lost. 
And  he  admires  her  for  this  care  and  cost  , 

But  when  afflictions  com^  when  beauty  dies, 
Or  sorrows  vex  the  heart,  or  danger  tries — 
When  time  of  tronbie  brings  the  daily  care. 
And  gives  of  pain  as  much  as  he  can  bear-* 
*Tis  thea  hq  wants,  if  not  the  helping  hand. 
At  least  a  soothing  temper,  meek  and  bland-* 
)He  wants  the  heart  that  shares' in  his  distress, 
.At  least  the  kindness  that  would  make  it  less ; 
.And  when  instead  he  hears  the  eternal  j^rief 
'.  For  some  light  want,  and  not  for  his  relief— 
.  And  when  he  hears  the  tender  trembler  sigh. 
For  seme  indulgence  he  can  not  supply — 
'When,  in  the  mid«t  of  many  a  care,  his  "  dear'* 
'  Would  like  a  duchess  at  a  ball  appear — 
.And,  while  He  feels  a  weight  that  wears  him  down, 
^  Would  see  the  prettiest  sight  in  all  the  town,— 


Love  then  departs,  and  if  some  Pity  livei, 
That  Pity  half  despises,  half  forgives, 
*T  is  join'd  with  grie^  is  not  from  shame  teemplt 
And  has  a  plenteous  mixture  .of  oontempC. 


TALE  XV. 


BELINDA  WATERS. 


[Farewell  aiul  RetunL] 


lUday. 


Or  oQ  the  beauties  in  our  favoured  i 
BcuimA  Waters  was  the  pride  and  grace. 
Say  ye  who  sagely  can  our  fiirtunes  read. 
Shall  this  fair  damsel  in  the  world  suooeed  7 

A  rosy  beauty  she,  and  fresh  and  fair, 
Wlx)  never  felt  a  caution  or  a  care ; 
Grentle  by  nature,  ever  fond  of  ease. 
And  more  consenting  than  Inclined  to 
A  tame  good  nature  in  her  spirit  livee^ 
She  hates  refusal  for  the  pain  it  gives  : 
From  opposition  arguments  arise. 
And  to  prevent  the  trouble,  she  coihi| 
She,  if  in  Seotland,  would  be  ^'   *    ' 
If  call'd  to  any  work  or  an^  play ; 
She  lets  no  busy,  idle  wish  mtrude. 
But  is  by  nature  negatively  good. 

In  marriage  hers  will  he  a  duBious  fate : 
She  is  not  fitted  for  a  high  estate  :— 
There  wants  the  graee,  the  polish,  and  the  pride ; 
Less  is  she  fitted  for  a  humble  bride : 
Whom  feir  Belinda  wed»— let  chance  decide ! 

She  sees  her  fether  oft  engrossed  by  cares. 
And  therefore  hates  to  hear  of  men's  afiiie : 
An  active  mother  Iq  the  household  reigna, 
And  spares  Belinda  all  domestic  pains. 
Of  foofl  she  knows  but  this,  that  we  are  led : — 
Tliough,  dul^  taught,  she  prays  for  daily  breads 
Yet  whence  it  comes,  of  hers  is  no  eonodm-— 
It  comes !  and  more  she  never  wsftts  to  leam. 


She  on  the  taUe  sees  the  common  fare, 
But  how  provided  is  beneath  her  core. 
Lovely  and  useless,  she  has  no  concern 
About  the  things  that  aunts  and  mothen  learn ; 
But  thinks,  when  married,— 4f  she  thinks  at  all,— 
That  what  she  needs  will  answer  to  her  call. 

To  write  is  business,  and,  though  taught  to  write 
She  keeps  the  pen  and  paper  out  of  sight : 
What  once  wajs  painful  she  cannot  allow 
To  be  enjoyment  or  amusement  now. 
She  wonders  why  the  ladies  are  so  fond 
Of  such  long  letters,  when  they  correspond. 
Crowded  and  cross'd  by  ink  of  different  stain. 
She  thinks  to  read  tliem  would  confuse  her  brain ; 
Nor  much  mistake ;  but  still  has  no  pretence 
To  praise  for  this,  her  critic's  indolence. 
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Behold  her  now !  she  on  her  soia  looks 
O'er  half  a  shelf  of  circalating  books. 
This  she  ddmired,  but  she  forgets  the  name. 
And  reads  again  another,  or  the  same. 
'She  Kkes  to  read  of  strange  and  bold  escapesr 
Of  phuis  andplottings,  murders  and  mishaps. 
Love  in  all  hearts,  and  lovers  in  all  shapes. 
She  sighs  for' pity,  and  her  sorrows  flow 
From  the  dark  eyelash  on  the  page  below  ; 
And  is  so  glad  when,  all  the  misery  post, 
The  dear  adventarous  loyers^  meet  at  last- 
Meet  and  ^re  happy  ^  and  she  thinks  it  hard, 
When  thus  an  author  might  a  pai/  reward — 
When  they,  the  troubles  all  dispersed,  might « 
He  makes  them  part,  and  die  of  grief  instead ! 

Tet  tales  of  terror  are  her  dear  delight, 
All  in  the  wintrv  storm  to  read  at  night ; 
And  to  her  maid  she  tuVns  in  all  her  doubt, — 
•This  shall  I  like  7  and  what  is  that  aboutf*^ 

She  had  ''Clarissa'*  for  her  heart's  dear  friend— 
Was  pleased  each  well-tried  virtue  to  commend. 
And  praised  the  scenes  that  one  might  fairly  doubt, 
If  one  so  young  could  know  so  much  about : 
Pkius  and  pure,  th'  heroic  beauty  strove 
Against  the  lover  and  against  the  love ; 
But  strange  that  maid  so  young  should  know  the 

'strife. 
In  all  its  views,  was  painted  to  the  life  I    * 
Belinda  knew  not — ^nor  a  tale  would  read, 
Tliat  could  so  slowly  on  its  wa;f  proceed ; 
And  ere  Clarlsia  reach'd  the  wicked  town. 
The  weary  damsel  threw  the  volume  down* 
**  Give  me,"  she  said,  **  for  I  would  laugh  or  cry, 
'Scenes  fhmi  the  Life,*  and ' Sensibility  f 
'  Winters  at  Bath,'— I  would  that  I  had  one ! 
*  The  Constant  Lover,'  the  '  Discarded  Son»* 
« The  Rose  of  Raby,'  *  Dehnore,'  or  '  The  Nun.* 
These  promise  something,  and  may  please,  per- 

Like  •  Etbelinda,'  and  the  dear  '  Relapse.' " 
To  these  her  heart  the  gentle  maid  resign'd. 
And  each  the  food  that  fed  the  gentle  mind. 

XL 

P^*— Kiriw  you  the  fair  Bbunda,  once  the  botst 
Of  a.  vain  mother,  and  a  favourite  toast 
Of  clerks  and  young  lieutenants,  a  gay  set 
Of  light  admirers  7 — Is  she  married  yet  7 

F«— Yes!  she  is  marrieci;  though  she  waited 
long, 
Hot  firom  a  prudent  fbar  of  choosing  wrong. 
But  want  of  choice.— She  took  a  surgeon's  mate^ 
With  bis  half  pay,  that  was  his  whole  estate. 

Fled  is  the  charming  bloom  that  nature  spread 
Upon  her  cheek,  the  pure,  the  rosy  red — 
This,  and  the  look  serene,  the  calm,  kind  look,  are 

fled. 
SoRow  and  sadness  now  the  place  possess, 
And  the  pale  cast  of  anxious  fretfulness. 

She  i0O9u2ers*much— as,  why  they  live  so  ill,— 
Why  the  rude  butcher  brings  his  weekly  bill, — 
She  wonders  why  that  baker  will  not  trust, — 
And  says,  most  truly  says,— ••  Indeed,  he  must" 
32».  3X 


She  wonders  where  her  former  firiends  are  gnne^-> 
And  thus,  from  day  to  day,  she  wonders  on. 

Howe'er  she  can — she  dresses  gaily  ;^et. 
And  then  she  wonders  how  tney  came  in  debt 
Her  husband  loves  her,  and  in  accent  mild, 
Answers,  and  treats  her  like  a  fretted  child ; 
But  when  he,  f  uffled,  makes  severe  replies. 
And  seems  unhappy — ^then  she  pouts,  and  cries 
*"  She  wonders  when  she  '11  die !"— She  faints,  but 
never  dies. 

*«  How  well  my  fkther  lived !"  she  says.— "  How 
well, 
My  dear,  your  father's  creditors  could  tell !" 
And  then  she  weeps,  till  contort  is  applied, 
That  soothes  her  spleen  or  gratifies  her  pride: 
Her  dress  and  novels,  visits  and  success 
In  a  chance-game,  are  softeners  of  distress. 

'  So  life  goes  on !— But  who  that'  loved  his  life, 
WouM  take  a  fair  Belinda  for  his  wife? 
Who  thinks  that  all  are  fer  their  stations  bom, 
Some  to  indul^  themselves,  and  to  adorn ; 
And  sume,  a  useful  people,  to  prepare. 
Not  being,  rich,  good  things  for  those  who  are. 
And  who  are  born,  it  cannot  be  denied, 
To  have  their  wants  ftnd  their  demands  supplied* 

She  knows  that  moliey  is  a  needful  thinff. 
That  fethers  first  and  then  that  husbands  faring  ; 
Or  if  those  persons  should  the  aid  deny,    ^ 
Daughters  and  wives  have  but  to  faint  and  die, 
Tilt  flesh  and  Uood  can  not  endure  the  pain,    ' 
And  then  the  lady  lives  and  Uiughs  again. 

To  wed  ka  ague,  and  to  feel,  for  life, 
Hqt  fits  and  cold  succeeding  in  a  wife ; 
To  take  the  pestilence  with  poison'd  breath, 
And  wed  seme  potent  minister  of  death. 
Is  cruel  fate — ^yet  death  is  then  relief; 
But  thus  to  wed  is  ever-during  grie£ 

Oft  have  I  heard,  how  blest  the  vouth  who  weds 
Belinda  Waters ! — ^rather  he  who  dreads 
That  fete-^  truth  her  husband  well  approves, 
Who  blaines  and  fondles,  humours,  chides,  and 
loves. 


TALE  XVI. 


THE  DEALER  AND  CLERK. 


[Farewdl  and  Reiufn.] 


Bad  men  are  seldom  cheerful ;  but  we  see 
That  when  successfbl,  they  can  merry  be. 
Onk  whom  I  leave,  his  darling  money  lends. 
On  terms  well  known,  to  his  unhappy  friends; 
He  ferms  and  trades,  and  in  his  method  treats 
His  guests,  whom  first  ke  comforts,  then  he  cheats  - 
He  knows  their  private  griefe,  their  inward  groans. 
And  then  applies  his  leeches  snd  his  loansi 
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To  failing,  fkUingJamilie*— and  gets, 

I  know  Dol  how,  with  large  increase,  their  dehta. 

He  eoriy  married,  and  the  woman  made 
A  loaing  bargain ;  she  with  scorn  was  paid 
For  no  staall  fortune.    On  this  slave  he  vents 
His  peevish  slights,  his  moody  discontents. 
Her  he  neglects,  indul^ng  in  her  stead. 
One  whom  he  bribed  to  leave  a  husband^s  bed — 
A  young  Air  mother  too,  the  pride  and  joy 
Of  him  whom  her  desertion  will  destroy. 

The  poor  man  walks  by  the  adnlterer's  door, 
To  see  the  wife  whom  he  must  meet  no  more : 
She  will  not  look  upon  the  /aoe  of  one 
Whom  she  has  blighted,  ruin*d,  and  undone. 
He  feels  the  shame ;  his  heart  with  grief  is  rent; 
Hers  is  the  guilt,  and  his  the  punishment 

The  cruel  spoiler  to  his  need  would  lend 
Unsottf  ht  relief~-his  need  will  soon  have  end : 
Let  a  few  wintry  months  in  sorrow  pass. 
And  on  his  corse  shall  grow  the  vernal  j^raaa. 
Neighbovrsy  indignant,  of  hi*  griefs  parUke, 
Ana  hate  the  nlloin  fbr  the  victim's  sake ; 
Wondering^  what  bolt  within  the  stores  of  heavea 
Shall  on  that  bold,  offendihg  wretch  be  driven. 

Alas  !  my  grieving  friends,  we  cannot  know 
Why  'Heaven  inflicts,  and  why  suspends  the  Mow. 
.  Meanwhile  the  godless  man,  who  thus  destroys 
Another's  peace,  in  peace  his  wealth  eiyoys»' 
And,  every  law  evaded  or  defied, 
Is  with  long  Kie  and  prosperous  forliine  tried : 
"How  long?"  the  Prophet  cried,  and  we,  "how 

long?" 
But  think  how  quick  that  Eye,  that  Arm  how 

strong. 
And  bear  what  seems  not  right,  and  trust  it  is  not 

wrong. 

I>oes  Heaven  forbear  7  then  sinners  mercy  find- 
Bo  sinners  fall  ?  't  is  mercy  to  mankind. 
Anou !  can  one  so  miserable  be. 
Rich,  wretched  man !  to  barter  fates  with  thee  7 

IL 

YiT,  ere  I  go,  some  notice  must  be  paid 
To  John,  his  Clerk,  a  man  (iiU  sore  afraid 
Of  hia  own  frailty — ^roany  a  troubled  day 
Has  he  walkM  doubtful  in  some  close  by-way. 
Beseeching  Conscience  on  her  watch  to  keep, 
Afraid  that  she  one  day  should  ML  asleep. 

A  quiet  man  was  John :  his  mind  was  slow ; 
Little  he  knew,  and  little  sought  to  know. 
He  gave  respect  to  worth,  to  riches  more, 
And  had  instinctive  dread  of  being  poor. 
HumUe  and  careful,  diligent  an^  neat. 
He  in  the  Dealer's  office  found  a  seat : 
Happy  in  all  things,  till  a  fear  began 
To  break  his  rest— He  served  a  wicked  man; 
Who  spum*d  the  way  direct  of  honest  trade, 
But  praised  the  laws  his  cuxlning  could  evade. 

This  crafty  Dealer  of  religion  spoke. 
Am  if  dangn*d  to  be  the  wise  man's  cloak. 


And  the  weak  man's  incnmhrancey  whom  it  awas^ 
AnM  keeps  in  dread  of  conscience  and  the  laws  ; 
Yet,  ftr  hhnsel^  he  lonred  not  to  appear 
In  her  grave  dress;  'twas  trooblnome  to  wear. 

This  Dealer  play'd  at  games  of  skill,  and  won 
Sums  that  surprised  the  simple  mind  of  John : 
Nor  trusted  skill  alone ;  for  well  he  knew« 
What  a  sharp  ^ye  and  dexterous  hand  ooodd  do: 
When,  if  suspected,  he  had  always  by 
The  daring"  oath  to  back  the  cunning  lie. 

John  was  distress'di  ^nd  said,  with  aching  keaiti 
I  fh>m  tlie  vile,  usurious  man  must  part ; 
For  if  I  go  not— yet  I  mean  to  g(>— 
This  friend  to  me  will  to  my  soul  be  foe. 
I  serve  my  master :  there  is  naught  to  blame; 
But  whom  he  serves,  I  tremble  but  to  name. 

From  such  refleptions  sprung  the  painlbl  fttr,-~ 
The  Foe  of  Souk  is  too  &miliar  here: 
My  maater  stands  between :  .so  0ir,  so  good ; 
But  'tis  at  beat  a  dangerous  neighbourhood." 

Then  livelier  thoughts  began  his  fear  to 
"  It  is  a  gainful,  a  convenient  place : 
If  I  should  quit— another  takes  the  pen. 
And  what  a  chance  fbr  my  preferment  theo  7 
Religion  nothing  by  my  ^cSikg  gains ; 
If  I  depart,  my.  master  still  remainsk 
True,  I  record  the  deeds  that  I  abhor,  . 
But  these  that  master  has  to  answer  fyr^. 
Then  say  I  leave  th^  office !  his  sncoess. 
And  his  injustice,  wtU  not  be  the  leas ; 
Nay,  would  bd  greater — I  am  right  td  stay ; 
It  checks  him,  doubtless,  in  his  fearful  way« 
Fain  would  I  stay,  and  yet  be  not  beruiled ; 
But  pitch  is  near,  and  man  is  soon  defiled." 

in. 

p. — Such  were  the  Man  and  MAsrn,— «Dd  1 1 
Would  know  if  they  together  live^  and  how. 

To  such  inquiries,  thus  my  Friend  replied  :- 
F^ — ^The  Wife  was  slam,  or,  say  at  least,  she 
But  there  are  murders,  that  the  human  eye 
Cannot  detect,— -which  human  laws  defy : 
There  are  the  wrongs  insulted  fondness  feels. 
In  many  a  secret  wound  that  never  heala; 
The  Sava^  murders  with  a  single  blow  ; 
Murders  hke  this  are  secret  and,  are  slow. 

Yet,  when  his  .victim  lay  upon  her  bier. 
There  were  who  witness'd  that  he  dropp'd  a  tear; 
Nay,  more,  he  praised  the  woman  he  had  lost. 
And  undisputed  paid  the  funeral  cost 

The  Favourite  now,  her  lord  and  master  freed. 
Prepared  to  wed,  and  be  a  wife  indeed. 
The  day,  't  was  said,  was  fiz'd,  the  robes  were 

bought, 
A  feast  was  ordered ;  but  a  cold  wto  caught. 
And  pain  ensued,  with  fever — j^evous  pain. 
With  the  mind's  anguish  that  duturb'd  the  brain,*- 
Till  nature  ceased  to  struggle,  and  the  mind 
Saw  clearly  death  before,  and  sin  behind. 
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Priests  and  physicians  gave  what  they  could  give ; 
She  tumM  away,  and,  shuddering,  OMsed  to  five. 

The  Detlet  now  appeared  awhile  as  one 
Lost ;  with  but  little  of  his  race  to  run, 
And  ^Mt  in  sorrow :  men  with  one  consent, 
And  one  kind  hope,  said,  *^  Bonner  will  r^jent** 
Alas !  we  saw  not  what  his  &te  would  be. 
Bat  this  we  fear*d, — ^no  penitence  had  be ; 
Nor  timetfor  penit^nce^  nor  any  time. 
So  quick  the  summons,  to  look  back  on  crime. 

"When  be  the  partner  of  Ms  sm  entornVd, 
He  paused  awhile,  and  then  the  way  resumed, 
Even  as  before :  yet  was  he  not  the  same ; 
The  tempter  once,  he  now  the  dupe  became. 
John  long  had  left  him,  nor  did  one  remain 
Who  would  his  harlot  in  her  eoQrse  refrain ; 
Ofaeeqaious,  humble,  studious  of  his  ease. 
The  present  Phosbe  only  sought  to  please. 
^  With  one  so  arUess,  what,"  said  he,  **  to  fear» 
Or  what  to  doubt,  in  one  who  holds  me  dear  7 
FViends  she  may  haVe,  but  me  she  wiU  not  wrong; 
If  weak  her  judgment,  yet  her  love  is  strong  > 
And  I  am.Iucky  now  in  age  to  find 
A  friend  w  trusty,  and  a  nurse  so  kind.^ 

Yet  neiiber  party  was  in  peace :  the  man 
Had  restless  nights,;  and  in  the  mom  began 
To  cough  and  tremble ;  he  Was  hot  and  cold^ 
He  had  a  nervous  fever,  he  was  told. 
His  dreams — ^*t  was  strange,  for  none  reflected  less 
On  his  past  life — were  frightful  to  excess ; 
His  favourite  dinners  were  no  more  enjeyM, 
And,  in  a  word,  his  spirits  were  destroyed. 

And  what  of  Phoebe  7  She  her  measures  phum*d ; 
All  but  his  money  wais  at  her  command: 
All  would  be  hers  when  Heaven  her  Friend  should 

call; 
Bat  Heaven  was  alow,  and  much  she  kxngM  for 

aU :—      - 
**  Mine  when  he  dies,  mean  wretch  I  and  why  not 

.  muie, 
Wben  it  would  prove  Inm  generous  to  resign 
What  he  enjoys  not  7'*— Phcsbe  at  command 
Grave  him  hia  brandy  with  a  liberal  hand. 
A  way  more  quick  and  safe  she  did  not  know. 
And  brandy,  though  it  might  be  sure,  was  slow. 
But  more  she  darM  not,  and  she  felt  a  dread 
Of  being  tried,  and  only  wishM  him  dead. 
Such  was  her  restless  strife  of  hope  and  feai^^ 
He  might  cough  on  for  many  a  weary  year ; 
Nay,  his  poor  mind  was  changing,  and  when  ill, 
Some  foe  to  her  may  wicked  Uioughts  instil ! ' 
Oh !  *tis  a  trial  sore  to  watch  a  Miser*s  will. 
Thus,  though  the  pair  appear*d  in  peace  to  live, 
They  felt  that  vice  has  not  that  peace  to  g^ve. 

There  watchM  a  pur  befere  the  Miser's  gate, 
A  very  eur,  whom  all  men  seemM  to  hate ; 
Graont,  savage,  shaggy,  with  an  eye  that  shone 
Like  a  live  coal,  and  be  poasessM  but  one ;    •     < 
His  bariK  was  wild  and  eager,  and  became 
That  meagre  bodv  and  that  eye  of  flame  ;^ 
His,  master  prized  him  much,  aiad  Fang  his  name. 
His  master  fed  him  largely ;  but  not  that, 
Nor  aught  of  kindnww  made  the  snarler  fet 


Flesh  he  devour*d,  but  not  a  bit  would  stay; 
He  bark*d,  and  snarrd,  and  growPd  it  all  away. 
His  tibs  were  seen  extended  iike  a  rack. 
And  coarse  red  ha^rfaung  roughly  o*erhis  bad[« 
Lamed  in  one  lev,  and  bruised  in  wars  of  yore, 
Now  bis  sore  body  made  bis  temper  sore. 
Such  was  the  friend  of  him,  who  could  not  find 
Nor  make  him  one,,  'mong  creatures  of  his  kind. 
Brave  deeds  of  Fang  liis  master  often  tdd. 
The  son  of  Fury,  famed  in  days  of  old, 
From  Snaich  and  Rabid  sprung ;  and  noted  they 
In  earlier  times— each  dog  will  have  his  day.  • 

The  notes  of  Fang  were  to  his  master  known, 
And  dear — ^they  b6re  some  likeness  to  his  own ; 
For  both  oonvey*d  to  the  experienced  ear, 
**  I  snarl  and  bite,  beosnse  I  hate  and  fear.*^ 
N<nie  pass'd  unheeded  by  the  master's  door, 
Fang  railM  at  all,  but  chiefly  at  tbe  poor ; 
And  when  the  nights  were  stormy,  cold,  snd  dark. 
The  act  of  Fang  was  a  perpetual  bark ; 
But  though  the  master  loved  the  growl  of  Fang, 
There  were  who  vow'd  the  ugly  cur  to  hang ; 
Whose  angry  master,  watchful  for  his  friend. 
As  strong^^  vow'd  his  servant  to  defend. 

In  one  dark  night,  and  such  as  Fang  before 
Was  ever  known  its  tempests  to  outroar. 
To  his  protector's  wonder  now  express'^ 
No  angry  notes— his  anger  was  at  rest 
The  wondering  master  sought  the  silent  yard, 
Lefl  Phoebe  sloping,  and  his^Ioor  unbarr'd ; 
No  more  return'd  to  that  forsaken  bed — 
But  lo !  the  morning  came,  and  he  was  dead* 
Fang  and  his  master  eide  by  side  were  laid 
In  grim  repose — their  debt  of  nature  paid ! 
The  master's  hand  upon  the  cur's  eold  chest 
Was  now  reclined,  and  had  before  been  pressed. 
As  if  he  search'd  how  deep  and  wide  the  wound 
That  laid  such  spirit  in  ^  sleep  so  sound ; 
And  when  he  found  it  was  the  sleep  of  death, 
A  sympathising  sorrow  stoppM  his  breath* 
Close  to  his  triwty  servant  he  was  found. 
As  cold  his  body,  and  his  sleep  as  soudd. 

We  know  no  more ;  but  who  on  horrors  dweft 
Of  that  same  night  have  dreadful  things  to  ctll ; 
Of  outward  force,  they  say,  was  not  a  sign — 
The  hand  that  struck  him  was  the  Hand  Divine 
And  then  the  Fiend,  in  that  same  stormy  night. 
Was  heard — as  many  thought— to  claim  his  rigir- 
While  grinning  imps  the  Iwdy  danced  about. 
And  then  they  vanbh'd  with  triumphant  shoot 

So  think  the  crowd,  and  we^l  it  seems  in  them. 
That  eyen  their  dreams  and  fancies  vice  condemn 
That  not  alone  for  virtue  Reason  pleads. 
But  nature  lihudders  at  unholy  deeds ; 
While  our  strong  fuK^  lists  in  her  defence, 
And  takes  the  sUe  of  Truth  and  Innocence. 

IV. 

P.— BuT^  what  the  fortune  of  the  Man,  whose  fbai 
Inform'd  his  Conscience  thnt  the  foe  wras  nc^ ; 
But  yet  whose  interest  to  his  desk  confined 
That  sober  Clerk  6(  ind%ci«ive  mind  7 
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F. — John  served  'his  mudter,  wkh  hlmielf  at 
ttriie, 
■  For  be  with  Gooacience .lived  like  man  and  wife ; 
Now  jarring,  now  at  peace, — the  life  tbej  led 
Was  all  contention,  both  at  board  and  bed : 
His  meals  were  troubled  by  his  scrujples  all, 
And  in  his  dreams  he  was  about  to  fall  - 
Into  some  strong- temptation — for  it  seems 
He  never  could  resist  it  in  his  dreams. 

At  length  his  Mastbe,  dealer,  smuggler,  cheat, 
As  John  would  call  him  in  his  temper^  heat, 
Proposed  a  something — ^wbat,  is  dubious  still — 
That  John  resisted  with  a  stout  good-will. 
Scruples  like  his  were  treated  with  disdain. 
Wi^ose  waking  conscience  spum*d  the  offer'd  gain. 
**  Quit  then  my  office,  scoundrel !  and  be  gone.** 
''I  dare  not  do  it,**  said  the  a|frlghten*d  John. 
•*  What  fearest  thou,  driveller !  can  thy  fimcy  tell  ?** 
**  I  doubt,**  said  John—**  I'm  sure  there  is  a  helL** 
**  No  question,  wretch !  thy  foot  is  on  the  door ; 
**  To  be  in  bell,  thou  fool !  is  to  be  poor : 
Wilt  thou  consent  ?** — But  John,  with  many  a  sigh, 
Refused,  then  sank  beneath  his  stronger  eye, 
Who  with  a  curse  dismias'd  the  fod  that  dared  , 
Not  joii^  a  venture  which  be  might  hav^  shared. 

The  worthy  Clerk  then  served  a  man  in  trade, 
And  was  his  fKend  and  his  companion  made-— 
A  sickly  man,-  who  sundry  wares  retail*d. 
Till,  while  his  trade  increased,  his  spirit  feiVd* 
John  was  to  him  a  treasure,  whom  he  prov*d, 
And,  finding  faithfiil,  as  a  brother  lov'd.     • 
To  John  his  views  and  business  he  consigned, 
And  forward  look*d  with  a  contented  mind : 
As  sickness  bore  him  onward  to  the  grave,  - 
A  charge  of  all  things  to  his  friend  he  gave. 

But  neighbours  talk*d— *t  :was  idle--of  the  day 
When  Richard  Shale  should  walk  the  dark  high^ 

way — 
And  whisper'd— Utleis!— that  the.  wife  received 
Such  hints  with  anger,  but  she  nothing  grieved. 

These  whispers  reach*d  the  man,  who,  weak  and 
ill 
In  mind-and  body,  had  to  make.his  wiB ; 
And  though  he  died  in  peace,  and  all  resign*d, 
*T  was  plain  he  harbour*d  fancies  in  his  mind. 
With  jealous  foresight,  all  that  he  had  gain*d 
His  widow*s  was,  while  widow  she  remain*d ; 
But  if  another  should  the  dame  persuade 
To  wed  again,  farewell  the  gains  of  trade : 
For  if  the  widow'd  dove  could  not  refhun. 
She  must  return  to  poverty  again. 

The  man  was  buried,  and  the  will  was  read,  ' 
And  censure  spared  them  not,  alive  or  dead !  * 
At  first  \he  Widow,  and  thederk,  her  friend,    - 
Spent  their  free  days,  as  prudence  bade  them  spend. 
At  the  same  table  they  would  dine,  *t  is  true. 
And  they  would  worship  in  the  self-same  pew : 
Each  had  the  common  interest  so  at. heart. 
It  would  have  grieved  them  terribly  to  part ; 
And  as  they  both  were  serious  and  sedate, 
*T  watf  long  before  the  world  began  to  prate : 
But  when  it  prated, — though  without  a  canse,^ 
It  pot  the  pair  in  mind  of  breaking  laws. 


Led  them  to  reason  what  it  walk  that  gave 
A  husband  power,  when  quiet  in  his  grave. 
The  marriage  contract  they  had  now  by  heart— 
"Till  death  !*'— you  see,  no  longer—"  do  us  part.* 
^  Well !  death  has  loosed  us  from  the  tie,  but  fltill 
Tbe1oosen*d  husband  makes  a  binding  will* 
Unjust  and  cruet  are  the  acts  of  men.** 
Thus  they — and  then  they  sigh*d — and  then — and 

then, 
***Twas  snaring  souls,**  they  said;  and  how  he 

dared 
They  did  not  know — ^they  wander'd— and  wen 

snared. 

'^t  is  a  marriage,  surely !    Conscience  might 
Allow  an  act  so  very  nearly  right : 
Was  it  net  witness  to  our  solemn  vow. 
As  man  and  wife  ?  it  must  the  act  albw.** 
But  Conscience,  stubbotn  to  the  last,  replied, 
"It  cannot  be!  I  am  not  satisfied  : 
'T  is>  not  a  marriige :  either  dare  be  poor. 
Or  dare  be  virtuous — ^part,  an4  nu  no  more.** 

Alas !  they  many  a  fond  evasion  made ; 
They  could  relinquish  neither  love  nor  trade. 
They  went  to  church,  but  thinking,  fail*d  to  pny  ; 
The^  felt  not  ease  or  comfort  at  a  play: 
If  times  were  good, — ^"  We  merit  not  such  timea,** 
If  ill, — **  Is  this  the  produce  of  our  crimes  V* 
When  sick—"  *T  is  thus  forbidden  pleasures  ceaae.** 
When  well — ^they  both  demand, "  Had  Zimri  peace? 
For  though  our  worthy  master  was  not  slain. 
His  injuKd  ghost  has  reason  to  complain.** 

Ah,  John !  bethink  thee  of  thy  generous  jor. 
When  Conscience  drove  thee  from  Uiy  kte  employ  ; 
When  thou  wert  poor,  and  knew  not  where  to  roOt 
But  then  could  say,  "The  will  of  God  be  done!*' 
When  thou  that  will,  and  not  thine  own  obey*d,— 
Of  Him  alone,  and  not  of  man  afraid : 
Thou  then  hadst  pity  on  that  wretch,  and,  five 
Thyself;  couldst  pray  for  him  who  injured  thee. 
Then  bow  alert  thy  step,  thyself -how  light 
All  the  day  long !  thy  sleep  how  sound  at  night ! 

But  now,  though  plen^  on  thy  board  be  found. 
And  thoo  hast  credit  with  thy  neighbours  round. 
Yet  there  is  something  in  thy  looks  that  tella. 
An  odious  secret  in  thy  bosom  dwelb : 
Thy  form  is  n<A\erect,  thy  neighbours  trace 
A  coward  spirit  in  thy  shifting  pace. 
Thou  goest  to  meeting,  not  from  any  call. 
But  just  to  hear  that  we  are  sinners  all. 
And  equal  sinners,  or  the  diflerence  made 
*Twixt  man  and  man  has  but  the  slightest  shade  ; 
That  reformation  asks  a  world  of  pams. 
And,  after  all,  must  leave  a  thousand  stains ; 
And,  worst  of  all,  we  must  the  work  begin 
By  first  attacking  the  prevailing  ain  !— 


These  thoughts  the  feeble  mind  of  John  i 
And  o*er  his  reason  and  his  fean  prevail : 
Thev  fill  hia  mind  with  hopes  of  gifts  and  grace, 
Faiui,  feelings !— something  that  supplies  vSe  placs 
Of  true  conversion — this  wiU  he  embraoe ; 
For  John  perceives  that  he  was  scarcely  tried 
By  the  first  conquest,  that  increased  his  pride^ 
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When  he  refoaed  hii  master^s  crime  to  aid. 
And  by  hia  aelf'ttpplauae  was  amply  paid  ; 
But  BOW  he  feels  the  difference — feek  it  bard 
Against  his  .wOl  and  favourite  wish  to  g^tard : 
He  mourns  his  weakness,  hopea  he  shall  prevail 
Against  his  frailty,  and  yet  still  is  frail. 

Such  is  his  life  I  and  such  the  life  must  be 
Of  all  who  will  be  bound,  yet  would  be  free ; 
Who  would  unite  what  God  to  part  decrees — 
The  bflended  conscience,  and  the  mind  at  ease , 
Who  think,  but  vainly  think,to  sin  and  pray, 
And  Grod  and  Mammon  in  their  turn  obey. 
Such  is  his  life  !-^and  so  I  would  not  live 
For  an  that  wealthy  widows  have  to  give. 


TALE  XVII. 


DANVBR8  AND  RA7NER. 


[Farewell  and  Return.] 


1. 

Thb  purest  Friend8hip,^Iike  the  finest  ware. 
Deserves  our  praises,  but  demands  our^care. 
For  admiration  we  the  things  produce. 
Bat  they  are  not  designed  for  common  use ; 
Flaws  the  most  trifling  from  their  virtue  take. 
And  lamentation  for  their  loss  we  make : 
While  common  Friendships,  tike  the  wares  of  clay, 
Are  a  cheap  kind,  but  useful  every  day : 
Thouffh  cracked  and    damaged,  stiU  we    make 

'  them  'do. 
And  wbea  they  *re  broken,  they  *re  forgotten  too. 

There  is  within  the  world  in  which  we*  dwell 
A  Friendship,  answering  to  that  world  full  well; 
An  interchange  of  looks  and  actions  kind. 
And,  in  some  sense,  an  intercourse  of  mind ; 
A  useful  commerce,  a  convenient  trade, 
By  which  both  parties  aie  the  happier  made ;    . 
Ajid,  when  the  thinpr  is  rightly  understood. 
And  Justly  valued,  it  is  wise  and  good. 

I  speak  not  here  of  Friendships  that  excite 
In  boys  at  school  such  wonder  and  delight,— r 
Of  high  heroic  Friends,  in  serious  strife, 
Contending  which  should  yield  a  forfeit  life- 
Such  wondrous  love,  in  their  maturer  days, 
Men,  if  they  credit^  are  content  to  praise. 

I  speak  not  here  of  Friendships  true  and  just. 
When  friend  ci|n  friend  with  life  and  honour  trust ; 
Where  mind  to  mihd  has  long  familiar  grown, 
And  every  &iling,  every  virtue  iknown : 
Of  these  I  speak  not :  things  so  rich  and  rare. 
That  we  degrade  with  jewels  to  compare, 
'  Or  bullion  pure  and  massy. — I  intend 
To  treat  of  one  whose  Neighbour  call*d  bim  Friend, 
Or  can*d  him  Neighbour ;  and  with  reason  good<— 
The  fViendahip  rising  frorothe  neighbourhood : 
A  sober  kind,  in  common  service  known ; 
Not  such  as  is  in  death  and  peril  shown : 


Such  as  will  give  or  ask  a  helping  hand. 
But  no  important  sacrifice  demand ; 
In  &ct,  a  friendship  that  will  long  abide, 
If  seldom  rashly,  never  strongljr,  tried. 
Yes !  these  are  sober  fViendships,  -made  for  use, 
And  much  convenience  they  in  life  produce ; 
Like  a  godd  coat^  that  keeps  us  from  the  cold, 
Tlie  cloth  of  frieze  is  not  a  cloth  of  gold  ;     .. 
But  neither  is  it  piebald,  pieced,  and  poor ; 
*T  is  a  good  useful  coat,  and  notliing  more. 

Suoh  is  the  Friendship  of  the  world  approved. 
And  here  the  Friends  so  loving  and  sq  loved : — 
Danvzrs  and  Ratnkr,  equals,  who  had  made 
Each  deeent  fortune,  both  were  yet  in  trade ; 
While  sons  and  daughters,  with  a  youthful  z^al, 
Seem*d  the  hereditary  love  to  feel : 
And  even  their  wives,  though  either  mig^t  pretead 
To  claim  some  notice,  eaUM  each  other  friend.  . 

While  yet  their  ofispring  boys  and  girls  appeat*d, 
The  fiithers  ask'd,  "  What  evil  could  be  fearM  7" 
Nor  is  it  easy  to  assign  the  year, 
When  cautious  parents  should  bcgm  to  fear. 
The  boys  must  leave  their  school^  and,  by  and  by, 
The  girls  are  sure  to  grow  reserved  and  shy ; 
And  then,  suppose  a  real  love  should  risei 
It  bat  unites  the  equal  fiimilies. 

Love  does  not  always  from  such  freedom  spring; 
Distrust,  perhaps,  would  sopner  cause  the  thing. 
"  We  wip  not  check  it,  neither  wiU  we  force" — 
Thus  said  the  fathers—"  Let  it  taJKe  its  course." 

It  took  its  course :— young  Richard  Danvers* 

mind 
In  Phoebe  Rayner  fbnnd  what  lovers  find-^ 
Sense,  beauty,  sweetness;  all  that  mortal  eyes 
Can  see,  or  heart  conceive,  or  thought  devise. 
AndPhcebe^s  eye,  and  thought,  and  heart, coold 

trace 
In  Richard  Danvers  every  manly  grace — 
All  that  e*er  maiden  wish*d,  or  matron  prized^ 
So  well  these  good  young  people  sympathised. 

All  their  relations,  neighbours,  and  allies, 
All  their  dependants,  visitors,  and  spies, 
Sueh  as  a  wealthy  family  caress. 
Said  here  was  love,  and  drank  to  lovers 


'T  b  thus  I  leave  the  parties;  youne  and  old, 
Lovers  and  Friends.    Will  Love  and  Friendship 

hold? 
WiH  Prudence  with  the  children's  wish  comply. 
And  Friendship  strengthen  with  that  new  ally  7 

IL 

P. — I  SOB  no  more  within  our  borough's  bound 
The  name  of  Damte^s  !     Is  it  to  be  found  7 
Were  the  young  pair  m  Hymen's  fetters  tied, 
Or  did  succeeding  years  the  Friends  divide  ? 

F.— Nay  I  take  the  story,  as  by  time  brought 
forth, 
And  of  such  Love  and  Friendship  judge  the  worth 
While  the  lad's  love— his  parents  calrd  it  i 
Was  going  on,  as  well  as  love  could  go, 
A  wedtl^  Danvers,  in  a  distant  place. 
Left  a  large  fortune  to  his  fiivourM  race. 
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To  tbot  same  place  the  &Xt\er  quickly  went. 
And  Richard  only  murmar'd  weak  dissenU 

Of  Rlchard^s  heart  the  parent  truly  guessM  :— 
**  Well,  ni5^  good  lad !  then  do  what  suits  thee  best ; 
No  doubt  ttiy  brothers  will  do  aH  they  can 
T*  obey  the  orders  of  the  good  old  tnan : 
Well,  I  would,not  thy  trce>born  spirit  bind ; 
Take,  Dick,  the  way  to  which  thoo  *rt  most  in* 
dined.*' 

No  answer  gave  the  youth ;  nor  did  he  swear 
The  old  man's  riches  were  beneath  his  care ; 
Nor  that  he  would  with  his  dear  Phoebe  stay, 
And  let  his  hearties?  father  move  away. 
No !  kind  and  constant,  tender,  faithful,  fond,-^ 
Thus  far  he  M  go — ^but  not  one  step  beyond ! 
Not  disobedient  to  a  parenfs  will — 
A  lover  constant-^but  dependent  stilL 

Letters,  i^t  first,  between  the  constant  swaia 
And  the  kind  damsd  banish*d  all  their  pain: 
.Both  full  and  quick  they  were;  for  lovers  write    ■ 
With  vast  despatch,  and  read  with  vast  delights— 
So  T|uick  they  werei — for  Love  is  never  alow, 
So  mlj,  they  ever  seemM  to  overflow. 
-  Their  hearts  are  ever  fillM  with  nrief  ot  joy, 
And  these  to  paint  is  every  hour^  employ  : 
Joy  they  would  not  retain ;  and  for  their  grief, 
To  read  such  letters  is  a  sure  relief. 

>^    But,  in  due  time,  both  joy  and  grief  sopprest, 
Thev  found  their  comfi)rt  in  a  little  rest 

■  Mails   went  and  came  without  the  accustonpM 
freight. 
For  Loyo  grew  patient,  and  content  to  wait- 
Yet  was  not  dead,  nor  yet  afraid  to  die ; 
For  though  be  wrote  not,  Richard  wonder*d  why. 
He  could  not  justly  tell  how  letters  passed. 
Butt  B>  to'  him  appear*d,  he  wrote  the 'last : 
In  this  he  me^nt  not  to  accuse  the  maid-— 
Love,  in  some  cases,  ceases  to  upbraid. 

Yet  not  indifferent  was  our  Lover  g^wn. 
Although  the  ardour  of  the  flanie  was  flown ; , 
He  still  of  Phosbe  thought,  her  lip,  her  smile- 
But  grew  contented  with  his  fate  the  while. 
Thus,  not  inconstant  were  the  youthful  pair-— 
The  Lad  xemember'd  still  the  Lass  was  fidr ; 
And  Phoebe  still,  with  half-affected  sich,  . 
Thought  it  a  pity  that  such  love  should  die ; 
And  had  they  then,' with  this  persuasion,  met, 
Love  had  rekindled,  and  been  glowing  yet 

But  times  were  changed :  no'  mention  now  was 

made 
By  the  old, Squire,  or  by  the  young,  of  trade. 
The  Worthy  Lady,  and  her  children  all. 
Had  due  respect — ^The  People  at  the  Hall. 
^  His  Worship  now  read  Burn,  and  lalk'd  with  skill 
About  the  poor-house,  and  the  turnpike-bill ; 
I^ord  of  a 'manor,  he  had  serious  claims. 
And  knew  the  poaching  rascals  by  t^eir  names : 
And  if  the  father  thus  improved  his  mind. 
Be  sore  the  children  were  not  far  behind : 
To  rank  and  riches  what  respect  was  due. 
To'  them  and  theirs  what  deference^  well  they 

knew; 


And,  from  the  greatest  to  the  least,  cookl  ahow 
What  to  the  favouring  few  the  favour*d  many  owcb 

The  mind  of  man  must  have  whereon  to  work. 
Or  it  will  rust— we  see  it  in  the  Turk ; 
And  Justice  Danvers,  though  be  read  the  news. 
And  all  of  law  that  magistrates  peruse,— 
Bills  about  roads  and  charities,— yet  stUl 
Wanted  employ  his  vacant  mind  to  fill ; 
These  were  not  like  the  sliipping^  once  his  pride. 
Now,  with  his  blue  surtout,  laid  all  aside. 

No  doubt,  his  spirits  in  their  ebb  to  raise. 
He  found  some  help  in  men*s  respect  and  praise- 
Praise  of  bis  house,  his  land,  his  lawn,  his  trees— > 
He  cared  not  what — to  praise  him  was  to  please : 
Vet  though  his  rural  neighbours  caUM  to  dine. 
And  some  might  kindly  praise  his  food  and  wioe^ 
This  was  not  certain,  and  another  day, 
He  most  the  visit  and  the  priiise  repay. 

By  better  motives  urged — we  will  suppose— 
He  thus  began  his  purpose  to  disclose 
To  his  good  lady :— "  We  have  lived  a  year. 
And-  never  ask*d  our  firiends  the  Ravners  here : 
Do  let  us  ask  them — as  ibr  Richard's  flame. 
It  weAt,  we  see,  as  idly  as  it  came-— 
Invite  them  kindly — here 's  a  power  of  room. 
And  the  poor  people  will  be  glad  to  come. 
Outside  and  in,  the  ooadi  wu  hoM  them  aB, 
And  set  them  down  beside  the  garden  walL** 

The  Lady  wrote,  for  that  njnB  all  he  meant, 
Kind  soul !  by  asking  for  his  wife's  assent : 
And  every  Rayner  was  besought  to  come 
To  dine  in  Hulver  HalPs  grand  dining-room. 

About  this  time  old  Rayner,  who  had  lost 
His  Friend*s  advice,  was  by  misfortune  crossed : 
Some  debtors  faiPd,  when  large  amounts  were  doe^ 
So  large,  that  he  ^s  nearly  tailing  too ; 
But  he,  grown  wary,  that  he  might  not  fail. 
Brought  to  in  adverse  gales,  and  shortenM  sail : 
This  done,  he  rested,  and  could  now  attend 
The  invitation  of  his  distant  Friend. 

**  Well !  he  would  go ;  but  not,  indeod,  t*  admin 
The  state  and  grandeur  of  the  new-made  Squire  ; 
Danvers,  belike,  now  wealthy,  might  impart 
Some  of  his  goid  $  for  Danvers  had  a  heart. 
And  may  have  heard,  though  guarded  so  aroimd, 
That  I  have  lost  the  fortune  he  has  found : 
Yes !  Dick  i^  kind,  or  he  and  his  fine  seat 
Might  go  to        where  we  never  more  should  meet** 
Now,  lo !  the  Rayners  all  .at  HoJver  Place,— 
Or  Hulver  HaJl— ^"t  is  not  a  certain  case ; 
*T  is  only  known  that  Ladles*  notes  w^re  sent 
Directed  both  ways,  and  they  always  went 

We  pass  the  greetings,  and  the  dinner  pass, 
All  the  male  gossip  o*er  the  sparkling  glass. 
And  female,  when  retired : — ^The  Squire  invites 
His  Friend,  by  sleep  refieshM,  to  see  his  sighted 
His  land  and  lions,  granary,  barns  and  crops. 
His  dairy,  piggery,  pinery,  apples,  hops; — 
But  herea^tll  appears,  and  Peter  Rayner  stops. 

^  Ah !  my  old  Friend,  I  give  you  joy,"  he  cries  i 
**  But  some  are  bom  to  fall,  and  some  to  rise ; 
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Yoa  *re  better  many  a  tboosand,  I  tJie 
Dick,  there  'a  no  deaimg  with  a  failing  purse ; 
Nor  does  it  shame  me  (mine  ia  all  mischance) 
To  wish  some  friendly  neighbour  would  advance** — 
-^■^ — But  here  the  guest  on  such  a  theme  was  low. 
His  host,  meantime,  intent  upon  the  show, 
In  hearing  heard  not — tbey^came  out  to -see,— 
And  pushing  forward — ••  There  *•  a  view,"  quoth 

be; 
**  Obeerve  that  ruin,  built,  you  see,  to  catch 
The  gazerV  eye ;  tbat  cottage  witii  the  thatch — 
It  coat  me — goesa  you  what  !**— ^that  sound  of  eo^t 
"Was  accidental,  but  it  was  not  lost 

**  Ab !  my  good  Friend,  be  sure  such  things  as 
tbese 
Suit  well  enough  a  man  wh6  lives  at  ease : 
Think  what  *  The  Betsy'  co9t,  and  think  th«  shock 
Of  loeipg  her  upon  the  Dodder.Rock : 
The  tiding  reaoh'd  me  on  the  very  day 
That  villam  robb*d  u^  and  then  ran  away. 
LoM  upon  loss!  now  if ** 

"Do  stay  a  bit;* 
EzdaimM  the  Squk e«  **  these  matters  hardly  fit 
A  morning  ramble — let  ne  show  you  now 
My  team  of  oxen,  and  my  patent  plough. 
Talk  of  your  horses ! — I  the  plan  condemn — 
They  eat  us  up — but  oxen !  we  eat  them ; 
For  first  they  plough  and  bring  us  bread  to  eat, 
And  then  we  fat  and  kill  them — there  *8  the  meat 
What 's  your  opinion  ?" — 

— •*  I  am  poorly  fed, 
And  much  afraid  to  want  both  meat  o'nd  bread,** 
Said  Rayner,  half  indignant ;  and  the  Squire 
6igli*.d,  as  he  felt  he  must  no  more  require 
A  man,  whose  prospects  fail'd,  his  prospecta  to  ad- 
mir^ 

Homeward  they  moved,  and  met  a  gentle  pair. 
The  poor  man's  ciaughter,  and  the  rich  man's  heir 
This  caused  some  tbought ;  but  on  the  couple  went, 
And  a  soft  hour  in  ten^  converse  spent 
This  pair,  in  Act,  their  passion  roused  anew. 
Alone  much  comfort  from  the  visit  drew. 

At  homo  the  Ladies  were  engaged,  and  all 
Sliow'd  or  were  shown  the  wonders  of  the  Hall ; 
From  room  to  room  the  weary  gnests  went,  on. 
Till  every  Rayner  wish'd  the  show  was  done. 

Home  they  retum'd :  the  Father  deeply  sigh'd 
To  find  he  vainly  had  for  aid  applied : 
t|  hurt  him  much  to  aak — and  niore  to  be  denied. 

The  younger  Richard,  who  alone  BU8tain*d 
The  dymg  Friendship,  true  to  love  remain'd: 
His  Phcefe's  smiles,  altitough  he  did  not  yet 
Fly  to  behold,  he  could  not  long  forget ; 
Nor  durst  he  visit,  nor  was  love  so  strong, 
That  he  could  more  than  think  bis  Father  wrong ; 
For,  wrong  or  right,  that  father  still  profesB*d 
The  most  obedieni  son  should  fare  the  best 

So  time  pBM*d  on ;  the  second  sprinr  appeared, 
Ere  Richard  ventured  on  the  deed  he  feai-*d : — 


He  dared  at  length ;  and  not  ao  much  for  love, 
I  grieve  to  add,  but  that  he  meant  to  prove 
He  had  a  will : — Hie  father,  in  reply, 
This  known,  had  aqswer'd,  **  So  my  son^  have  I.** 
But  Richard's  courage  was  by  piuJcnce  taught. 
And  he  his  nymph  in  secret  service  sought 
Some  days  of  absence — not  with  full  benaent,  ^ 
But  with  slow  leave — were  to  entreaty  lent ; 
And  forth  the  Lover  rode,  uncertain  what  he  meant 

He  reach'd  tha  dwellinc'  he  had  known  so  long', 
Whoa  a  pert  damsel  told  him,  *^he  was  wrong ; 
Their  house  she  did  not  just  precisely  know, 
But  he  would  iind  it  somewhere  in  the  Row  ; 
The  Rayners  now  were  come  a  little  down. 
No  more  the  topmost  people  in  the  town  ;'* 
She  might  have  added,  they  their  life  enjoy*d. 
Although  on  things  leas  hazardous  employM. 


This  was  not  much ;  but  yet  the  damsel's  i 
Anil  the  Row-dwelling  of  a  lass  so  dear, 
Were  aomewhat  startling.    He  had  heard,  indeed. 
That  Rayner's  business  did  not  well  succeed : 
But  what  of  that  7  They  lived  in  decent  atyle. 
No  doubt,  and  Phoebe  still  retain'd  her  smile ; 
And  why,"  he  asked,  **  ahoold  all  men  choose  to 

dweU 
In  broad  cold  streets  7 — the  Row  does  Just  aa  well, 
Quiet  and  snug ;"  and  then  the  favourite  maid 
Rose  in  his  fiincy,  tastefully  array*d, 
Looking  with  grateful  joy  upon  the  swain, 
Who  could  his  love  in  trying  times  retain. 

tSoothcAi  by  auch  thoughts,  to  the  new  house  he' 
came,  - 
Survey'd  its  aspect,  sigh'd,  and  gave  hia  name. 
But  ere  they  open'd,  he  had  waited  long. 
And  ■  heard  a  moVement^-Was  there  somewhat 

wrong? 
Nay,  but  a  friendly  party,  he  was  told  i 
And  look'd  around,  as  wishing  to  behold 
Some  friends — But  these  were  not  the  frienda  of  old 

Old  Peter  Rayner,  in  his  own  old  mode. 
Bade  the  Squire  welcon^e  to  his  new  abode, 
For  Richard  had  bean  kind,  and  doubtleaa  meant 
To  make  propoeala  now,  and  ask  oonaent 
Mamma  and  misses  too,  were  civil  all ; 
But  what  their  awkward  courtesy  to  call. 
He  knew  not ;  neither  could  he  well  express 
His  sad  sensations  at  their  strange  address. 
And  then  their  laughter  loud,  their  story-telling, 
All  seem'd  befitting  to  that  Row  and  dwelling ; 
The  hearty  welcome  to  the  various  treat 
Was  lost  on  him— he  could  nor  laugh  nor  eat 

But  one  thing  pleased  hhn,  when  he  look*d 

around. 
His  dearest  Phcebe  could  not  there  be  found  : 
**  Wise  and  discreet,**  he  says,  **  she  shuns  the 

crew  - 
Of  vulgar  neighbours,  some  kind  aet  to  do; 
I  In  some  fair  house,  some  female  friend  to  meet, 
Or  take  at  evening  prayer  in  church  her  seat" 

Meantime  there  rose,  amid  the  ceaaeless  din, 
A  mingled  scent,  that  crowded  room  within, 
Rum  and  red-herring,  Cheshire  cbeeae  and  gin  • 


981 


CRABBE'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


.Pipes,  too,  and  punch  and  sausages,  wkh  tea, 
Were  things  tliat  Richard  .was  (SstUrbV)  to  see. 
Impatient  now,  he  l^tl  them  in  disdain, 
To  call  on  Phoebe,  when  he  CalPd  again ; 
To  walk  with  her,  the  morning  fair  and  bright, 
And  lose  the  painHil  feelin|r8  &[  the  night 

All  in  the  Row,  and  tripping  at  the  side  * 
Of  a  young  Sailor,  he  the  nymph  espied. 
As  homeward  hastening  with  her  happy  boy,  . 
She  went  to  join  the  party,  and  enjoy. 
**  Fie !"  Pheebe  cried,  as  her  companion  spoke, 
Yet  laugh'd  to  hear  the  fie^com felling  joke; — 
Just  then  her  chance  to  meet,  her  shame  to  know, 
Her  tender  Richard,  moving  sad  and  slow,  "- 
.  Musing  on  things  full  strange,  the  manners  of  the 
Row. 

At  first  amazedv  and  then  alarmed,  the  fiiir 
Late-Iaughing  maid  now  stood  in  -dumb  despair : 
As, when  a  debtor  meets  in  human  shape 
The  foe  of  debtors,  and  cannot  escape, 
He  stands  in  terror,  nor  can  longer  aim 
To  keep  his  credit,  or  preserve  his  name, 
Stood  Phoebe  fix*d  !  **  Unlucky  time  and  phce  } 
An  earlier  hour  had  kept  me  from  disgrace  !*^ 
She  thought-^but  now  the  sailor,  undismay*d. 
Said,  **  My  dear  Phoebe,  why  are  you  afraid  ? 
The  man  seems  civil,  or  he  soon  should  prove 
That  I  can  well  defend  the  girl  I  love. 
Are  you  not  mine  7"    She  utterM  no  reply ; 
**  Thine  I  must  be,"  she  thought ,-"  more  foolish  I?" 
While  Richard  at  th(B  soene  stood  route  ttpd  woii- 
dering  by. 

.  His  spirits  hurried,  but  his  bosom  light, 
He  left  his  Phoebe  with  a  calm  *^  good  night" 
So  Love  like  Friendship  fell !    The  youth  awhile 
]>reamt,  sorely  moved,  of  Phoebe's  witfching  smite- 
But  learnM  in  daylight  visions  to  forego 
Tfie  Sailor's  laughing  Lass,  the  Phoebe  of  the  Row. 

Home  toroM  joang  Richard,  in  due  time  to  tarn, 
With  all  old  Richard's  zeal,  the  leaves  of  Bum ; 
And  home  tnm'd  Phoebe — in  due  time  to  grace 
A  tottering  cabin  with  a  tatter'd  raoe. 


TALE  XVIII. 

THE  BOAT  RACE. 


t  Farewell  and  Return,] 


I. 

The  man  who  dwells  where  party  Spirit  reigns, 
May  feel  its  triumphs,  but  must  wear  its  chains ; 
He  must  the  friends  and  foes  of  party  take 
For  his,  and  snfier  for  his  honour's  sake ; 
When  once  enlisted  upon  cither  side, 
He  must  the  rude  septennial  storm  abide*^ 
A  storm  that  when  its  utmost  rage  is  gone. 
In  oold  and  angry  mutterings  murmurs  od : 


A  slow  unbending  scam,  a  cold  disdain, 
Till  years  bring  the  full  tempest  back  again. 

Within  our  Borough  two  stiff  sailors  dwelt^ 
Who  .both  this  party  storm  and  triumph  felt ; 
Men  who  had  liiients,  and  were  both  design'd 
For  better  things,  but  anger  made  them  blind. 

.In  the  same  year  they  married,  and  their  wives 
Had  pass'd  in  niendship  their  yet  peaceful  Uvea, 
And;  as  they  married  in  a  time  of  peace. 
Had  no  suspioion  that  their  love  most  cease. 
In  fkct  it  did  not;  but  they  met  by  stealth,  " 

And  that  perhaps  might  keep  their  love  in  health  i 
Like  children  watch'd,  desiroos  yet  afraid. 
Their  visits  all  were  with  discretion  paid. 

One  Captain,  so  by  courtesy  we  call 
Our  hoy's  commanders — they  are  captaina  all- 
Had  sons  and  daughters  many ;  while  but  obe 
The  rival  Captain  bleecCd*— a  darling  son. 
ESach  was  a  burgess  to  his  party  tied, 
And  each  was  fiz'd,  but  on  a  dmforent  side ; 
And  he  who' sought  his  son's  pare  mind  to  fill 
With  wholesome  food,  would  evil  too  instil. 
The  last  in  part  succeeded — ^but  in  part — 
For  Charles  had  sense,  had  virtue,  had  a  heart; 
And  he  had  soon  the  cause  of  Natmfe  tried 
With  the  stem  father,  but  tiiis  father  died ; 
Who  on  his  death-bed  thus  his  son  addresa'd : — 
**  Swear  to  me,  Charies,  and  let  my  spirit 
Swear  to  our  party  to  be  ever  tme, ' 
And  let  me  die  in  peace— I  pray  thee,  da** 

With  some  reluctance,  but  obedience  more. 
The  weeping  youth  reflected,  sigh'd,  and  swa 
Trembling,  he  swore  for  ever  to  be  true, 
And  wear  np  colour  but  the  untainted  Blue : 
This  done,  the  Captttin  died  in  te  much  joy. 
As  if  he'd  wrought  salvation  for  his  boj. 

The  female  friends  their  wuhes  yet  retain'd. 
But  seldom  met,  by  female  fears  restrain'd  f 
Yet  in  such  town,'\vhere  girls  and  bbys  most  mceti 
And  every  house  is  known  in  every  street, 
Charles  had  before,  nay  since  his  father's  death. 
Met,  say  by  chance,  the  young  Elizabeth  ; 
Who  was  both  good  and  graceful,  and  in  trath   - 
Was  but  tQO,  pleasing  to  th'  observing  youth ; 
And  why  J  know  not,  but  the  youth  to  her 
Sepm'd  just  that  being  tliat  she  could  prefer. 
Both  were  disposed  to  think  that  party-strife 
Destroy'd  the  happiest  intercourse  of  life ; 
Charles,  too,  his  growing  ]>assion  could  defend-*-> 
His  father's  foe  be  call'd  his  mother's  frien^ 
Mothers,  indeed,  he  knew  were  ever  kind  ; 
But  in  the  Captain  should  he  favour  6nd  T  , 
He  doubted  this — yet  could  he  that  command 
Which  fathers  love,  and  few  its  power  withstand. 

The  mothers  both  agreeed  their  joint  requeat 
Should  to  the  Captain  jointly  be  adidress'd ; 
Apd  first  the  lover  should  hb  heart  assail. 
And  then  the  ladies,  and  if  all  should  fiiil,  ' 
They  'd  singly  watoh  the  liour,  tod  jointly  might 
prevail. 
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The  (Xptun*fe  heart,  aHhongh  aiuised  to  melCk 
A  stronff  impranion  fxx>in  persuasion  felt; 
His  pri&  was  soAenM  hjr  the  prayers  he  heard, 
And  then  advantafe  in  the  match  appear'd. 

At  length.he  answer'd,—- **Ijei  the  lad  enfist 
In  oar  gSod  canae,  and  I  no  mere  resist ; 
For  I  have  sworn,  and  to  my  oath  am  tnie. 
To  hate  that  colour,  that  rebellioas  Blue. 
His  father  once,  ere  master  of  the  brif  , 
For  that  advantafe  turned  a  rascal  Wbi|^: 
Now  let  the  apn — a  wife  *s  a  better  thins^— 
A  Tory  tmn,  and  say,  God  save  the  fongt 
For  I  am  pledged  to  senr^  that  sacred  cause. 
And  lore  m j  country,  while  I  keep  her  Uws,^* 

The  women  trembled ;  for  they  knew  fiiH  well 
ISie  &ct  they  dare  not  to  the  Captain  tell; 
And  the  poor  youth  declared,  with  tears  and  siffhs, 
**  My  oath  was  paas'd ;  I  dare  not  oompromise/* 

But  Charles  to  reason  made  his  strong  appeal, 
And  to  the  heart— lie  bade  him  think  and  feel: 
T%e  Captain  answering,  with  reply  as  strong^^ 
•If  you  be  riffht,  then  how  can  I  be  wrong T  . 
Tou  to  your  mther  swore  to  take  his  part; 
I  to  oppose  it  ever,  head  and  heart; 
You  to  a  parent  made  your  oath,  and  I 
To  God!  and  can  I  to  my  Maker  lie  ? 
Maeh,  my  dear  lad,  I  for  your  sake  would  do, 
But  I  h«ve  sweni,  and  to  my  oath  am  true.** 

Thus  stood  thto  paitiea  when  my  fortunes  bore 
Me  far  away  from  this  my  native  shore : 
And  who  prevaiTd,  I  Know  not— Young  or  Old ; 
But,  I  hemotk  you,  let  the  ta^  be  told. 

II. 

P^— How  &red  these  ioinrs  ? .  Many  a  time  I 
thooffht 
How  witn   their   ilUtarr«d   passion   Time   luu) 

wrooght. 
Bid  either  party  from  his  oatfi  retiedoi 
Or  were  they  never  frem  tbe  bondage  freed  f 
f 

F^— Alas !  repFied  my  Friend— the  tale  I  tell 
With  some  reluctanoe,  nir  can  do  it  welL 
There  are  three  females  In  the  place,  and  they, 
Like  skilfal  painters,  could  the  facts  portray, 
In  their  strong  eokurs— ell  thai  I  Can  do 
li  to  present  a  weak  imperfSsct  view : 
file  colours  I  must  leave — ^tbe  ounines  shall  be 
true. 

8ooa  did  each  party  nee  the  other's  mind. 
What  bound  them  both,  and  what  was  like  to  bind ; 
Oaths  deeply  taken  in  such  time  and  place, 
To  break  tbem  now  waa  dreadful — ^was  disgrace. 

•  That  oath  a  dying  &ther  bade  me  take, 
^  I— yourself  a  &Uier— can  I  break  7*' 

"That  oath  which  I  a  living  sinner  took, 
fhall  I  make  yoid,  and  yet  for  mercy  look  V^ 

The  women  wept;  the  men,  themselves  distresi^d, 
fhe  oMel  rage  of  party  leal  taofhssM : 

as  aY 


But  solemn  oaths,  though  sprung  from  party  aeal, 
Feel  them  we  most,  as  Christians  ought  to  feeL 

Yet  shall  a  youth  so  good,  a  girl  to  fair, . 
From  their  obedience  only  draw  despair  ? 
Must  they  be  parted  7    Is  there  not  a  way 
For  them  both  love  and  duty  to  ebev  7 
Strongly  they  hoped ;  and  by  their  mends  around 
A  way,  at  kiost  a  level's  Way,  was  fbpnd. 

**  Give  up  your  vote;  yea  *11  then  nft  kmger  be 
Free  in  one  sense,  but  in  the  better  free." 
Such  was  of  reasoning  friends  the  kind  advice, 
And  how  could  lovers  in  such  case  be  nice  7 
A  man  may  swear  to  walk  directljr  on 
While  sight  vsmains;  but  how  if  sight  be  gone? 
**  Oaths  are  not  binding  when  the  puty^s  drad ; 
Or  when  the  power  to  keep  the  oath  is  fled  i 
If  I  *ve  no  vote,  I  *Ve  neither  friend  nor  foe, 
Nor  c^n  be  said  on  either  side  to  go.** 
They  were  no  casuists  »—•*  Weur   the  Captain 

cried, 
**  Give  up  your  vote,  man,  and  behold  your  bride  !* 

Thus  was  itfix*d,and  fiz*d  the  day  for  both 
To  take  the  vow,  and  set  aside  the  oath. 
It  ffave  some  pain,  but  all  agreed  to  say, 
**  Xou  're  now  absolved,  and  have  no  other  way : 
*T  is  not  expected  you  should  love  resign 
For  man's  commands,  tbi  love's  are  all  divine.** . 

When  aB.  is  quiet  and  the  mind  at  rest, 
An  in  the  calm  of  Innocence  are  blest ; 
But  when  some  scn^ile  mixes  with  our  joy,   ' 
We  love  to  give  the  anxious  mind  employ. 

In  autumn  late,  when  evening  suns  were  bright, 
The  day  was  fix'd  the  lovers  to  unite ; 
But  one  before  the  eager  Captain  chose 
To  break,  with  jocund  act,  bis  glrPs  repose. 
And,  sailor-like,  said,  "  Hear  how  I  intend 
One  day,  before  the  day  of  days,  to  spend ! 
All  round  the  quay,  and  by  the  river's  side. 
Shall  be  a  scene  of  glozr  for  the  bride. 
We  'U  have  a  Raoi,  ancl  colours  will  devise 
For  every  boat,  for  every  ^man  a  prize : 
But  that  which  first  returns  shall  bear  away 
The  proqdest  pendant— Let  us  name  the  day." 

T^ey  named  the  day,  and  never  mom  more  bright 
Rose  on  the  river,  nor  so  proud  a  sight : 
Or  if  too  calm  app^ar'd  the  cloudless  skies^ 
Ekperienced  seamen  said  the  wind  would  rise. 
To  that  full  quay  from  this  then  vacant  plaee 
Throng'd  a  vast  crowd  to  see  the  promised  Races 
'Mid  Iwats  new  painted,  all  with  streamers  ikir, 
That  flagg'd  or  nutter'd  in  that  quiet  air— 
The  Ceirtain's  boat  that  was  so  gay  and  trim. 
Tint  made  his  pride,  and  seem'd  as>roud  of  him— 
Her,  in  her  beau^,  we  might  all  discern. 
Her  rigging  new,  and  painted  oo  the  stern. 
As  one  who  could  not  in  the  contest  fail, 
«  Learn  of  tike  IffOs  i^vttlwe  to  saiL*^ 

So  forth  they  started  at  the  signal  gun. 
And  down  the  river  had  three  leagues  to  nm; 
This  sail'd,  they  then  their  watery  way  rstnea, 
And  the  first  landed  oenquert  in  the  moe 
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The  crowd  await  till  they  no  more  diaoeni, 
Then  parting,  saj,  ^  At  evening  w«  retoite.** 

I  could  proceed,  but  yon  will  gvmm  the  fat6, 
And  but  too  well  my  tde  anticl^ite. 

P. — Trtie !  yet  proceed — 

F.— The  lovers  had  flome  tfrief 
In  this  day*8  parting,  but  the  time  was  brief; 
Afid  the  poor^girl,  tetween  his  smiles  and  syghs, 
Ask*d,  **  Do  you  wish  to  gain  so  poor  a  prixe  7" 

**  But  that  your  fbther  wishes,**  he  replied, 
**  I  Would  the  honour  had  been  still  denied : 
It  makes  me  gloomy,  though  I  would  be  gay, 
And  oh !  it  seems  an  everlasting  day.** 
80  thouffht  the  lass,  and  as  she  said.  Farewell ! 
■Soft  sighs  arose,  and  tears  unbidden  ML 

The  mom  was  calm,  and  even  till  noon  the  strong 
Unru^led  flood  moved  quietly  along ; 
;  tn  the  dead  calm  thd  billows  softly  fell, 
'  And  mock*d  the  whistling  sea-boy *s  favourite  ipell 
So  rests  at  noon  the  reaper,  but  to  rise 
With  mightier  force  and  twofold  energies. 
The  deep,  broad  stream  moved  somy,  all  was 

hush*d, 
When  o*er  the  flood  the  freeze  awakening  bnuh*d ; 
A  sullen  sound  was  heard  along  the  deep. 
The  stormy  spirit  rousing  from  bis  sleep ; 
The  porpoise  rolling  on  the  troubled  wstfe^ 
Unwieldy  tokens  of  his  pleasure  gave ; 
Dark,  chilling  clouds  the  troubled  deep  deform, 
And  led  by  terror  downward  rush*d  the  storm. 

As  evening  came,  along  the  river's  side, 
Or  on  the  quay,  impatient  crowds  divide, 
And  then  collect;  some  whispering,  as  aftaij  . 
Of  what  th^y  saw,  and  more  of  what  they  said, 
And  yet  must  speak :  how  suddefn  and  how  great 
The  danger  seem'd,  and  what  might  be  Uie  rate 
Of  men  so  to^*d  about  in  craft  so  small,    . 
Lost  m  the  dark,  and  subject  to  the  squalt. 
Then  sounds  are  so  appalling  in  the  night. 
And,  could  we  see,  how  terrible  the  sight ; 
None  knew  the  evils  that  they  all  suspect. 
And  Hope  at  once  they  covet  and  reject 

But  where  thai  wife,  her  friend,  her  daughter, 
where  ? 
Alas  1  in  grief,  in  terror;  in  despair — 
At  home,  abroad,  upon  the  quay.  No  rest 
In  any  place,  but  where  tliey  are  not,  best* 
FearfGl  they  ask,  but  drea^  the  sad  reply, 
And  many  a  sailor  tells  the  friendly  He^ 
**  There  is  no  dahger — that  is,  we  believe, 
And  think— «nd  &pe" — ^but  this  does  not  deoeive. 
Although  it  soothes  them ;  while  they  look. around, 
TrembOng  at  every  sight  and  every  sound. 

Let  me  pot  dwell  on  terrors It  is  dark. 

And  lights  are  carried  to  and  fro,  and  hark ! 
There  is  a  cry— ^  a  boat,  a  boat  at  hand  .**'  . 
What  a  still  terror  is  there  now  on  land  ! 
''Whose,  whose 7**  they  all  inquire,  and  none  can 
undevstand. 


At  lengjlh  they  come— and  oh !  how  then  rejoice 
A  wife  and  children  at  that  welcome  voice : 
It  is  not  Iheirs— but  what  l^ve  these  to  iell  ? 
«*  Where  did  you  leave  the  Captain— were  they 

Alas  \  they  knew  not,  they  hod  felt  an  awe 
In  dread  o[  death^and  knew  not  what  they  saw. 
Thus  they  depart->-The  evening  darker  grows. 
The  light  shakes  wildly,  and  as  wildly  blovro 
The  stotmy  night-wind :  fear  possesses  all. 
The  hardest  ji^fts,  in  this  sad  intervaL 

But  hark  again  to  Voioes  loud -and  high ! 
Onee  more  that  hope,  that  dread,  that  agony. 
That  parting  expectation.!    **Oh!  revnd 
»  What  must  be  known,  snd  think  what  pangs  wa 
feeir* 

In  vain  they  askl    The  men  now  landed  speak 
Confused  and  quick,  and  to  escape  them  seek. 
Our  female  party  on  a  sailor  press. 
But  nothing  learn  that  makes  thehr  terror  less ; 
Nothing  the  man  con  show,  or  nothing  will  coathma^ 
To  some,  indeed;  they  whisper,  bringing  news 
For  Uiem  alone,  but  others  they  refuse ; 
And  steal  away,  as  if  they  could  not  bear 
The  griefs  they  cause,,and  if  they  cause  must  shsra. 

They  too  are  fonel  and  our  unhappy  TTiree, 
"Half  wild  with  fear,  are  trembling  on  Uie  quigr- 
Thoy  can  no  ease,  no  peace,  no  quiet  fisd. 
The  storm  is  gathering  in  the  troubled  inmd ; 
Th<Mights  afler  thoughts  in  wiM'^uccesslon  rise^ 
And  all  within  is  changing  like  the  skies. 
Their  friends  persuade  them,  ••  Do  depart,  we  pray  !* 
They  will  not,  must  not,  cannot  go  away. 
But  cfailFd  with  icy  fear,  for  certain  tidings  stay. 

And  now  again  there  must  a  boat  be  seenr— 
Men  run  logdher  1    It  must  something  mean ! 
Somei  figure  moves  upon  the  ousy  bound 
Where  flows  the  tide— Oh!  what  can  he  bsre* 

founds— 
What  lost  7    And  who  is  he  7— The  only  one 
Of  the  loved  three— the  Caittain*B  younger  soa. 
Their  boat  was  fill*d  and  sank — He  knows  no  moro^ 
But  that  he  only  hardly  reach'd  the  shore. 
He  saw  them  swimmiuff — for  he  once  was  near-^ 
But*  he  was  sinking,  and  he  could  not  hear ; 
And  then  the  waves  cutPd  round  him,  but  at  length. 
He  struck  upon  the  boat  with  dying  strength. 
And  that  preserved  him :  when  he  tum*d  around. 
Naught  but  ^e  dark,  wild,  biUo wy  flood  was  found—- 
That  flood  was  all  he  saw,  that  flood's  the  only 

,  •sound — 
Save  that  the  angry  wind.  With  ceaseless  roar, 
Dash*d  the  wild  waves  upon  the  rocky  shore. 

The  Widows  dwell  together-^eo  we  call 
The  younger  Woman ;  widow'd  are  they  all-: 
But  she,  the  poor  Elizabeth,  it  seems 
Not  life  in  her — she  lives  not,  but  she  dreams ; 
She  koks  on  Philip,  and  in  him  can  find 
Not  much  to  mark  in  body  or  in  mind — 
He  who  was  saved ;  and  then  her  very  so^ 
Is  in  that  scene ! — Her  thoughts  beyond  control^ 
Fiz*d  on  that  night,  and  bearing  her  aJang^ 
Amid  the  waters  terrible  and  strong  & 
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Till  there  she  sees  within  the  troubled  wares 
The  bodies  sinking  in  their  watery  paYes, 
When  from  her  loTer  yieldui;  up  his  breath, 
There  eomes  a  ▼oice,*-Farewell,  Eli^beth ! 

Yet  Resignation  in  the  house  is  seen, 
Snbdu^d  Amictien,  Piety  serene,  ■ 
And  Hope  for  ever  striving  to  instil 
The  balm  for  ^(jf— *«  K  is  the  Heavenly  will  :^ 
And  in  that  wiH  our  doty  ^ids  us  rest, 
For  all  that  Heaven  ordains  is  good,  is  best ; 
We  sin  and  sufier-— tills  alone  we  know. 
Grief  is  our  portion,  ia  our  part  below ;   * 
But  we  'shall  rise,  that  woVld  of  bliss  to  see, 
Where  sin  and  sufiering  never  more  shall  be. 


TALE  XIX. 


MASTER  WILLIAM;  OR,  LAD'S  LOVE. 


[f^ewdl  and  Return,] 


I  HATS  remembrapoe  of  a  Bot,  whose  mind 
Was  weak :  he  seera*d  not  for  the  world  desigii*d, 
Seem*d  not  as  one  who  in  that  world  oould  strive, 
And  )(eep  his  spirits  even  and  alive— 
A  feeling  Bot,  and  happy,  though  the  less, 
Wrtxna  that  fine  foeHng,  form'd  for  happiness.  * 
His  mother  left  him  to  his  favourite  ways. 
And  what  be  made  his  pleasure  brought  him  pnuse. 

Romantic,  tender,  visionary,  mild, 
Afibctionate,  reflecting  when  a  child. 
With  fear  insfiiictive  he  fh>m  harshness  fled. 
And  gentle  tears  for  all  who  sufferM  shed ; 
Tales  of  misfortune  touchM  his  generous  heart, 
Of  maidens  left,  and  lovers  forced  to  part    ^ 

In  spite  of  all  that  weak  indulgence  wrought^ 
That  love  permitted,  or  that  flattery  taught, 
In  spite  of  teachers  who  no  fault  would  find. 
The  Boy  was- neither  selfish  nor  unkind. 
Justioe  and  truth  his  honest  heart  approved. 
And  all  Ihings  lovelv  he  admired  and  loved, 
Arabian  Nights,  9fM  Persian  Tales,  he  read. 
And  his  pure  mind  with  brilliant  wondi^rs  fod. 
The  long  Romances,  wild  Adventures  fired 
ffis  stirring  thoughts :  he  felt  lik6  Boy  inspired. 
The  cruel  fi^rbt,  the  constant  love,  the  art 
Of  vile  magicians,  thrillM  his  inmost  heart: 
An  early  Quixote,  dreaming  dreadfbl  sighb 
Of  warring  dragons,  and  victorious  knights : 
In  everv  dream  some  beauteous  Princess  shone, 
Thp  pride  of  thousands,  and  the  prize  of  one. 

Not  yet  he  read,  nor  reading,  would  approve, 
The  Novel^s  hero,  or  its  ladies*  love. 
He  would  Sophia  for  a  wanton  take, 
Jones  for  a  wicked,  nay  a  vulgar  rake; 
He  would  no  time  on  SmoUetrs  page  bestow  ; 
Soeh  men  be  knew,not,  would  dis£iin  to  knqw  i 


And  If  he  read,  he  travellM  slowIyoYi, 
Teased  by  tlie  tame  and  fitultlees^randison. 
He  in  that  hero's  deeds  could  not  delight — 
**  He  loved  two  ladies,  and  he  would  not  fight** 
The  minor  works  of  this  proKfic  kind 
Presented  beings  he  could  never  find ; 
Beings^  he  thought,  that  no  man  should  describe, 
A  vile,  intriguing,  lying,  perjured  tribie, 
With  impious  habits,  and  dishonest  views ; 
The  men  he  knew,  had  souls  they  fear*d  to  lose ; 
These  had  no  views  that  could  their  sins  control. 
With  them  nor  fears  nor  hopes  disturb*d  the  souL 

To  dear  Romance  with  fresh  delight  he  tum'd. 
And  vicious  men,  like  recreant  cowards,  spum*d. 

The  0«ipture  Stories  h^  with  reverence  read. 
And  dukf  took  his  Bible  to  his  bed. 
Yet  Joshua,  Samson,  David,  were  a  race 
He  dared  not  with  his  favourite  heroes  place. . 
Young  as  he  was,  the  difference  well  he  knew 
Between  the  Trutii,  and  what  we  &ncy  true. 
He  was  with  these  entranced,  of  those  afraid,         |^ 
With  Guy  he  trin^ph'd,  but  with  David  pray*d. 

II- 

P«— Such  was  the  Bot,  and  what  the  man  would  be, 
I  might  oonjectare^  but  oould  not  foresee. 

l^w— -He  hu  his  trials  met,  his  troubkaeeen. 
And  now  deluded,  now  deserted,  been* 
His  easy  nature  has  been  oft  assall*d 
By  grief  asBumed,  scorn  hid,  and  flattery  veil'd. 

P^^-But  has  he, -safe  and  cautious,  shunn*d  the 


That  life  presents  7—1  ask  not  of  its  cares. 

Pw-^Your  gentle  Boy  a  course  of  life  began,- 
That  made  him  what  he  is,  the  gentle-roan, 
A  man  of  business.    He  in  courts  presides 
Among  their  Worships,  whom  his  j  udgment  guidss 
He  in  the  Temple  studied,  and  came  down 
A  very  lawyer,  though  without  a  gown ; 
^till  he  is  kind,  but  prudent,  steady,  just, 
And  takes  but  little  what  he  hears  on  trn^t ; 
He  has  no'  visions  now,  no  boyish  plans ; 
All  his  designs  and  prospects  are  the  man*s. 
The  man  of  sound  discretion —  ? 

P- — How  so  made  7  . 
What  could  hu  ipind  to  change  like  this  persuade-— 
What  first  awaken*d  our  romantic  fi'lend —  ' 
For  such  he  is— 

R — If  yon  would  know,  attend. 

In  those  gay  yews,  when  boys  their  manhood' 
prove. 
Because  tliey  talk  of  girls,  and  dream  of  love, 
In  William*s  way  there  came  a  maiden  fair. 
With  sofl,  meek  look,  and  sweet  retiring  air ; 
With  just  the  rosy  tint  upon  her  oheek, 
Willi  sparkling  eye,  and  tongue  unused  to  speak. 
With  manner  decent,  quiet,  chaste,  that  one. 
Modest  himself,  might  love  to  look  upon, 
As  William  look*d ;  and  thus  the  gentle  Squire 
Began  fhe  Nymph,  albeit  poor»  t*  admire. 
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She  was,  to  wH,  the  nrdener*s  niece ;  her  place 

Gave  to  her  care  the  Ladj'a  ailks  and  lace. 

With  other  datiea  of  an  easy  kind ; 

And  left  her  time,  as  much  she  felt  inclined, 

T*  adorn  her  gracefbl  form,  and  fill  her  craYin; 

mind; 
Nay,  left  her  leisure  to  employ  some  hours 
Of  the  lone  day,  amon(|r  her  uncle*s  flowers-^ 
Myrtle  and  rose,  of  which  ih^  took  the  care, 
And  vair  as  sweet  as  pinks  and  lili0s  are. 

Such  was  the  damsel  whom  our  Youth  beheld 
With  passion  unencourag^d,  unrepeU*d : 
For  how  encourage  what  was  not  in  ¥iew  7 
Or  how  repel  what  strove  not  to  pursued 


What  books  inspired,  or  gtowtn^  fiuM^  llMght, 
What  dreams  suggested,  or  reflection  taU||||l, 
Whate'er  of  k>Te  was  to  the  mind  oonVey'd, 
Was  all  directed  to  his  darling  maid. 
He  saw  his  damsel  with  a  lover's  eyes, 
A&pliant  ikncy  wove  the  ikir  disguise  ; 
^  Quixote  he,  who  in  his  nymph  could  trace 
The  liigh^wm  beauty,  changed  and-M>utof  ukoe. 
'Riat  WiUiam  loved,  mamma,  with  easy  smile. 
Would  jesting  say ;  but  love  might  grow  the  while 
The  damsePfl  self,  with  unasfiraiinff  pride, 
With  love  so  led  by  fear  was  gratmiML 

What  cause  for  censure  f    Could  a  man  zepiore 
A  child  fat  fondness,  or  miscaH  it  love  7 
Not  William's  self;  yet  well  infbrmed  was  be, 
That  love  it  was,  and  endless  love  would  be. 
Month  after  menth  the  sweet  delusion  brdd 
Wild  fbvertsh  hopes,  that  flourish'd,  and  then  fled, 
Like  Fanny's  sweetest  flower,  and  that  was  lost 
In  one.  cold  hour,  by  one  harsh  morning  flrost 

In  some  soft  evenings,  *mid  the  garden's'  bloom. 
Would  William  wait,  till  Fanny  chanced  to  6ome ; 
And  Fanny  caipe,  by  chance  it  may  be ;  still. 
There  was  a  gentle  bias  of  the  will. 
Such  as  the  soundest  minds  may  act  upon. 
When  motives  of  superior  kind  are  gone. 
There  then  they  met,  and  Master  William's  look 
Was  the  less  timid,  fbr  he  held  a  book ; 
And  when  the  sweetness  of  the  evening  hours. 
The  fresh  soft  air,  the  beauty  of  the  flowers. 
The  nip ht-bird*8  note,  the  gently  falling  dew, 
Were  ul  discuss'd,  and  alienee  would  ensue, 
Tliere  were  some  lovely  Line»— if  she  coul4  stay— 
And  Fanny  rises  not  to  go  away. 


Back  to  thy  source  now,  Xanthus,  nm, 

Paris  is  now  a  prinoe  of  Troy : 
He  leaves  the  iFair  his  flattery  won, 

Himself  and  country  to  destroy. 

He  seises  on  a  soverdgn's  wife,- 
The  pride  of  Greece,  and  with  her  flies ; 

He  causes  thus  a  ten  years'  strife. 
And  with  his  dying  parent  dies. 

Oh !  think  me  not  this  Shepherd's  Boy, 
Who  from  the  Maid  he  loves  would  ran: 

Oh !  think  me  nut  a  Prince  of  Troy, 
By  whom  such  treacherous  deeds  are  done.'* 


**Toung  Paris  was  the  shepherd's  priilp. 
As  well  the  fair  .£none  knew ; 

They  sat  the  mountain's  stream  beside. 
And  o'er  the  bank  a  pophtf  gtow. 

'Upon  its  bark  tl)is  verse  he  traced, — 
Bear  witness  to  the  vow  I  make ; 

Thou,  Xanthus,  to  thy  source  shalt  hasta^ 
Ere  I  my  matchless  maid  forsake. 

!No  prince  or  peasant  lad  am  I, 

Nor  crown  nor  crook  to  me  belong; 

0ttt  I  will  love  thee  till  I  die. 
And  die  before  I  do  thee  wrong. 


The  Lines  were  read,  and  many  an  i^ye  word 
Pronounced  with  em^asis,  and  imdersoored. 
As  if  the  writer  had  resolved  that  all 
His  nouns  and  verba  ahould  be  emphatieaL 
But  what  they  were  the  damsel  little  thought. 
The  sense  escaped  her,  but  the  voice  she  caught; 
Soft,  tender,  trembling,  and  the  Hpsy  felt 
As  if  by  listening  she  unfiiirl}r  cteah : 
Fbr  she,  if  not  mamma,  had  rightly  sfUess'd, 
That  William's  boasm  was  no  seat  of  rest . 

But  Love's  young  hope  must  die^— There  ww  m 
day. 
When  nature  amiled,  and  all  around  was  gay ; 
The  Bmr  o'ertook  the  damsel  «a  she  went 
The  village  road-^4mknown  vras  her  intent ; 
He,  happy  hour,  when  lock'd  in  Fanny's  arm, 
Walk'd  on  enamour'd,  every  look  a  charm ; 
Tet  her  soft  kMiks  were  but  her  heart's  disguise^ 
Theie  was  no  anawering  love  in  Fanny's  eyas : 
But,  or  by  prudence  or  by  pity  moved. 
She  thouffht  it  time  his  felly  was  reproved ;  ■ 
Then  tocuL  her  measures,  not  perchance  without 
Some  ooosoious  pride  in  what  ahe  was  about. 

Along  the  brook,  with  gentle  paoa  they  go. 
Hie  Touth  unconscious  of  th*  impending  wo; 
And  oft  he  urged  the  absent  Maid  to  talk. 
As  she  was  wont  in  many  a  former  walk ; 
And  stiU  she  ibwly  walk'd  beside  the  brook. 
Or  look'd  around— fer  what  could  Fanny  look  f 
Something  there  must  be  I  What,  did  not  appear ; 
But  WilUam'a  eye  betray'd  the  anxious  fear ; 
The  cause  unseen  S—^ 

<But  who,trith  giant-sfrideb 
Bounds  o'er  the  brook,  and  is  at  Fanny's  aide  7 
Who  takes  her  arm  7  and  oh  !  what  villain  dares 
To  press  those  lips  7  Not  even  her  tips  he  spares! 
Nay,  ahe  herself,  the  Fanny,  the  divine, 
Lip  to  his  lip  can  wickedly  incline ! 
Hie  lad,  unnerved  by  horror,  with  an  air 
Of  wonder  quits  her  arm  and  looks  despair ; 
Nor  win  proceed.    Oh  no !  he  must  return. 
Though  his  drown'd  sight  cannot  the  path  < 

**Gome,  Master  William  !  come.  Sir,  let  us  on. 
What  can  you  fear  7  You  're  not  afraid  of  John  7" 

**What  ails  otir  youngster  7"  qUoth  the  hotly 
swain. 
Six  feet  m  height— btit  he inqninaiu  Tain. 
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William,  in  deep  resentment,  ecana  the  frame 
or  the  ibnd  giant,  and  abhors  .his  name ; 
Thinks  bim  a  demon  of  th*  infernal  brood« 
And  longs  to  shed  his  most  pernicious  blood. 

Again  the  monster  spake  in  thoughtless  joj,-~ 
**  We  shall  he  married  soon,  my  pretty  Boy ! 
And  dwell  in  MsdamV  cottage,  where  you  *1I  see 
The  strawberry.beds,  and  cherries  on  the  tree.*^ 

Back  to  hu  home  in  silent  scorn  returned 
Th*  indignant  Boy,  and  all  endearment 'qyum'd. 
Fanny  perforce  with  Master  takes  her  way, 
^ut  finds  him  to  th*  o*erwhelming  grief  a  pcey. 
Wrapt  in  rea^iitful  silence,  till  he  came 
Where  he  might  vent  his  woes,  and  hide  his  shmme. 

Fierce  was  his  strife,  hoi  with  siiccess  he  strove. 
And  freed  his  troubled  breast  from  fruitless  lore ; 
O^  what  of  love  his  reason  faiPd  to  cool 
Was  lost  and  perish'd  in  a  pabfic  sehool, — 
Those  seats  and  souroes  both  of  good  and  ill. 
By  what  they  cpre  in  Boys,  and  what  they  IdJL 


TALE  XX. 


The  will. 


[FareweU and  Return] 


Tmm  to  his  Friend  an  angry  Father  spoke — 
••  Nay,  do  not  think  that  I  the  Will  revoke. 
My  ^md  Son  in  every  wnj  I  *ve  tried. 
And  ev«rv^vioe  have  found  in  him  but  pride ; . 
For  he,  of  pride  possess'd,  would  meaner  vices  hide. 
Money  he  wastes,  I  will  not  say  he  spends ; 
He  neither  makes  the  poor  nor  rich  his  friends — 
To  those  he  nothing  gives,  to  thew  he  never  loids. 

'T  is  fbr  himself  each  legal  pale  he  breaks; 
He  joins  the  miser*s  spirit  to  the  rake's : 
like  the  worst  Roman  in  the  worst  of  timee, 
He  can  be  guilty  of  conflicting  crimes ; 
Ch«edy  of  others*  wealth,  unknown  the  use. 
And  of  his  own  contemptuously  profuse. 

To  foch  a  mind  shall  I  my  wealth  confide. 
Thai  you  to  nobler,  worthier  ends,  may  guide  7 
No !  let  my  Will  my  scorn  of  vice  express. 
And  let  him  learn  repentance  firom  distress.** 

So  said  the  Father ;  and  the  Friend,  who  spum*d 
Wealth  ilLacquired,  his  sober  speech  retum'd — 
**  The  youth  is  faulty,  but  his  ftults  are  weigh'd 
With  a  strong  bias,  and  by  wrath  repaid  ; 
Pleasure  deludes  him,  not  the  vain  design 
Of  making  vices  unallied  combine. 
He  wastes  your  wealth,  for  he  is  yet  a  boy ; 
He  covets  more,  for  be  would  more  enjoy^ 
For,  my  good  firiend,  believe  me,  very  few. 


At  onoe  are  prodigals  and  misers  too — 
The  spendthrift  ^oe  engraAed  on  the  Jew. 
Leave  me  one  thoosand  pounds ;  for  I  confess  ' 
I  hav«  my  wants,  and  will  not  tax  you  less. 
Birt  your  estate  let  this  young  man  enjoy  ; 
If  he  reforms,  you  *ve  saved  a  grateful  lioy,    ^ 
If  not,  a  father*i  cares  and  troubles  cease, 
You  *ve  done  your  duty,  and  may  rest  in  peace.** 

The  Will  in  hand,  the  Father  musing  stood. 
Then  gravely  answer^,  "  Your  advice  is  good ; 
Yet  take  the  paper,  and  in  sa&ty  keep ; 
I  *11  make  another  Will  before  I  sleep ; 
But  if  I  hear  of  some  atrocious  deed. 
That  deed  I  *11  bum,  and  yours  will  then  suctieedL 
Two  thousand  I  bequeath  you.    No  reproof! 
And  there  are  small  bequests — he '11  have  enough; 
For  if  he  wastes,  he  would  wHh  all  be  poor^ 
And  if  he  wastes  not,  he  will  need  no  more.** 

The  Friends  then  parted :  this  the  Will  posses^d. 
And  that  another  made— so  things  had  rest 

George,  who  was  oonscious  that  his  Father  gttw 
Sick  and  infirm,  enga^  in  nothing  new  ;  , 
No  letters'came  fhim  mjured  man  or  maid. 
No  bills  from  wearied  duns,  that  must  be  paid,    . 
No  fieroe  reproaches  fkom  deserie^  fair, 
Mi3t*d  with  wild  tenderness  of  desperate  pray  tf ; 
So  hope  rose  softly  in  the  parent's  breast) 
He  dying  cail'd  hui  spn  and  fondly  blest, 
Hail'd  ibb  propitious  tear»  and  mildly  sunk  to  rest 

Unhappy  Youth !  ere  yet  flie  tomb  was  closed. 
And  dust  to  dust  convey'd  in  peace  reposed. 
He  sought  his  fiither*s  closet,  seaich'd  around, 
Td  find  a  Will  •  the  important  Will  was  found. 

Well  pleased  he  read,  **  These  lands,  this  manoir 

Now  call  me  master  !^I  obey  the  oaU.** 

Then  firom  the  window  look'd  the  valley  o'er, 

And  never  saw  it  look  so  rich  before. 

He  view'd  the. dairy,  view'd  the  men  at  plough, 

With  other  eyes,  with  other  feelings  now. 

And  with  a  new-fonn'd  taste  found  beauty  In  a  ooi^ 

The  distant  swain  who  drove  the  plough  along 

Was  a  good  usefiil  shive,  and  passing  strong ! 

In  short  the  view  was  pleasing,  nay,  was  fine, 

**  Good  as  my  father's,  excellent  as  mine !" 

Again  he  reads,— but  he  had  fead  enough ; 
What  follow'd  put  his  virtue  to  a  proof. 
**  How  this  7  to  David  Wright  two  thousand  poundsC 
A  monstrous  sum !  beyond  all  reason  *:— zounds  I 
This  is  your  friendship  running  out  of  bounds. 

Then  here  are  cousins  Susan,  Robert  Joe, 
Five  hundred  each.    Do  they  deserve  it?    No! 
Claim  they  have  none — I  wonder  if  they  know 
What  the  good  man  intended  to  bestow  ! 
This  might  be  paid— but  Wright's  enormous  sunu 
Is— I  'iu  alone — there 's  nobody  can  come^- 
'T  is  all  his  hand,  no  lawyer  was  eroploy'd 
To  write  this  prose,  that  ought  to  be  destroy'd ! 
To  no  attorney- would  mj  father  trust : 
He  wishM  his  «on  to  judge  of  what  was  just; 
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Afl  if  he  Mid,  *My  "boy  will  find  the  Will, 
And,  AS  he  likes,  destroy  it  or  flilfll^ 
This  now  is  reason,  this  I  understand — 
What  Was  at  his,  is  now  at  my  comnsand. 
As  fbr  this  paper,  with  these  oousins*  nttmes, 
I—- *t  is  mif  Will— commit  it  ^o  the  flames. 
Hence !  disappear !  now  am  I  lord  alone : 
Thuy  Ml  groan,  I  know,  bat,  curse  tliem,  let  them 

groan.  ^    . 

Who  wants  his  money  like  a  new-made  heir. 
To  put  all  things  In  order  and  repair  ? 
I  need  the  whole  the  worthy  man  could  save,. 
To  do  my  father  credit  .in  his  graVe: 
It  takes  no  trifle  to  have  squires  convey'd 
To  their  last  house  with  honour  and  parade. 
.  All  this,  attended  by  a  world  of  cost. 
Requires,  demands,  that  nothing  should  be  lost 
These  fond  bequesti  cannot  demanded  be- 
Where  no  Will  is,  can  be  no  legacy ; 
.And  none  is  here !  I  safely  swear  it — none  l^— 
The  very  ashes  are  dispersed  and  gone.  ' 
All  would  be  well,  woutd  that  sartie  sober  Friend, 
'That  Wright,  my  father  on  hjfl  way  attend : 
TMy  fears — but  why  afraid? — my  troables  then 
would,  end." 

In  triumi^,  yet  in  trouble,  meets  our  Squire 
The  friends  assembled,  who  a  Will  require 
^  There  is  no  Will,"  he  nidr^They  murmur  end 
retire. 

•Days  pass  away>  while  yet  the  Heir  is  blest 
HBy  pleasant  cares,  and  thoughts  that  banish  rest ; 
w  hen  comes  the  Friend,  and  asks,  in  solemn  tone,. 
Ltf  he  may  see  the  busy  Squire  alone. 

They  are  Sn  private— «]1  about  b  still — 
When  thus  the  Guest :— *«  Your  father  left  a  Will^ 
-And  I  would  see  if'-^Rising  in  reply, 
The  youth  beheld  a  fix'd  and  piereing  eye. 
From  which' his  own  receded  ;  and  the  sound. 
'Of  his  own  words  was  in  disorder  drown'd. 
'  He  answer'd  soflly, — **  I  in  vain  have  spent 
iDays  Sn  the  search ;  I  pray  you  be  content; 

.And  if  a  Will -'**    The  pertinacious  man, 

At  if  displeased,  with  steady  tone  began,— 
*^  There  is  a  Will— produce  it,  for  you  can."— 

**  Sir,  I  have  eooght  in  viun,  and  what  the  use  ? 
^What  has  no  being,  how  can  I  produce  7" 

**  Two  days  I  give  you ;  to  m^  words  attend,** 
Was  the  reply,  **  and  let  the  business  end." 

Two  days  were  pafll,  and  still  the  same  reply  * 
•To  the  same  question—"  Not  a  Will  have  I." 

More  grave,  more  earnest,  then  the  Friend  appear*d; 

He  spoke  with  power,  as  one  who  would  be  heard, — 
"**  A  Will  your  fether  made !     I  witneas*d  one." 
'  The  Heir  arose  in  anger — *•  Sir,  begone !  ^ 

'Think  you  my  spirit  by  your  looks  to  awe  ? 
*Ge  to  your  lodgings^  friend,  or  to  your  law : 
VTo  what  would  vou  our  easy  souls  persuade  ? 
^Ooce  more  I  tell  you,  not  a  Will  was  made : 
'There  *s  none  with  me,'I  swear  it — ^now^  deny 
.  This  if  you  can  !'*— 

**  That,  surely,  cannot  I ; 

Nay,  I  believ6  you,  and  a9  no  such  deed 

ill  round  with  you,  iku  surely  will  succeed  !**— 


He  said,  and  from  his  pocket  slowly  drew 
Of  the  first  testament  a  copy  true, 
And  held  it  spread  abroad,  that  he  might  see  it  too. 
**  Read,  and  be  sure ;  your  parent's  pleasure  ncc    ; 
Then  leave  this  mansion  and  these  lands  to  me.** 

He  said,  and  terror  seized  the  guilty  yoath ; 
He  saw  hb  'misery,  meanness,  and  the  truth ; 
Could  not  before  his  sterii  accuser  stand. 
Yet  eould  not  quit  that  hall,  that  park,  that  land  ; 
But  when  surprise  had  pa8s*d  away,  his  grief 
Began  to  think  in  law  to  find  relief 

"**  While  courts  are  open,  why  should  I  despmir  f 
Juri^  will  feel  for  an  abandonM  heir ; 
I  will  resist,"  he  said,  impellM  by  pride : — 
**  I  must  submit,**  recurring. fear  replied. 
As  wheels  the  vane  when*  winds  around  it  plaj. 
So  his  strong  pas^ons  tum*d  him  every  way ; 
But  growing  terrors  seized  th*  unhappy  youth : 
He  knew  tl^  Man,  and  more,  he  knew — ^tbe  Tmllk 
When,  stung  by  all  he  fear*d,  and  all  he  felt. 
He  sought  for  mercy,  and  in  lerrof  knelt 

Orieved,  but  indignant,--**  Let  me  not  deflpiaa 
Thy  fether*s  son,"  replied  the  Friend:  **-ariae! 
To  my  fiz*d  purpose  your  attention  lend. 
And  know,  your  fete  will  on  yourself  depend.  . 

Thou  shaJt  not  want,  young  man!   nor  yet 

abound. 
And  time  shall  try  thee,  if  thy  heart  be  sound  ; 
Thou  shfdt  be  watched  till  thou  hast  leam*d  to  know 
Th*  AU-Beeing  Watcher  of  the  world  below, 
^d  worlds  above,  and  thoughts  within;  IHmd 

Whom 
Must  be  thy  certain,  just,  and  final  doom. 
Thy  doors  all  closely  barrM,  thy  )vindows  bfind. 
Before  all  silent,  silent  all  behind — 
Thy  hand  was  stretchM  ijo  do  whate*er  thy  aoiit 
In  secret  would — no  mortal  could  control 
Oh,  fool  I  to  think  that  thou  thy  act  oouldst  keep 
From  that  All-piercing  Eye,  which  cannot  sleep! 

Go  to  thy  trial !  and  may  I  with  thee, 
A  fellow-sinner,  who  to  m^rcy  flee^— 
That  mercy  find,  as  justly  I  dispense 
Betwee^  thy  frailty  and  thy  penitence 

Go  to  thy  trial !  and  be  wise  in  time, 
And  know  that  no  man  can  conceal  a  crime. 
God  and  his  Conscience  witness  all  that  *s  done. 
And  these  he  cannot  cheat,  he  cannot  shun. 
What,  then,  could  fortune,  what  could  safety  give, 
If  He  with  these  at  enmi^  most  live  ? 

Go!**^-and  the  young  man  from  his  preaenee 
went, 
Confuted,  uncertain  of  his  own  intent— 
To  sin,  if  pride 'prevail*d ;  if  saflen*d,  to  repent- 

II. 

P.— -Livid  yet  the  Friend  of  that  unhappy  Boy, 
Who  could  the  Will  that  made  him  rich  destroy. 
And  made  him  poor  7    And  what  tho  after>pUn^ 
For  one  'so  selfish,  of  that  stem,  good  man  7 
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F.-*-^Cboo0fH''  nid  this  Friend,  »tfaj  w&j  in 
life,  and  I 
.  Win  roeaoB  to  aid  thee  in  thy  work  supply." 
He  will  the  army,  thougfht  this  guardian,  choQse, 
And  there  the  sense  of  his  dishonour  lose. 

Humbly  he  answer'd,--^**  With  your  kind  consent, 
Of  your  estate  I  woukl  a  portion  rent« 
And  fiirm  with  care '' 

*^  AJas !  the  wretched  fruit 
Of  evil  habitj  he  will  hunt  and  shoot" 

So  judged  the  Friend,  but  soon  perceived  a 
change. 
To  him  important,  and  'to  aU  men  strange. 
Industrious,  temperate,  with  the  Bun  h^  rose, 
And  of  his  time  gave  little  to  repose : 
Nor  to  the  labour  only  bent  his  wjU, 
But  sought  experience,  and  improved  with  skil! ; 
With  cautious  prudence  placed  his  g^ins  to  use, 
Inquiring  always,  **  What  will  this  produce  ?** 

The  Friend,  not  long  suspicious^  now  began 
To  think  more  kindlv  of  the  aUer*d  m^n — 
In  his  opinion  alter*cJ,  but,  in  truth. 
The  same  the  spirit  that  stiU  ruled  the  youth : 
That  dwelt  within,  where  other  demons  dwell. 
Avarice  unsated,  and  insatiable. 

Bjit  this  Wright  saw  i)ot :  he  was  more  inclined 
To  trace  the  way  of  a  repenting  mind ; 
And  he  was  now  by  strong  disease  assail'd. 
That  quickly  o*er  ttie  vital  powers  prevailed : 
And  now  the  soniiad  all,  was  rich  beyond 
His  fondest  hope,  and  he^  indeed,  was  fond. 

His  life's  great  care  has  be^  hie  «eal  to  prove, 
Jfkad  time  to  dotage  has  increased  h'is  loVe.- 

'  A  Miser  now,  the  one  strong  paasion  gUideA 
The  heart  and  soul :  there 's  not  a  love  besides. 
Where'er  he  comes,  he  sees  in  every  face 
A  look  that  tells  him  of  his  owti  disgrace. 

..Men's  features  vanr,  but  the  mildest  show 
**  It  is  a  tale  of  in&my  we  know."  .^  . 

Some  with  contempt  the  wealthy  miser  view, 
Some  with  disgust,  yet  mix'd  with  pity  foo ; 
A  port  that  locws  of  wrath  and  hatred  wear. 
And  some,  less  happy,  lose  their  scorn  in  fear. 

Meffliwhile,  devoid  of  kindness,  comfort,  friends, 
On  his  possessions  solely  he  depends. 

Yet  is  he  wretched ;  for  his  fate  decrees 
That  hin  own  feelings  should  deny  him  ease. 
With'bUents  gifted,  he  himself  reproves. 
And  can  but  scorn  the  vile  pursuit  he  loves ; 
He  can  but  feel  that  there  abides  within 
The  secret  shame,  the  unrepented  sin. 
And  the  strong  sense,  that  bids  him  to  confess 
He  has  not  found  the  way  to  happiness 

But 't  is  the  way  where  he  has  traveird  long, — 
And  turn  he  will  not,  though  he  feels  it  wrong;  ' 
Like  a  sad  traveller,  who,  at  closing  day* 
Fmds  he  has  wander'd  widely  from  his  way. 
Yet  wanders  on,  nor  will  new  paths  explore. 
Till  the  night  falls,  and  he  can  walk  ho  more. 


TALE  XXL 


THE  COUSINS. 


[BireweU  and  JZetum.] 

L 

i^. — t  LKFT  a  frugal  Merchant,  who  began 
Bkrly  to  thrive,  and  grew  a  wedthy  man ; 
Retired  fl-om  business  with  a  favourite  Niece, 
He  lived  in  plenty,  or  if  not — in  peace. 
Their  small  affairs,  conforming  to  his  will, 
The  maiden  managed  with  superior  skill. 
He  had  a  nephew  too,  a  brother's  child,r— 
But  James  oiSended,  f9r  the  lad  was  wild : 
Aud  Patty's  tender  soul  was  vex'd  to  hear, 
**  Your  Cousin  James  will  rot  in  gaol,  my  dear ; 
And  now,  I  charge  you,  by  no  kind  of  gift 
Show  him  that  fdly  may  be  help'd  by  thrift" 
This  Patty  heard,  but  in  her  generous  mind 
Precept  so  harsh  could  no  admissioa  find. 

Her  Cousin  James,  too  sure  in  prison,  laid. 
With  strong  petitions  plied  the  gentle  naaid. 
That  flhe  would  humUy  on  their  uncle  press 
His  deep  repentance,  and  his  sore  distress ; 
How  that  he  moumM  in  durance  night  and  day, 
And  which  ftmov'd,  he  would  for  ever  pray. 

I*  Nought  will  I  give  his  worthless  life  to  savei** 
The  Uncle  said ;  and  nought  ii^  fact  he  gave ; 
But  the  kind  maiden  from  her  pittance  took 
All  Ihat  riie  could,  and  gave  with  pitting  look ; 
For  soft  compassion  in  her  boisom  reini'd. 
And  her  heart  melted  when  the  Youth  coinplainM. 
Of  his  comphunts  the  Uncle  loved  to  hear,  - 
As  Patty  told  them,  shedding  manj^  a  tear ; 
While  he  would  wonder  how  the  girl  could  pray 
For  «  young  rake,  to  plaee  him  in  her  way. 
Or  once  admit  him  in  his  Uncle's  view ; 
**,But  the^"  said  he,  "  are  thing;s  that  women  da*' 

Thus  were  the  Cousins,  young, unguarded,  fond,' 
Bound  in  true  friendship-HK>  they  nam'd  the  bond* 
Nor  call'd  it  love — and  James  resolv'd,  when  fTee» 
A  most  correct  and  frugal  man  to  be. 
He  sought  her  prayers,  but  not  for  heavenly  aid : 
•*  Pray  to  mj  Uncle,"  and  she  kindly  pray 'd — 
**  James  will  be  careful,"  said  the  Niece ;  "  and  I 
Will  be  as  careful,"  was  the  stem  reply. 

Thus  he  resifted,  and  I  know  not  how 
He  could  be  soften'(^Is  he  kinder  now  7 
Hard  was  his  heart ;  but  yet  a  heart  of  steel 
May  melt  in  dying,  and  dissaving  feel. 

XL  \ 

F.— What  were  hito  feelings  I  cannot  explain. 
His  actions  onh^  on  my  mind  remain. 
He  never  married,  that  Indeed  we  know. 
But  childless  was  not,  as  his  fbes  could  show^* 
Perhaps  his  friends-^for  friends  as  well  as  foes. 
Will  the  infirmities  of  man  disclose. 
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When  joong,  our  Merchant,  (hough  of  tober 
fame, 
Had  a  rude  ptmion  that  be  oonkl  not  tame ; 
And,  not  to  dwell  upon  the  passion's  striie, 
He  had  a  Son,  who  ncrer  had  a  wife ; 
The  father  paid  just  what  the  law  required, 
Nor  saw  the  infant,  nor  to  see  desired. 
That  infant,  thriving  on  the  pariah  fiire. 
Without  a  parent's  love,  consent,  or  care, 
Became  a  sailor,  and  sootain'd  his  part 
So  like  a  man,  it  touch'd  his  father's  heart  :"- 
He  for  protectioB  gare  the  rei^dy  pay, 
And  placed  the  seamftn  in  preferment's  way ; 
Who  doubted  not,  with  sanguine  heart,  to  rise. 
And  bring  home  riches,  gi^in'd  from  many  a  prize. 
But  Jack— for  so  we  caird  him — Jack  once  more, 
And  never  after,  touch'd  his  native  shore : 
Nor  was  it  known  if  he  in  battle  fell. 
Or  sickening  died--we  sought,  but  none  oonld  teO. 
The  father  sighed — as  some  report,  he  wept; 
And  tfien  his  sorrow  with  ih€  Sulor  slept ; 
Then  tigo  came  on ;  he  found  his  spirits  droopi, 
And  his  kind  Nieee  remsfai'd  the  only  hope. 

PremisiBg  ihiSf  tmr  slory  then  proeeeds      ~ 
Our  gentle  Patty  for  her  Cousin  pleads ; 
And  now  her  Uncle,  to  hia  room  eonfiBed, 
And  kindly  norsed,  was  soflen'd  and  was  kind. 
James,  whom  the  kw  had  from  his  prison  sent)   . 
With  much  contrition  to  his  Uncle  went. 
And,  humbly  knoefing ,  said,  **  Forgive  me,  I  re- 
pent" 
lleproach,  of  course,  his  humble  spirit  bore ;   - 
He  knew  for  pardon  anger  opes  the  door; 
The  man  whom  we  with  too  much  warmth  reprove. 
Has  the  beit  chance  our  softening  hearts  to  move ; 
And  this  he  had-^  Why,  Patty,  bve  !  it  seems," 
Said  the  old  man,  **there'ft  something  good  in 

James : 
I  most  forgive ;  but  yoQ«  my  ehtid,  are  yet 
M^  stay  and  prop ;  I  cannot  thu  forget 
8til],  my  dear  Niece,  as  a  reforming  man,  .  . 

I  mean  to.  aid  your  Cousin,  if  I  can." 
Then  Patty  smiled,  for  James  and  she  had  now 
Time  for  their  loves,  and  pledged  the  constant  vow. 

James  the  fair  way  to  &voiiring  ihooglita  dis- 
eem'd — 
He  leam'd  the  news,  and  told  of  all  he  leam*d ; 
Read  all  the  papers  in  an  eai|y  stj^Ie, 
And  knew  the  bits  would  raise  lus  Unde^s  sn^ ; 
Then-  would  refrain,  Uk  hear  .the  good  man  say, 
^  You  did  not  come  as  usual  yesterday : 
I  must  not  take  you  from  your  duties,  hd. 
But  of  your  daily,  visits  should  be  glad !" 

Patty  was  certain  that  their  Uncle  now 
Would  their  affection  all  it  ask'd  allow ; 
She  Was  convinced  her  lover  now  would  find 
The  post  forgotten  and  old  Uncle  kind. 
^  It  matters  not,"  she  added,  ^  who  receives 
The  larger  portion ;  what  to  one  he  leaves 
We  -both  inherit !  let  us  nothing  hide. 
Dear  James,  from. him  in  whom  we  both  oonfide." 
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Not  for  your  lifo  V*  quoth  James.    ^  Let  Undo 
choose 
ways  for  1M,  or  we  the  way  shall  lose. 


For  know  you.  Cousin,  all  these  i 
"  Nay,  my  dear  James !" — 

*•  Our  worthy  Unek,  Am^ 
And  all  like  Uncle«  like  to  hi  obey'd 
By  their  dependants,  who  must  seem  afraid 
Of  their  own  will  :-^If  we  to  wed  indine. 
You  11  quickly  hear  him  peevishly  repine, 
Object,  dispute,  and  sundry  reasons  ^ive. 
To  prove  we  ne'er  ooold  find  the  means  to  li««  ; 
And  then,  due  credit  for  his  speech  to  gain. 
Hell  leave  us  poor — lest  wealth  should  prove  it  wiau 
Let  hiih  propose  the  measure,  and  then  vre 
May  for  his  pleasure  to  his  phj)  agree. 
I,  when  at  last  assenting,  shall  be  still 
But  giving  way  to  a  kind  Uncle's  will ; 
Then  will  be  deem  it  justy  amends  to  make 
To  one  who  ventured  all  things  for  hu  sake ; 
So,  should  you  deign  to  take  this  worthless  hand. 
Be  sure,  dcAT  Patty,  *t  is  at  his  command.^ 

But  Pvtt^  questionM— Is  it,  let  me  ask, 

The  wtt'of  God  that  we  should  wear  a  mask  ?" 
This  startled  James :  he  lifM  up  his  eyes, 
And  said  with  some  contempt,  besides  snrpnae, 
**  Patty,  my  love !  the  will  of  Ood,  H  is  plain. 
Is  that  we  live  by  what  we  can  obtain; 
Shan  we  a  weak  and  foolish  man  offend. 
And  when  our  trial  is  so  near  an:  end  f 

This  hurtihe  maiden,  and  she  said,  **  Tis  weQ  I 
UuBBk'd  I  will  not  of  your  purpose  tdl. 
But  will  not  Ue."— 

■*  Lie  i  Patty,  BO,  indeed, 
Your  downright  lying  never  will  suoeeed ! 
A  better  way  our  prmtence  may  devise^ 
Than  such  unprofitable  thinss  as  liei. 
Yet,  a  dependant,  if  he  wouki  not  starve. 
The  way  throuffh  life  must  with  discretien  esnre. 
And,  though  a  Tie  he  may  with  pride  disdain, 
He  most  not  every  useleas  troth  maintain. 
If  one  respect  to  these  fond  men  wouhl  show, 
Conceal  the  facts  that  give  them  pain  to  know ; 
While  all  that  pleases  may  be  pkoed  in  viaw. 
And  if  it  be  not,  they  witt  think  it  true.** 

The  humble  Patty  dropp'd  a  silent  tear, 
And  said,  **  Indeed,  't  is  beet  to  be  sincere." 
James  answer'd  noir— there  oonld  be  no  reply 
To  what  be  would  not  grant,  nor  could  deny : 
But  fi'om  that  time  he  in  the  maiden  saw 
What  he  oondemn'd ;  yet  James  was  kept  in  an*^ 
He  felt  her  virtoe,  but  was  sore  afraid 
For  the  frank  blunders  of  the  virtuous  maid. 

Meanwhile  he  daily  to  his  Uncle  read 
The  news,  and  to  his  fiivourite  sulyects  led : 
If  ck>sely  pressV,  he  sometimes  staid  to  dine, 
Eat  of  one  dish,  and  drank  one  glass  of  wine ; 
For  James  was  crafty  grown,  and  f^t  bis  way 
To  favour,  step  by  step,  and  day  by  day  } 
He  talk*d  of  business,  til!  the  Uncle  praed 
The  lad's  opinion,  whom  he  onoe  desjpised. 
And  glad  iq  see  him  thus  his  faults  survive, 
**  This  Boy,*''  quoth  he;  **  will  keep  our  name  aliwb 
Wofnen  are  weak,  and  Patty,  though  the  beitt 
Of  her  weak  sex,  is  woman  like  the  rest : 
An  idle,  husband  will  her  money  spend. 
And  bring  my  hard*^ am'd  aaviogs  to  an  end.** 
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Far  «fl  he  dared,  hiii  Nephew  this  way  led. 
And  told  biB  tales  of  laaees  rasbly  wed, 
Toid  them  as  matters  that  he  heard,—**  He  knew 
Not  where,"  be  said :  *•  they  inigrht  be  false  or  true ; 
One  must  confess  tbat  ffirls  are  apt  to  dote 
On  the  bright  ecarlet  of  a  coxcomb^B  coat; 
And  that  with  ease  a  wooum  they  beguile 
With  a  fool's  flattery,  or  a  rascal's  smile ;. 
But  then,"  he  added,  fearing  to  disfdease, 
**  Our  Patty  neter'sav  such  meti  as  thtte.'* 

*■  True  !^hBt  she  may — some  scoundrel  may  cbm. 
Band 
The  girPs  whole  store,  if  he  can -gain  her  hand : 
Her  very  goodness  will  itself  deceive, 
And  her  weak  virtbe  help  her  to  believe ; 
Tet  she  is  kind ;  and.  Nephew  !  go,  and  say, 
I  zteed  her  now — Tou  *11  come  another  day. 

In  such  discourses,  while  the  maiden  went ' 
About  her  household,  many  an  hour  waa  spent. 
Till  James  was  sure  that  when  his  Uncle  died. 
He  shtHild  At  least  ihfi  property  divide : 
Nor  lonff  had  he  to  wait-4be  fact  wa«  qukskly 
triea. 

The  TJntHe  now  to  his  last  bed  confined, 
To  James  and  Pat|^  his  afiairs  resign'd  ; 
The  doctor  took  his  final  fee  in  hand. 
The  man  of  law  received  bis  last  oomipand  ; 
The  silent  priest  sat  watching  in  his  chair, 
If  he  might  Wake  the  dying  roan  to  prayet,-^ 
When  the  last  groan  was  heard ;  then  all  was  stiU, 
And  James  indulged  his  musing^-^on  the  Will. 

This  in  due  time  waa  read,  and  Patty  saw 
Her  own  dear  Cousin  mode  the  heir-by-law. 
Something  indeed  was  hera,  hot  yet  she  felt 
As  if  her  Uncle  bad  not  kindly  dealt ; 
And  but  thai  James  was.  one  whom'she'could  trust, 
She  would  have  thought  It  cruel  and  unjust 
'Bvea  as  it  waa,  it  gave  her  some  surpriaet 
And  tears  unbidden  started  in  her  eyes ; 
Yet  she  confessM  it  was  the  same  to  her, 
And  it  was  likely  men  would  men  prefer. 
Loath  was  the  Niece  to  think  her  Undo  wrong ; 
And  other  thoughts  engaged  her>— **  Is  it  long 
That  -oustom  bids  us  tury  ere  we  wed, 
When  a  kind  Uncle  is  so  lately  dead  7 
M^fky  rate,"  the  maiden  judged,  ••His  he 
That  first  will  speak-^t  does  not  rest  with  me.** 

James  to  the  ^ill  his  every  thought  confined. 
And  found  some  parts  that  vex'd  his  sober  mind. 
He,  getting  much,  to  angry  thoughts  gave  way, 
For  the  poor  pittance  that  he  had  to  pay. 
With  Pattjr's  larger  daim.    Save  these  done, 
The  weeping  heir  beheld  the  whde  bb  own ; 
Tet  somethmg  painful  in  bis  mind  would  dwell, — 
**  It  was  not  likely,  but  was  possible  :*' — 
Nb'^Fortuoe  lately  waa  to  James  so  kind. 
He  was  determined  not  to  think  her  blind : 
"She  sawJiis  merit,  and  would  never  tbrow 
His  prospects  down  by  such  malicious  blow.** 

Patty,  meanwhile,  had  quite  enough  betray*d 
Of  her  own  mind  to  make  her  James  afraid 
2? 


Of  one  so  simply  pure :  his  hardening  heart 
Inclined  to  anger^— he  resolved  to  part : 
Why  marry  Patty  ?— if  he  look'd^around, 
More  advantageous  matches  might  be  found  ; 
But  though  he  might  a  richer  wife  command. 
He  first  most  bre^  her  hold  upon  his  band. 

She  with  a  spinMer-friend  retired  awhile, 
**  Not  long,"  ahe  said,  and  said  it  with  a  smile. 
Not  so  had  James  determined : — He  essay'd 
To  ihove  suspicion  in  the  genlle  maid. 
Words  not  succeeding,  he  design'4to  pass 
The  spinster*iEi  window  with  some  forward  lass. 
If  in  her  heart  so  pure  no  pang  was  known, 
At  least  he  might  affect  it  in  his  own. 
There  was  a  brother  dT  her  friend,  and  he, 
Though  poor  and  rude,.miffht  serve  for  jealousy. 
If  all  should  fail,  he,  thou^  of  schemes  bereft. 
Might  leave  her  yet!— They  fail'd,  and  she  wai 
lea 

Pdnr  Patty  bore  it  with  a  woman's  mind. 
And  with  an  angd's,  sorrowing  and  resign'd.  . 
Ere  this  in  secret  long  she  w^pt  and  pray'd, 
Long  tried  to  thmk  her  lover  but  dekiy'd 
The  union,  once  bis  hope,  bis  prayer,  his  pride  ;— 
She  codld  In  James  as  m  herself  con^de : 
Was  he  not  bound  by  all  tbat  man  can  bind« 
In  k>ve,  in  honour,  to  be  just  i^id  kind  7 
Large  was  his  deb^  and  when  their  debts  are  large^ 
The  ungratefiil  caned  what  the  just  discbarge ; 
Nor  payment  only  in  their  pride  refuse. 
But  first  they  wrong  ^ir  friend,  and  then  accuse. 
Thus  Patty  finds  her  boeom's  claiMs  denied. 
Her  love  insulted,  and  her  right  defied. 
She  urgfed  it  not ;  her  claim  the  maid  withdrew, 
For  maiden  pride  would  not  the  wretch  pursue: 
She  sigh'd  to  find  him  false,  herself  so  good  aad 
true.  ' 

Now  all  his  fears,  at  least  the  present,  stiQ,^- 
He  talk'd,  good  man !  About  his  uncle's  will,-^ 
**  An  unexpected,",  he  declared^—**  8uq>rised 
Was  he — and  his  good  uncle  ill-advised : 
He  Ho  such  luck  had  look'd  for,  he  was  sure, 
Nor^uch  deseryed,"  he  said,  with  look  demure  ; 
***  He  did  not  merit  such  exceeding  love, 
But  bis,  he  meant,  so  hdp  him  God,  to  prove." 
And  he  has  proved  it!  all  his  tiares  and  schemes 
Have  proved  the  exceeding  love  James  bears  to 
James. 

But  to  proceed, — for  we  have  yet  the  facts 
That  show  how  Justice  looks  on  wicked  acts ; 
For,  though  not  always,  she  at  times  appeara— 
To  wake  in  man  her  salutary  fears. 

James,  restless  grown — for  no  such  mind  csn 
rest — . 
WouM  build  a  house,  that  should  his  weolUi  attest  i 
In  fact,  he  saw,  in  many  a  clouded  face, 
A  certain  token  of  his  own  disgrace  ; 
And  wish'd  tp  overawe  the  murmurs  of  the  place. 

Thd^nish'd  building  shoW*d  the  master's  wealth. 
And  noisy  workmen  drank  his  Honour's  health — 

His  and  his  heirs" — and  at- the  thoughtless  w^rd 
A  strange  commotion  inr  his  bosom  stinr'd. 
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**  Heirs !  said  (he  idiots  ?" — and  again  that  clause 
In  the-  strange  Will  corrected  their  applause. 

Prophetic  fears !  for  now  reports  arose 
That  spoil'd  **  his  Honour^s"  comforts  and  repose. 
A  stout  young  Sailor,  though  in  battle  inaim*d. 
Arrived  In  port,  and  his  possessions  claim^d« 
The  Will  iie  read :  he  sUted  his  demand. 
And  hia  attoruey  ffraspM  at  bouse  and  land. 
The  Will  provided-^**  If  my  son  turvive. 
He  shall  inherit !"  and  lo !  Jack 's  alive  t 
Yes  I  he  was  Uikt  lost  lad,  preserved  by  fatOi 
And  now  was  Dent  on  finding  his  estate^ 
But  claim  like  this  tlie  angry  James  denied* 
•  And  \o  the  law  the  sturdy  heir  applied. 
James  did  what  men  when  placed  like  .him  would 


Avow'd  his  right,  and  fee*d  his  lawyer  too : 
The  ^ill,  indeed,  provided  for  s  son ; 
But  was  this  Sailor  youth  the  very  one  ? 

Ere  Jack*8  strong  proofi  In  all  their  strangth 
were  shown, 
To  gain  a  part  James  used  a  milder  tone ; 
But  the  instructed  tar  would  reign  alone. 

At  last  he  reign*d :  (b  James  a  large  bequest 
Was  frankly  dealt;  the  Seaman  had  the  rest — 
Save  a  like  portion  to  the  gentle  -Niece, 
Who  lived  in  comfort,  and  reffainM  her  peace. 
In  her  neat  room  her  talent  she  employ'd, 
With  more  true  peace  than  ever  James  enjoy'd. 
The  young,  the  aged,  in  her  praise  agreed — 
Meek  in  her  manner,  bounteous  in  her  deed ; 
The  very  children  their  respeet  avowed : 
**  *T  was  the  good  lady,"  they  were  told  and  bow^d. 

The  merry  Seaman  much  the  maid  approved, — 
Nor  that  alone— he  like  a  seaman  loved ; 
Loved  as  a  man  who  did  not  much  complain, 
Loved  like  a  sailor,  not  a  sighing  swain ; 
Had  heard  of  wooing  maids,  but  knew  not  how^ 
**  Lass,  if  you  love  me,  prithee  tell  me  now,** 
Was  his  address — ^but  this  was  nothing  cold — 
^  Tell  if  you  love  me  ;*'  and  she  smiled  and  told. 

Hb  brought  her  presents,  such  as  sailors  buy, 
Glittering  tike  gold,  to  plettse  a  maiden*s  eye, 
All  silk,  and  silver,  fringe  and  finery ; 
These  she  accepted  in  respect  to  him, 
And.  thought  but  little  of  the  missing  limb. 
Of  this  he  told  her,  for  he  loved  to  tell 
A  warlike  tale,  and  judged  he  told  it  well : — 
**  You  mark  me,  love !  the  French  were  two  to  one. 
And  so,  you  see,  they  were  ashamed  to  run ; ' 
We  fought  an  hour ;  and  then  there  came  the  shot 
That  struck  me  here^a  man  must  take  his.  lot 
A  minute  after,  and  the  Frenchman  struck : 
One  nynute  sooner  had  been  better  luck ; 
But  if  you  can  a  cripiried  cousin  like. 
You  ne*er  shall  see  him  for  a  trifle  strike.** 

Patty,  whose  gentle  heart  was  not  so  nice 
As  to  retect  the  thought  of  loving  twice. 
Judged  her  new  Cousin  was  by  nature  kind, 
With  no  suspicions  in  his  honest  mind. 
Such  as  our  virtuous  ladies  now  ^nd  then  • 
Find  strongly  floating  in  the  mind*  of  men. 


do  they  were  married,  and  the  lasses  vow*d 
That  Patty*s  luck  would  make  an  angel  proud  9 
**'  Not  but  that  time  would  come  when  she  mwl 

prove 

That  men  are  men,  no  matter  how  they  love  :**— • 
^  And  Bhb  has  proved  it ;  for  she  finds  her  man 
As  kind  and  true  as  when  their  loves  began. 

James  isiunhappy ;  not  that  he  is  poor, 
But,  having  much,  because  he  has  no  "more ;  . 
Because  a  rival*s  pleasure  gives  him  pain  ; 
Because  hia  vices  work*<l  their  way  in  Tain  ; 
And  more  than  these,  because  he  sees  the  jmile 
Of  a  wroog*d  woman  pitying  man  so  vUe; 

He  sought  an  office,  serves  in  the  excise, 
An4  every  wish,  but  that  for  wealth,  denies  ; 
Wealth  is  the  world  to  him,  and  he  is  worldly  wim^ 
But  disappointment  in  his  ^ce  appears ; 
Care  and  vexation,  sad  regret  and  fears 
Have  fiz*d  on  him  their  fenga,  and  dona  the  motk 
of  years. 

Yet  grows  he  wealthy  in  a  strange  degreet 
And  neighbours  .wonder  jiow  the  ^ct  can  be : 
He  fives  alone,  contracUi  a  sordid  air. 
And  sees  with  sullen  grief  the  cheerfiil  pair ; 
Feels  a  keen  pang,  as  he  beholds  the  door 
Where  peace  abides,  and  muttersr-**  /«•  jmr  f 
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f  AEACHINO  AND  PRACTICE. 


[FkreweU  and  JUturn^ 


Pd — What  I  hav«Lask*d  are  questions  Uiat  relate 
To  those  once  known,  that  I  might  learn  ibetrfrCa. 
But  there  was  One,  whom  though  I  scarcely  kaeWt 
Much  do  I  wish  to  learn  hir  fortunes  toow 
Yet  what  expect  7 — He  was  a  rich  man*a  Heir, 
His  conduct  doubtfiil,  but  his  prospects  feir; 
Thoughtless  and  brave,  extravagant  and  gay. 
Wild  as  the  wjnd,  and  open  as  the  day ; 

His  fireaks  and  follies  were  a  thousand  time, 

Brought  fut!  in  view  :  I  heard  not  of  his  crimea. 
Like  our  Prince  Hal,  his  company  he  chose 
Among  the  lawless,  of  restraint  the  foes; 
But  though  to  their  poor  pleasures  he  oould  i 
He  was  not,  rumour  said,  their  vhHim-dupe. 

His  mother*s  Sister  was  a  maiden  prim. 
Pious  and  poor,  and  much  in  debt  to  him. 
This  she  repaid  with  volumes  of  reproof. 
And  sage  advice,  till  he  would  cry  **  £non|^  !** 

His  fatber*B  Brother  no  such  hints  aIlow*d,-— 
Peevish  and  rich,  and  insolent  and  pnMid, 
Of  stem,  strong  spirit :  Him  the  youth  witbsiood 
At  length,  **  Presume  not  (said  he)  on  our  blood  ; 
Treat  with  politeness  him  whom  you  advise. 
Nor  think  I  fear  your  doting  prophecies  ;** 


POSTHUMOUS  POEMS. 


885 


And  Ikme  htM  told  of  many  an  angry  wofd, 
Wb«n  anger  thia,  and  that  contempt  had  atirr'd.  ' 

•*  Boy  !  thou  wHt  beg  thy  bread,  I  plainly  ace." — 
^  Upbraid  not,  Uncle }  till  I  beg  of  thee." 

"  Oh !  thou  wilt  run  to  niin  and  disgrace." — 
■*  WhAt  f  apd  8o  kind  an  Uncle  in  the  place  ?** 

**  Nay,  for  I  hold  thee  stranger  to  ray  blood." — 
"  Then  roust  I  treat  thee  aa  a  stranger  would : 
For  if  yon  throw  the  tie  of  blood  aaide, 
Tou  must  the  rooghneai  of  your  speech  abide." 

•*  What  \  to  your  father's  Brother  do  you  give 
.A  challenge  ?— Mercy !  In  what  times  we  live !"' 

Now,  I  ooafess,  the  yonth  who  could  supply 
Thus  that  poor  Spinster,  and  could  thus  defy 
This  wealthy  Uncle : — ^who  could  mix  with  them 
Whom  his  strong  sense  and  feeling  must  condemn, 
And  in  their  f^U^s  his  amusement  find, 
Yet  never  lose  the  vigour  of  his  mind — 
A  youth  nice  this,  with  much  we  must  reprove, 
Had  something  still  to  win  esteem  and  love. 
Perhaps  he  lives  not ;  but  he  seem'd  not  made 
'to  pass  through  life  entirely  in  the  shade. 

p, — Suppose  you  saw  him, — does  your  mind  re- 
tail 
6e  much,  that  you  would  know  the  man  again  ? 
Yet  hold  in  mind,  he  may  have  felt  the  press 
Of  grief  pr  guilt,  the  withering  of  distress ; 
He  now  may  show  the  ptamp  of  wo  and  pain, 
And  nothing  of  his  lively  cast  remain. 

Survey  these  features— see  if  nothing  there 
^ay  old  impressions  on  your  -mind  repair !  . 
Is  tnere  not  something  in  this  shatterM  frame 
lake  to  that 


P.— No !  not  like  it,  but  the 
Tliat  eye  so  brilliant,  and  that  smile  so  gay, 
Are  Hgnted  up,  and  sparkle  through  decay. 

Bat  may  I  question  ?  Will  you  that  allow  ? 
There  was  a  diflforence,  and  there  must  be  now ;" 
And  yet,  permitted,  I  would  gladly  hear 
What  must  have  pass*d  in  many  a  troubled  year. 


Pv— -Then  hear  my  tale ;  but  I  the  priee  den\and ; 
That  understood,  I  too  must  understand 
Thy  wapdcfings  through,  or.  sufferings  in  the  land ; 
And,  if  our  virtues  cannot  much  produce, 
Perhaps  our  errors  may  be  feund  of  use. 

To  all  the  wealth  my  fether's  care  kid  by, 
I  i^ded  wings,  and  taught  it  how  to  fly. 
To  him  that  act  bad  .been  of  grievous  sight. 
But  he  survived  not  to  behold  the  flight 
Strange  doth,  i^  seem  to  grave  and  sober  minds, 
How  the  dear  vice  the  simple  votary  blinds, . 
So  that  he  goea  to  ruin  smoothljr  on. 
And  searceiy  feels  he  *s  going,  till  he  *s  gone. 

I  had  made  over,  in  a^hicky  hour, 
Funds  fer  my  Aunt,  andr  placed  beyond  my  power  :< 


The  rest  was  flown,  I  speak  it  with  remorse. 
And  now  a  pistol  seem'd  a  thing  in  oourse. 

But  though  its  precepfs  I  had  not  obey'd. 
Thoughts  of  my  Bible  made  me  much  afraid 
Of  siMh  rebellion,  and  though  not  content, 
I  must  live  on  when  life's  supports  were  spent ;  ^ 
Nay,  I  must  eat.  and  of  my  frugal  Aunt 
Must  grateful  take  what  gracious  she  would  grant; 
And  true,  she  granted,  but  with  much  discourse ; 
Oh !  with  ^at  words  did  she  her  sense  enferce  I 
Great  was  her  wonder,  in  my  need  that  I 
Should  on  the  prop  myself  had  raised  rely— - 
I,  Who  provided  for  her  in  my  care, 
**  Must  be  assured  how  little  she  coidd  spare !"    ' 

I  stood  confounded,  and  with  angry  tone. 
With  rage  and  grief^  that  blended  odth  and  groan, 
I  fled'  her  presence— ^et  I  saw  her  air 
Of  resignation,  and  I  heard  her  praver ; 
**Now  Heaven,"  she  utter'd,  '*make  his  burden 

light!"— 
And  I,  in  parting,  cried,  **  Thou  Hypocrite  !* 

-But  I  was  wtong^— she  might  have  meant  to 
pmy; 
Though  not  to  give  her'seul— her  cash— *away. 

Of  course,  my  Uncle  would  the  spendthrift  shun  9 
So  friends  on  earth  I  now  could  reckon  none. 

One  mom  I  rambled,  thinking  of  the  past. 
Far  in  the  country — Did  you  ever  fast 
Thrqagh  a  long  summer's  day  7  or,  sturdy,  go 
To  pluck  the  crab,  the  bramble,  and  the  sloe. 
The  hyp,  the  cornel,  and  the  beech,  the  food 
And  the  wild  solace  of  the  gypsy  brood  7 
To  pick  the  cress  embro¥^'d  by  summer  sun, 
From  the  dry  bed  where  streams  no  longer  run  7 
Have  vou,  like  schod-boy,  mingling  play  and  toil, 
Dug  tor  the  ^ound-nut,  and  enjoy'd  the  spoil  7 
Or  /cJiafed  with  feverish  hand  the  ripening  wheat, 
Resolved  to  fast,  and  yet  compelPd  to  eat  7 

Say,  did  you  this,  and  drink  the  crystal  springs 
And  think  yourself  an  abdicated  king. 
Driven  from  your  stete  by  a  rebellious  race  ? 
And  in  your  pride  contending  with  disgrace, 
Could  yon  your  hunger  in  your  anger  lose. 
And  call  tiie  ills  you  bear  the  ways  you  choose  7 

Thus  on  myself  depending,  I  began   . 
To  feel  the  pride  of  a  negjMM  man  ; 
Not  yet  correct,  but  still  I  could  command 
Unshaken  nerves,  and  a  determined  hand. 

**  Lo !  men  at  work !"  I  said,  **  and  I  a  man 
Can  work  !  I  feel  it  is  my  pride,  I  can.*' 
This  said,  I  wafider'd  on,  and  join'd  the  poor, 
Assumed  a  labourer's  dress  and  was  no  more 
Than  labour  made— Upon  the  road  I  broke 
Stones  for  my  bread,  and  startled  at  the  stroke ;     . 
^t  Bvery  day  the  labour  seem'd  more  light. 
And  sounder,  sweeter  still  the  sleep  of  every  nijght 

*•  Thus  will  I  live,"  I  cried,  **  nor  more  return 
To  herd  with  men,  whose  love  and  hate  I  spurn. 
AH  creatures  toil ;  the  beast,  if  Umed  or  free, 
Must  toil  fer  daily  sustenance  like  me ; 
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The  featherM  people  hunt  m  weQ  u  nog. 
And  oatch  their  flying  food  upoQ  the  wing.  ' 
The  fish,  Uie  inbect,  all  who  live,  employ 
Their  powers  to  keep  on  life,  or  to  enjoy, 
Their  Hit  th*  enjoyment ;  thus  will  I  proceed, 
A  man  from  raan*B  detested  faToors  freed.** 

Thus  was  I  reasoning,  when  at  length  there 
came 
A  gift,  a  present,  but  without  a  nam& 
**  That  Spinster-witch,  has  she  then,  found  a  way 
To  cure  Iier  conscience,  and  her  Nephew  pay, 
And  sends  her  pittanoe  7    Well,  and  let  it  buy 
What  sweetens  labour ;  need  I  this  deny  7 
I  thank  her  not;  it  is  as  if  I  foond 
The  fairy-gift  upon  this  stony  ground.** 

Stall  I  wrought  ofti ;  again  oecuired  the  day. 
And  then  the  same  addition  to  my  pay. 

Then,  lo !  another  Friend,  if  not  the  same. 
For  that  I  knew  not,  with  a  message  came— • 
**  Canst  keep  accounts?**  the  man  was  ploaaed  to 

ask-* 
•"  I  oould  not  cash  !-4nit  that  t!^  hafder  task.** 
**  Tet  try,**  he  said ;  and  I  was  quickly  brought, 
To  Lawyer  Snell,  and  in  hb  office  taught 
Not  much  m^  pay,  but  my  desires  were  less, 
And  I  for  enl  days  resemd  th*  excess. 

Such  day  occurr*d  not ;  quickly  came  there  <ope« 
When  I  was  told  my  present  work  was  done :  - 
My  Friend  then  brought  me  to  a  building  large. 
And  gare  far  weistitier  business  to  my  cuarge. 
There  I  was  told  1  had  accounts  to  keep, 
Of  those  vast  Works,  Vhere  wonders  neves  sleeps 
Where  spindles,  bobbins,  rorings,  threads,  and  pins. 
Made  up  the  complex  mass  that  ever  spins. 

There  at  my  desk,  in  my  six  feet  of  fooip, 
I  noted  every  power  of  every  loom ; 
Sounds  of  all  kinds  I  heard  from  mortal  lungs— ^ 
Eternal  battle  of  unwearied  tongues. 
The  Jar  of  men  and  women,  girb  and  boys, 
And  the  huge  Babel*B  own  dull  whirring  grindiDg 


Another  came!  **I  oome,**  he  said,^to  slwfw 
Tour  unknown  Friend— have  you  a  wish  to  kiiowT" 
Much  I  desired,  and  forth  we  rode,  and  found 
My  Unele  dying,  l>ut  his  judgment  eound. 
The  good  old  man,  whom  I  abused,  had  been 
The  guardian  powes,  directmg  but  unseen ; 
And  thus  the  wild  but  gratefi^  boy  he  led 
To  take  new  motives  at  his  dying  bed. 


My  6are  was  marVd,  and  I  had  soon  in  charge 
Important  matters,  and  my  pay  was  largeC 
I  at  my  fortune  marvell*d ;  it  was  strange. 
And  so  the  outward  and  the  inward  dbange. 
Till  to  the  power  who  **  gives  and  takes  away** 
I  tum'd  in  praise,  and  tatight  my  soul  to  pray. 


The  rest  you  judge— I  now  have  aO  1 1 
And  now  the  tale  you  promised !— Come,  proceed. 


P^— *T is  due,  I  own,  but  yet  in  mercy  «puex 
Alas  t  no  Undo  was  my  guide— -my  care 
Was  all  my  own ;  no  guardian  took  a.  shsre. 
I,  like  Columbus,  for  a  world  unknown— 
*T  was  no  great  effbrtr— eaorifieed  ray  own— 
My  own  sad  world,  where  I  had  never  seen 
The  earth  productive,  or  the  sky  i 


But  this  is  past— and  I  at  length  am  i 
To  see  what  changes  have  been  wrougkt  at  faflne; 
Happy  in  this,  that  I  can  set  me  down 
At  worst  a  stranger  in  my  native  town. 

K — ^Tlien  be  it  so !  but  mean  you  not  ft  Aov 
How  time  has  pass*d  7  for  we  expect  to  know ; 
And  if  you  tell  not,  know  you  we  shall  trace 
Your  movements  for  ourselves  from  place  to  places 
Vour  wants,  your  wishes,  all  you've  soocfat  or  seeBi 
Shall  be  the  food  for  dur  remark  and  soleen. 
So,  wam*d  in  time,  the  real  pure  unfold. 
And  let  the  Truth,  before  the  Lie,  be  tohL 

P<— This  might  be  done ;  but  wonders  I  have 
none; 
All  my  adventures  are  of  Self  alooe. 

F.— What  then  7  I  grant  you,  if  your  way  w« 
clear. 
All  smooth  ai^  right— We *ve  no  denre  to  hear; 
But  if  you  *ve  lewd  and  wicked  things  to  tell. 
Low  passions,  cruel  dee^  nay  criniee— *tia  weD: 
Who  would  not  listen  7— 

P.— Hark!  I  bear  the  fadL 
It  calls  to  dinner  with  inviting  soond. 
For  now  we  know  where  dinners  may  be  foundt 
And  can  behold  and  share  the  glad  repast» 
Without  a  dread  that  we  behold  our  last 

k— CJome  then,  shy  friend,  let  doleful 


And  thank  onr  God  that  wq  can  di^e  in 
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For  AdTcnt  Sunday,        -      •      -      •      • 
Sffxynd  Sunday  In  Adren^    -      « 

Fw  the  same, 

Third  Sunday  ^  Adtent,     • 

Fourth  Sunday  in  Adrenti       •       •       - 

Chzifliinai  Day,     - 

Sl.Stephen»aDay,    -  -        .         - 

Sl  John  the  EyangeUat**  Day, 

InnoGtoi^  Day, 

Sunday  after  ChritnMu%  Of  carcuBBcWon, 

Epiphany, 

Firat  Sunday  after  Epiphany, 
Second  Sunday  after  Epiphany, 
Fortheaame^        .       .       .      - 
Fortbeaame,    .       -       -       - 
Third  Sunday  after  Epiphany,     - 
Fourth  Sunday  after  Epiphttiyj    . 
Septuagealma  Sunday,  •»      -      • 
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Fourth  Sunday  In  Lent, 
Fifth  Sunday  to  Lent,       -       - 
Sixth  Sunday  In  Lent,    - 
flood  Friday,    .       •       •       - 
EaaterDay,  .       ,       .       .       . 
Fifth  Sunday  after  feiaier, 
AaeenflAon  Day  and  Sunday  tff^r, 
Whitsunday,    •       ^       •       -' 
Trinity  Sunday,     -       -       -       • 
First  Sunday  After  Trinity,       ^. 
Fbr  the  same,        .... 
Becood  Sunday  after  Trinity,    • 
Third  Sunday  after  Trinity,  • 
Fourth  Sunday  after  Trinity,    • 
Fifth  Sunday  after  Trinity,  -       - 
SeTenth  Sunday  aftar  IMflf  ty,  • 
Tenth  Sunday  after  Trinity, - 
Thirteenth  Sundaiy  after  Trinity, 
rUeMhSuulvaftwIMnity,     • 
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8txte$nth  Sunday  after  IMnlty, 
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SECOND  BISHOP  OP  CALCUTTA. 


Amonq  the  difltinguiidled  loen  of  the  preient  age, 
tlie  Ute  Bishop  Heber,  of  Calcutta,  deseryes  a 
high  rank,  as  a  most  lM»x>idplbhed  poet, -as  an 
'  acute,  diacriminatiiig,  pious,  and  learned  divine; 
as  a  tntveller  posoosoing  the  talent  of  aoeurattf  ob- 
serration  and  perseverance  in  a  veiy  high  degree ; 
but,  especially,  as  a  most  disinterested  and  devoted 
Christian  bishop  and  missionary,  he  has  left  behind 
him  an  imperishable  memory. 
'  RboSnald.  Hbbbr  was  the  second  son  of  the 
Rev:  Reginald  Heber,  and  was  bom  on  the  91st 
of  April,  17B3,  at  Malpas,  in  Cheshi^,  England, 
where  hb  father  then  held  a  pastoral  charge.  His 
mother  waa  Mary  Allanson,  daUght^  of  the  Rev. 
Dr.  Allanson,  of  the  same  county.  So  that  he 
may  be  said  to  have  been  of  Lf^vitical  descent :  a 
dreumstanoe  which,  probably,  was  not  without 
influence  upon-  his  n^nd  (rom  a  very  eaHy  period. 
The  earlieflt  dawnings  of  his  mind  are  said  to  have 
given  promise  of  thoee  christian  graces,  with  which 
be  was,  through  all  the  stagesof  his  illustrious  life, 
so  richly  endowed ;  and  of  those  talents,  which 
eventually  gave  him  an  eminent  rank  among  the 
literary  characters  of  the  age.  In  his  chiidbood, 
the  eagerness  with  which  he  read  the  Bible,  and 
the  accuracy  with  which  he  treasured  up  large 
portions  of  H  in  his  memory,  were  such  as- to  ex- 
cite observation ;  and  this  first  application  of  his 
powers  undoubtedly,  laid  the  foundation  of  (hat 
tiiaateriy  knowledge  of  (he  Scriptures,  which  he 
subsequently  attained;  and  to  the  perfecting  of 
wiucb,  almost  all  his  reading  was  made,  directly 
orindbectly,  to  contribute.  His  literary  eduoation 
was  connnenced  at  the  grammar  school  of  Whit- 
church, pursued  und^r  Dr.  Bristowe,  a  teacher 
near  London,  and  tras  complete  at  Brazen-nose 
odlege,  Oxford,  where  he  waS' entered  in  1600. 
"  At  the  university,"  eaid  his  early  friend,  Sir 
Charles  Grey,  at  the  time  of  hia  decease  Chief- 
justice  of  Cakmtta,  "  he  was,  bey6nd  all  question 
fir  comparison,  the  meet  distinguished  student  of 
his  time.  The  name  of  Reginald  Heber  was  in 
every  mduth ;  his  sodety  was  courted  by  young 
and  old ;  he  lived  in  an  atmosphere  of  favour,  ad- 
niration,  and  regard,  from  which  I  have  never 
known  any  one  bilt  himself,  who  would  not  have 
Anived,  und  for  life,  an  unsak^tary  influence." 


The  next  year  he  gained  the  chancellor's  prise 
at  the  university,  by  his  Latin  verse,  "  Carmen 
Secuiare."  In  1803,  when  but  liUle  &ore  than 
nineteen  years  of  age,  occurred  one  of  those  happy 
coinddences  which  occasionally  make  the  paths  of 
duty  ptnd'of  pleafure  the  way  to  enduring  fame; 
a  prize  subject,  for  English  verse,  was  that  year 
assigned,  which  awaked  "all  that  was  within 
him," — Palestine.  Upon  this  theme  he  wrote, 
and  with  signal  success.  It  wan  recited,  as  usual, 
in  the  theatre,  with  much  diffidence  on  the  part  of 
the  author,  to  a  greatly  admiring  audience,  among 
whom  was  his  aged  father,  whose  feelings  were  sp 
overcome  by  the  applause  bestowed  upon  his  son, 
that,  immediately  after  the  recitation,  he  mounted 
Ills  horse,  and  returned  to  liis  home.  The  poem 
produced  a  great  sensation.  It  procured  the  prize, 
was  set  to  mueio,  and  brought  to  its  author  public 
and  universal  praise.  The  knowledge  it  displays 
of  Scripture  an^  of  the  Holy  Land,  its  copious 
and  flowing  language,^  its  beautifully  diversified 
figures,  and  the  exact  discrimination,  accurate  con- 
ception^, and  pure  taste  which  it  displays  through- 
oat,  have  given  it  a  deservedly  high  rank  among 
the  literature  of  the  age.  It  has  been  said  by  an 
English  critic,  that  this  is  almost  the  only  univer- 
sity poem  that  has  maintained  its  honours  unim- 
.paired,  and  entitled  itself,  after  the  lapse  of  years, 
to  be  considered  the  property  of  the  nation.  In 
1805,  Mr.  Heber  obtained  a  third  prize  for  an 
English  essay.  On  the  Serue  qfEtonnw, 

Shortly  after  this,  he  left  England  in  compan|r 
with  IVlr.  John  Thornton,  to  make  the  tour  of  the 
eastern  parts  of  Europe.  The  war,  at  that  time 
prevailing  betwcefn  England  and  France,  excluded 
English  travellers  from  a  large  portion  of  the  con- 
tinent. Mr.  Heber  and  his  friend  were,  therefore, 
only  able  to  visit  some  parts  of  Germany,  Russia, 
and  the  Crimea,  He  made  a  copious  journal  of 
his  travels ; .  but  as  he  did  not  thmk  proper  to  pre- 
sent his  observations  to  the  public  in  his  own 
name,  when  Dr.  E.  D  Clarke  sent  his  volume  of 
travels  through  Russia,  Tartary,  and  Turkey,  to 
the  press,  he  alibwed  him  the  free  use  of  his  jour- 
nal, of  whloh  Dr.  Clarke  availed  himself  to  a  con- 
siderable extent  in  .the  form  of  notes  to  his  work, 
by  which  its  value  was  Certainly  largely  increased. 
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Dr.  Clarke,  in  his  preiiice,  and  In.Tarious  parts  of  he  added  another  poem  of  a  few  lines,  on  the  pM- 
his  volume,  pays  %  well  mentod  tribute  to  "  the  sage  of  the  Israelites  through  the  Red  Sea. 
zealous  attention  to  accuracy  which  appears  in '  He  returned  from  the  continent  in  1807,  and 
every  statement"  of  Mr.  Heber. '  Of  the  closeness  soon  afterwaids  ^tm  admitted^  to  holy  orders,  and 
and  discrimination  of  |us  observations,  the  vivid  inducted  into  his  patrimonial  preferment  of  Hod- 
xeeollection  of  Russian  buildings,  language,  and  Qet  in  Shropshire,  estimated  at  dOOOL  per  annudi, 


incidents,  which  appear  in  his  Indian  journals, 
written  nearly  twenty  years  later,  a^rd  very  strik- 
ing proofr.  What  hb  saw  in  Hindoostan  is  repeat- 
edly compared  with  what  he  recollected  to  have 
seen  in  Russia.  He  seetais,  at  times,  ahnopt  con- 
vinced that  several  Indian  practices  must  have  had 
a  Russian  origin,  ^id  he  frequently  detected  him- 
nif  in  mingling  Russian  words  with  Rindoostanee 
when  addressing  the  nativeji  of  tndia.^  It  was 
during  this  jouroey,  and  whife  in  the  city  of  Dres- 
den, that  he  b^an  a  poem  on  Europe^  which, 
however,  he  did  not  complete  till  after  his  return, 
and  which  he  pKiblished  in  1809.  la  the  same 
year  he  published  hii|K)em  of  Palestine,  to  which 


*  We  nu^  introdnce  hsra  Mr.  Beber^  aeoolant  of  a  vlitli 
which  Bfr.  Thornton  and  UmselfpsM  to  tbe  cMaofaA  Flsto, 
archblAop  of  Bfcieow,  taken  ftom  Dr.  Ckrlw^  tiavd^  to 
«riiich  it  k  aanesid  as  a  Bota. 

**Tbtm  is  a  BssHige  In  Hr.  Habo's  joonisl  very  chsruter- 
iitic  of  this  ertraonfinary  man.  Blr^  Heber,  with  hk  Mend 
Mr.  Thornton,  paid  him  a  Tlait  ia  the  oonvent  of  Defania  ,* 
aodf.ln  hia  deacription  of  the  mctaaataiy,  I  find  tha  Ibllowine 
account  of  tha  afchbiabopi  *Th«  apaos  beneath  tha  rocks  is 
occupied  by  a  email  jchapel,  fumlehed  with  a  atovv,  for  winter 
devotioD;  and  on  the  right  haad  ia  a  little,  narrow  cell,  con- 
taining two  coffin^  one  of  which  ti  empty,  and  doBtined  for 
the  present  axdibiahop ;  tha  other  contains  the  bonea  of  the 
ibuxider  of  the  monastery,  who  ia  regarded  aa  a  saint  Tlie 
oak  cotBn  wasalmoat  bk  to  pieces  by  diflerent  penona  afflicted 
with  the  iooth«ch,  for  which  a  nib  on  this  boanLis  a  apecific 
Flats  laughed  as  ha  told  na  this ;  but  aaid,  'As  they  do  it  ds 
ton  cawTf  I  would  not  undeceive  tliem.'  This  prelate  liaa 
been  kmg  very  ftmoua  la  Ruaaia,  aa  a  man  of  ability.  Hia 
piety  has  been  quettioned ;  but  ikom  hia  convenation  we  drew 
a  very  fiftToorable  idea  of  him.  Some  of  hia  ezprearions 
woaM  rather  have  elnged  tlie  whlSken  of  a  very  ortliodox 
fnsn;  butthefrankneaaaiadopennesofhisniannon^andtlw 
libenfityoflii8aenihnenta,pleand  us  highly.  BIsfninkDeaa 
00  the  sabjecta  of  politica  pleasad  ua  highly.  The  clergy 
thnoghout  Ruaria  are,  I  believe,  inimical  to  their  govern- 
ment ;  thsy  an  mora  connected  with  (he  peaanta  ihan  moat 
odiar  alwasM  of  men,  and  are  strongly  intereeted  in  tlieir  suf- 
ftrli^  and  oppraaaion* ;  to  many  of  which  they  tliemsetTee 
are  likewiae  exposed.  They  many  very  much  among  the 
danghtera  and  aiatera  oi  tlieir  own  order,  and  ibroji  almost  a 
caste.  I  think  Bupnapaxta  taiher  popolar  among  them  Pla- 
ts aeemed  to  coatemylnie  hiaaocceai  aa  an  ineyitable  and  not 
vary  alarming  pnapect.  He  refuaed  to  draw  up  a  lorm  of 
prayer  lor  the  aocoaai  of  the  Ruiaian  arma  *If,'  aaU  ha, 
'they  are  really  penhent  and  oontriis,  let  them  ehut  up  their 
plaees  of  public  antuaement  fora  month,  and  I  will  tiaan  cele- 
biaie  public  pnyera'  Hia  expnadooa  of  dislike  to  the  notlea 
and  wealthy  daaaea  were  etrong  and  rfr^uiar;  as  alao  the 
manner  In  which  he  deecribed  tlie  power  of  an«mparor  of 
Basria,  the  dangen  wbich  oorround  him,  and  the  improba- 
bility of  any  mpid  improvemenL  <  It  would  be  much  better,' 
sakihe, 'hadweaconadtution  QkethatofEnglaiML'  Tetl 
siapeet  ha  does  not  wish  particularly  ijafl  to  ua  in  our  war 
with  FkMwa"— JWer'a  MSL  Jammal 


comprising  the  estate  of  his  ancestors,  which  had 
been  held  by  his  fttCher  dMng  tfao  last  yean  of  his 
life.    l*he  patronage  of  this  living  had  become 
vested  in  his  family  by  a  marriage  with  an  heiress 
of  the  Yemoo  fiunily.    He  now  married  Amelia, 
the  daughter  of  Dr.  Shipley,  Dean  of  St  Asaph, 
and  theneeforwafd  williAgly  devoted  hioMelf  to  the 
eqjoyment  of  the  domestic  chaaties,  and  to  tha 
discharge  of  those  unobtmsive  duties  which  iU  up 
the  fife  of  a. country  cleigyman.  He  was  hero  aoF- 
rounded  by  his  relatives,  aui  an  intolfigMit  and 
agreeable  society.    He  possessed  as  many  of  te 
ingredients  which  make  up  the  sum  of  hanuHk 
happiness  as  he  could  desire.    The  bve  of  fiun^ 
however  valuable  in  the  eyes  of  most  men,  appean 
never  to  have  had  any  stioDg  hold  upon  his  feel- 
ingi;  and,  ai  this  peiiod,  probably  had  nonewinfe. . 
ever.  His  society  was  indeed  courted  byth*  world 
which  he  was  so  well  qualified  to  attract  and  gi»» 
ti(y{  but  he  had  set  before  hiuMei^  in  the  apoil 
of  the  truest  and  noblest  ambition,  a  course  of  se- 
cret virtue  and  self-denying  ditigenoe,  in  |itnnBQiQg 
which,  he  rightly  estimated,  that  it  waa  the  wiy 
to  the  purest  earthly  happiness,  and  that  ito  faril« 
liant  termination  would  be  richly  worth  every  sa- 
crifice, should  he  be  called  to  any,  which  he  oooU 
make  for  it.    Devoted  to  his  profesnon,  he  cone. 
dered  it  his  most  honourable  distinditm  to  heoone 
the  iriend,  the  pastor,  the  spiritual  guide  of  those 
whose  spiritual  interests  had  been  committed  to 
his  charge.    "He  laboured  tp  aoeommodate  his 
instructions,"  says  one  of  his  fHends,  "  to  the  com- 
prehension of  all;  a  labour  by  no  meane  easjr  to  a 
mind  stored  with  classic  el^ganoe,  and  an  imagi> 
nation  glowing  with  a  thousand  images  of  subli- 
mity and  beauty.    He  rejoiced  to  form  his  uma^ 
ners,  his  habits,  and  his  conversation,  to  those  who 
were  entrusted  to  his  care,  that  he  might  gain  the 
confidcnoiB  and  afieetion  of  even  the  poorest  amoi^ 
his  flock;  so  that  he  might  more  sorely  win  their 
souls  to  God,  and  finally,  in  the  day  of  the  last 
account,  present  every  man  fanhless  befoce  \m 
presence  with  exceeding  joy.    He  wa%  above  ^1^ 
singularly  happy  in  his  visitation  of  the  aick,  and 
in  adnuq^ering  consolation  to  those  that  HKHinied; 
and  his  name  will  long  be  dear,  and  his  msmocy 
most  precious,  in  the  eottagea  of  the  poor,  by 
whose  sick  beds  he  has  often  stood  as  a  minister- 
ing angef."    "  His  sermons,"  says  another  of  his 
friends,  "  were  very  orighul — sometimes  eipaii4. 
ing  Into  general  views  of  the  ssheme  and  doctrines 
of  revelation,  collected  from  an  intimate  •^"eint- 
anoe,  not  with  commentatow,  but  with  the  dsUik 
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of  holy  writ  itnelf,  ftvquentlj  drawing  ingenioiM 
'  levom  for  cbrittian  oondnct,  from  \bfi  subordinate 
parts  of  a  parable,  a  miracle,  or  a  history,  which  a, 
leas  ima^pnatiTe  mind  would  have  overlooked — 
often  enlivened  by  moral  atoriM,  with  which  liis 
thnltifkriotta  reading  supplied  him;  and  oocaaion- 
a.lly  by  fiicta' which  had  come,  perhaps,  under  hitf 
«rwD  oheervation,  and  which  he  thought  calculate 
to  give  spirit  or  perspicuity  to  the  truths  he  was 
imparting:  a  practice  which,  when  judiciously  re- 
strained, is  well  adaptfed  to  secure  the  rustic  hearer 
from  the  fate  of  Eutychus,  without  giving  ofTenoe 
«ven  to  nicer  brethren:  of  which  the  powerful  ef- 
fect is  diseoveraJMe  (though  the  figures  may  be 
grosser  than  the  times  woold  now  admit)  in  the 
verroons  of  Latimer  and  the  Reformers;  suhse- 
qnently,  in  those  of  Taylor  and  South;  and  still 
more  recently  in  the  popular  harangues  of  Whit- 
field and  Wesley;  and  a  practice  we  will  add, 
which  derives  cosntenanoe  and  authority  from  the 
QS0  of  parables  in  the  preaching  of  our  Lord." 
Both  in  the  pulpit  and  in  his  ordinary  conversa- 
tion, hia  language  was  poKshed,  yet  seldom  above 
the  readh  of  a  comitry  congregation;  and  when 
occasion  required,  was  dealt  out  to  them  in  a  way 
itwaa  impossible  to  misunderstand.  Frequently  he 
indulged  in  bold  and  striking  meUphors,  and  he 
was  always  attractive  in  the  happy  adoption  of  ex- 
preasions  from  the  pare  and  undefiled  English  of 
the  Bible,  with  which  hia  nand  was  thoroughly 
imbnad,  Aid  which  he  could  call  up  at  will 

It  waa  while  engaged  In  this  way,  that  he  found 
time  forthe  occasional  composition  of  some  hymns, 
of  whwh  he  originally  intended  to  prepare  a  ae- 
riea,  adapted  to  tha  EngKah  Church  aervfee 
throughout  the  year,  for  tlw  useof  his  own  parish. 
A  few  of  them  wer^first  published  in  the  Chris- 
tian Obaerver  far  1811  and  1813,  introduced  by  a 
brief  statement  of  the  motives  which  led  t6  their 
oomposition,  which  were  correct  in  themselves, 
mnd  highly  crediUble  to  the  author/*  From  aome 
cause  he  never  oompleted  tha  taak  which  he  had 
-  aet  for  himself;  but  among  those  which  he  did 
propane,  there  are  some  very  beautiful  apecimena 
of  devotionkl  poetry,  which  would  alone  be  suffi- 
cient to  preserve  his  memory  from  deeay.  Some' 
of  them,  as  his  miarioiiary  hymn,  have  obtained'  a 
vecy  just  celebrity;  and  there  are  few  readers  of 
poetry  who  are  not  familiar  with  that  beautiful 
pieoe,  beginning  Brighieat  and  but  nf  the  toht  ^ 

'  TUfl  MUAinent  may  be  found  preceding  the  Hymns  In 
thlavolame. 

f  Wbije  oo  hti  primaxy  vMiaclon,  at  Meeni^  la  the  bBast 
of  India,  he  wm  ddigbtrallj  aurprieed  at  hearing  aome  oT 
ttiMe  hymiw  wmg  in  the  church  where  he  ww  preaichlngk 
"I  had  the  gratificaiion,"  heaaya  in  hla  journal,  <'  of  hearing 
my  own  hymna^ '  Brightem  and  beat  of  the  aona  of  the  roonv 
ng,'  and  that  lor  Sl  Stephen'i  day,  sung  iMtter  than  I  aver 
Mud  iham  in  chnicfi  hefcre." 
!• 


In  1813  he  published  a  email  volume  of  poena, 
including,  beride  those  we  have  already  aQuded 
to,  with  the  exception  of  the  hymns,  some  transla- 
tions of  i^ndar,  and  one  or  two  smaller  pieces. 

In  1815,  he  was  chosen^  though  still  young,  and 
only  in  the  first  eligible  degree,  to  deliver  the 
Bampton  (^ectures  before  the  university  of  Oxford. 
The  lectures,  conformably  to  the  directions  of  the 
founder,  were  published  the  ensuing  year^  under 
the  title  of  ^*  The  Personality  and  Office  of  the 
Christian  Comforter  asserted  and  explained  in  a 
course  of  Sermon*  on  John  xvi.  7.**  Of  these 
lectures  it  has  been  said  by  a  judicioua  ^ lid  able 
critic,  that  the  author  '*  hak  displayed  much  depth 
and  accuracy  of  investigation ;  an  extensive  ac- 
quaintance with  the  hidden  stores  of  learning, 
whether  laid  up  in  the  inrilinga  of  the  ancient  phi- 
losophers and  poets,  the  Christian  fathers  of  the 
Greek  and  Latin  6hurches,  or  the  still  more  ra- 
condite  Rablnnical  compUers ;  and  a  richness  and 
grandUoqtusfn  of  expression,  whicl^,  to  say  the 
least  of  it,  is  fully  as  appropriate  to  the  poet  of 
Palestine  as  to  the  Bampton  lecturer.  The  iin- 
menae  mass  of  learning  introduced  into  this  vo- 
lume is  doubtless  very  creditable  to  the  powers 
and  industry  of  Mr.  Heber." 

A  few  critical  esMya,  both  theological  and  lit»> 
rary,  which  appeared  in  the  periodical  publicatioos 
of  the  day,  without  his  name,  and  an  ordination 
'sermon,  printed  at  the  request  of  the  Bishop  of 
Cheater,  before  whom  it  was  delivered,  comprise* 
aU  his  literary  labours  from  the  date  laat  named, 
till  1892,  when  he  again  appeared  before  the  pub- 
lic, as  the  editor  of  an  edition  of  the  works  of  Je- 
remy Taylor,  to  which  he  annexed  an  account  of 
the  life  of  Bishop  Taylor,  and  a  review  of  his 
writings  from  his  own  eloquent  pen.  •  While  this 
work  exhibits  advancement  to  a  more  ripened 
knowledge,  and  improvement  in  taste  and  atyle, 
it  derives  a  great  interest,  from  the  evident  aym- 
pathy  with  which  Mr.  Heber  regards  the  life  and 
writings' of  that  heavenly-minded  man.  Taylor 
and  Heber  have,  indeed,  been  thought  to  possess 
much  in  common,  a  poetical  habit  of  mind«  dii^gust 
at  intolerance,  great  simplicity  of  character  and 
feeling,  a  hatred  of  every  thing  sordid  and  con- 
tracted, a  love  for  practical  rather  than  specula- 
tive religion,  and  a  degree  of  feith,  not  the'  leas 
bright  and  towering,  because  oopnected  with  a 
lofty  imagination.  ^ 

It  was  about  the  same  time,  that  he  waa  elected 
preacher  at  Lincoln'a  Inn,  which,  reqidring  his 
residence  for  a  abort  period  oi  aach  year  in  Loq- 
doQ,  brought  him  occasionally  into  more  oonspici»- 
oua  society,  and  withdrew  him,  in  a  meaaure,  from 
that  retirement,  and  even  obscurity,  which  he  had 
appeared  to  court,  and  J>rought  out  his  many  vir- 
tuea  in  a  light  more  fitted  to  Aaw  forth  their  var- 
lae,  and  to  give  them  the  inflonioa  Ihey  miglit 
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reaaonablj  challenge.  The  greater  part  of  the 
year  was,  however,  11111  spent  by  him  at  Hodnet, 
where  he  had  now  erected  a  dweiliog  ibr  his  per- 
manent residence. 

In  thb  manner  upwards  of  fifteen  years  ^tad 
passed  away  since  he  had  settled  at  Hodnet,  dur- 
ing which  he  was  in  the  enjoyment  of  aU  the  be- 
-  nefits  of  refined  so^ety,  and  all  the  blessings  of 
domestic  life,  which  no  one  coluld  more  highly 
appredaie*    His  income  was  moch  more  tl^an 


competent  to. all  his  wants,  and  his  pure  and  well  his  anient  desii^  to  do  good  to  all  men.    Bishop 


halanced  mind  was  satisfied  with  his  enjoyments. 
He  sought  Qot  distinction,  but  gifted  as  he  was 
with  the  means  of  being  nsefol  to  mankihd,  it  was 
beyond  his  power  to  avoid  it.  If  he  had  desired 
eminence,  the  way  was  plainly  open  before  him, 
and  he  had  only  to  put  forth  those  powers  with 
which  he  was  so  liberally  endowed,  to  ccach  it 
1/  ambition  had  been  his  object^  he  would  have 
been  ftdly  justified  in  indulging  sanguine  hopes 
of  advancement  in  England.  AnMmg  the  wbole 
bench  of  English  prelates,  if  talents  and  virtues 
constitute  a  claim,  there  was  none  better  «][titled 
to  his  seat,  or  more  capable  of  adorning  it,  than 
Reginald  Heber  would  have  been. 

On  the  death  .of  Dr.  Middleton,  the  first  En- 
glish Bishop  of  Calcutta,  the  diocesan  charge  of 
the  English  Churches  in  India  was  c^eied  to  him. 
Reluctance  to  leave  hb  aged  mother,  and  his  coun- 
try, made  him  at  once  decline  the  offer.  But  its 
acceptance  was  pressed  upon  him  by  friends, 
whose  opinions  he  highly  estimated;  and  after  the 
lapse  of  a  week,  spent  in  devout  meditatioQ  and 
prayer  to  Him  who  holds  the  destinies  of  man,  he 
desimd  that  this  station,  of  which  the  honour  most 
certainly,  to  use  the  language  of  Jeremy  T^lor, 
woiddnot  pay  the  burthen,  if  not  already  disposed 
of,  might  be  entrusted  to  him.  He  bent  himeelf 
holily  to  that  overruling  Providence,  wbichf-in  all 
the  Incidents  of  his  life,  he  never  ceased  to  legaid 
as  working  all  things  for  good..  And  when  the 
appointment  was,  at  length,  given  bim^  a  distrust- 
ful and  uneasy  sensation,  which  bad  distressed  his 
mind  at  the  apprehension  that  he  might  hava 
shrunk,  in  too  cowardly  a  spirit,  firom  the  obvious 
dictates  of  duty,  passed  away,  and  he  acquired 
new  confidence  in  himself  froin  the  conviction  that 
be  had  acted  rightly.  ''I  can  say  with  confi- 
dence," he  wiote  to  a  ftiend  at  this  time,  "  that  I 
have  acted  for  the  beot ;  and  even  now,  that  the 
die  is  cast,  I  feel  no  regret  at  the  resolutbn  I  have 
taken^  nor  any  distrust  of  the  mercies  and  good- 
ness of  Providence,  whA  may  protect  both  me  and 
mine,  and,  if  he  ^ses  best  for  us,  bring  us  back 
■gain,  and  preserve  our  excellent  fkieads  to  wel- 


In  explanation  ^tUa  azpiBaion,  it  is  8Uted»  that  In  oon- 
fitf  ttaapew8ariix  or  the  servioe  In  iDiUa,  tka  bMMpi 


When  Mr.  Heber's  acoe^Canee  ofthe'bishopnr 
of  Calcutta  was  announced  to  hia  iriends,  the  io- 
telligence  was  received  with  surprise  by  some,  and 
with  deep  regret  by  many,  whose  personal  feelmgs 
were  loo  powerful  to  be  altogether  excluded  firom 
the  question.  Satisfi^,  as  they  were,  that  a 
bright  career  was  open  for  him  at  home,  and  not 
^ing  the  enlarged  view  o(  human  duty  which 
was  familiar  to  him,  they  suffered  their  own  selfirii 
delight  in  his  society  and  hopoun  to  interfinewdtJi 


Middleton,  too,  it  was  well  l^iown,  had  sunk  on- 
.der  the  jieavy  duties  of  the  station,  joined  to  the 
debiUtatiz^  effects  of  a  tropical  clime ;  and  to  many 
of  Mr.  Heber's  firiends,  it  saemed  that  tie  was  too 
ready  to  go,  crowned  indeed  with  floweia^  like  a 
victim  to  the  sacrifice.  It  was,  moreover,  betienr- 
ed,  by  some  of  those  who  would  have  dissuaded 
him  firom  the  duty,  that  his  character  possessed 
some  points,  which,  however  amiable  in  themselves, 
were  calculated  to  prevent  that  eminent  degree  of 
success,  which  could  atone  ibr  the  sacrifice  he  was 
to  make,  and  the  hazard  he  was  certainly  to  en- 
counter^ It  was  thought,  too,  that  the  striking 
simplicity  of  his  taste  and  manneiv  woukl  be  little 
suited  to  a  oountiy  where  the  object  chefly  sought 
was  wealth,  and  where  pomp  and  show  were  uai- 
veraal  idols.  There  was,  too^  about  him,  notwith- 
fAandfaig  all  he  had'  seen  and  read  of  human  Uls 
and  human  character,  a  prodigality  of  kindness 
-and  confidence  in  his  nature,  which  would  render 
it  very  difikuit  for  him,  it  was  supposed,  to  oppose 
himself  vrith  sufficient  dednon  to  the  many  ob- 
stacles which  he  might  meet  with,  in  a  ooqne  of 
goveniment,  yet  barely  tried  upon  those  who  were 
to  be  the  subjects  of  it,  and  among  whom  many 
conflicting  interests  were  Ukely  to  appear.  Ne 
miigtvings,  however,  of  this  kind,  ever  occarred  to 
his  own  mind.  He  knew,  and  had  weighed  well 
the  various  difficulties  with  which  Christianity 
had  to  contend  in  India,  and,  modest  tsnd  humble 
as  he  was,  he  had  anxkNisly  stodW  the  quality 
and  bent  of  his  own  resiAirces  in  regard  to  then. 
The  more  he  thought  of  the  matter  in  this  light, 
the  more  strongly  was  he  convinced  that  India 
was  the  proper  flekl  for  hisv  Christian  laboun,  and 
having  brought  his  mind  to  this  reftult,  he  detef- 
mined  that  no  sense  of  personal  gntification  or 
comfort,  nor  any  hope  of  future  dignity,  should 
kiteifere  with  a  conviction,  which  he  deliberately 
regarded  as  a  voice  firom  iieaven,  speaUmg  to  his 
conscience. 

On  Sunday,  the  twentieth  of  Apiil,  he  took 
leave  of  his  congregation,  in  a  disoourse  which  has 
been  repeatedly  published,  in  the  ckise  of  which 
he  bade  them  fareweU,  in  the  following  piooi^ 


and  chaplaliia  of  the  Ai^Io-Indiao  Church  ais  aUowad  IP  Bi> 
turn  to  inland  after  a  osrtaia  icnn  of  aanrlca. 
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beautiful,  and  even  eloquent  exptenions,  the  uni-  *  pectatioiu)  with  which  my  announced  deputuie 
venal  admiration  of  which  has  b«en  amply  proved  i  (las  heen  received  by  you ;  in  your  expressed  and 


by  the  frequency  with  wltich  tihey  have  appeared 

.  in  print: 

''My  minirtodal  labouri  among  you  roust  have 
an  end;  I  mutt  give  over  into' other  hands,  the 
task  of  watching  over  your  spiritual  welfare  j  and 
many,  very  many,  of  those  with  whom  I  have 
grown  up  from  childhood,  in  whome  society  I  have 
passed  my  happiest  days,  and  to  whom  it  hasbeen, 
during  more  than  fifteen  y^aM,  my  duty  and  my 
delight  (with  such  ability  as  God  has  given  me)  to 

'  preach  Uie  gospel  of  Christ,  must,  in  all  probabi- 
lity, )we  my  face 'in  the  flesh  no  more.  Under  such 
cireumstanoes,  and  connected  with  many  who  now 
bear,  me  by  the  dearest  ties  of  blood,  of  friendship, 
and  of  gratitude,,  some  mii^ture  of  regret  is  excus- 
able, soioae  degree  of  sorrow  is  holy.  I  can  not, 
without  some  anxiety  foui  the  future,  fi^rsake,  for 
m  untried  and  arduous  field  of  duty,  the  quiet 
■oenes,  where,  during  so  much  of  my  past  last  life, 
I  have  enjoyed  a  more  than  usual  share  of  earthly 

-eomlbrt  and  prosperity;  1  oan  not  bid  adieu  to 
those  with  whose  idea  almost  every  recollection  o( 
past  happiness  is  connected,  without  many  earnest 
vnshes  for  their  welfare^  and  (I  will  confess  it) 
without  some  severe  self-reproach,  that,"whil9  it 

,  was  in  my  power,  I  have  done  so  mush  less  than  I 
ought  to  have  done,  to  render  that  welfare  eternal. 
There  are,  indeed,  those  here  who  know,  and 
there  is  OrUf  above  all,  who  knows  better  than 
any  of  you,  how  earnestly  I  have  desired  the  peace 
and  the  holiness  of  his  church;  how  truly  I  have 
loved  the  people  of  this  place ;  and  how  warmly 
I  have  hoped  to  be  the  means,  in  his  band,  of 
bringing  many  among  you  to  glory.  But  I  am  at 
this  moment  but  too  painfully  sensible,  that  in 
many  things,  yea  in  all,  my  performance  has  faUen 

,  short  of  my  principles;  that  neither  privately  nor 
publicly  have  I  taught  you  with  so  much  diligence 
ar  now  seems  necessary  in  my  eyes:  nor  has  my 
example  set  forth  the  doctrines  in  which  I  have, 
however  imperfectly,  instructed  you ;  yet,  if  ray 
leai  has  failed  in  steadiness,  it  never  has  been 
wanting  in  unoerity.  I  have  expressed  no  con- 
viction which  I  have  not  deeply  felt;  have  preach- 
ed no  doctrine  which  I  have  not  steadfastly  be- 
lieved: however  inconsistent  my  life,  its  leading 


repeated  wishra  for  my  welfare  and  my  return;  in 
the  munificent  token  of  your  regard,  with  which  I 
have  been  this  morning  honoured;*  in  your  nu- 
merous attendance  on  the  pretwnt  occasion,  and 
in  those  marks  of  emotion  which  I  witness  around 
me,  and  in  which  I  am  myself  well  nigh  con- 
strained, to  join.  For  all  these  accept  such  thanks 
as  I  can  pay — accept  my  best  wbhes — accept  my 
affectionate  regrets — accept  ths  continuance  of  the 
prayers  wlkicb  I  have  hitherto  of&red  up  for  you 
daily,  and  in  Which,  whatever  or  wherever  my 
sphere  of  duty  may  hereafter  be,  my  congregation 
of  Hodnet  sbaH  (believe  it  !),never  be  fsyr^ttn," 

His  consecration  to  the  office  of  bishop  took 
place  in  May,  1833.  A  few  days  previous  to  this 
event,  he  wrote  to  a  friend  in  the  country:  **'My 
^consecration  is  fixed  ibr  next  Sunday ;  and,  as  the 
time  draws  near^  I  feel  its  awfulness  very  strongly 
—far  more,  I  think,  than  the  parting  which  is  to 
follow  a  fortnight  after.  I  could  wish  to  have  the 
prayers  of  my  old  congregation,  but  know  not. how 
to  express  the  wish  in  conformity  irith  custom,  or 
without  seeming  to  court  notoriety." 

Shortly  after  his  consecration,  a  special  meet- 
ing of  the  ancient  Society  for  Promoting  Christian 
Knowledge,  which  had  for  some  years  been  en- 
gaged in  active  benevolent  operations  in  India,  and 
which  comprises  many  of  the  most  eminent  mem- 
bers of  the  Church  of  England,  was  called,  for  the- 
purpose  of  giving  Bishop  Heber  a  public  dismissal* 
and  farewelL  There  were  present  on  this  occa- 
sioo,  the  ^rchbbhopof  Canterbury,  several  of  the- 
Bishops,  and  a  large  and  highly  respectable  a^* 
tendance  of  the  fiur,  the  wise,  and  the  pious  of  tbe^ 
realm.  The  Bishop  of  Bristol  pronounced  a  va- 
ledictory address  to  him  in  the  name  of  that  vene- 
rable body,  at  once  dignified,  impressive,  and) 
affectionate.  From  this  address  the  followiag! 
passage  is  extracted,  and  while  it  does  no  more- 
than  justice,  to  the  motives  of  Bishop  Heber,  itt 
will  at  the  same  time  be  gratifying  to  the  reader. 
My  Lord — The  Society  for  promoting  Chri»> 
tian  Knowledge  desire  to  ofier  to  your  Lordship 
their  sincere  congratulations  upon  your  elevatioBi 
to  the  Episcopal  See  of  Calcutta. 


"  They  derive  from  your  appointment  to  this.' 
abject  hae  been  your  welfare— and  I  have  hoped,  I  high  ofiice  the  certain  assurance,  that  all  the  ad- 
ajid  som^wed,  and  studied,  and  prayed  for  your  t  vantages  which  they  have  anticipated  from  the- 
inetiuction,  and  that  you  might  be  saved.  For  my  formation  of  a  Church  Establishment  in  India,  wib' 
labours,  such  as  they  were,  I  hare  been  indeed  be  zealixed;  and  that  the  various  plans  for  the% 
mo^  richly  rewarded,  in  the  unifonn  ailection  and  difiiudon  of  true  religion  among  its  inhabitanta, 
respeet  which  I  have  received  from  my  parishion-  which  have  been  so  wi^Kly  laid  and  so  auspidouslT 
ess ;  in  thai  regular  and  increasing  attendance  in '  commenced  by  your  lamented  predecessor,  will, 
this  holy  placQ,  and  at  the  table  of  the  Lord ;  in  under  your  superintendence  and  control,  advance- 

the  wetcorae  which  I  have  never  fidled  to  mee^  in r^ ^-^ *- • 

the  houses  both  of  rich  and  poor;  io  the  regret '     .  a  pisee  of  plate  had  bseagiven  Mr.  Heber  by  hb  pa. 
(beyond  my  deserts,  and  beyond  my  fullest  ex- 
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with  a  8tea(}y  and  uninterrupted  -progress.  Thej 
ground  this  assurance  upon  the  rare  union  of  in- 
tellectual and  moral  quaKties  which  combine  to 
form  ^our  character.  They  ground  it  upon  the 
steadfastness  of  purpose,  with  which,  from  the  pe- 
riod of  your  admission  into  the  ministry,  you  have 
exclusively  dedicated  your  time  and  talents  to  the 
peculiar  studies  of  your  sacred  profesabn ;  aban- 
doning that  humfm  learning  in  which  you  had  al- 
ready shown  that  you  were  capable  of  attaining 
the  highest  excellence,  and  renouncing  the  certain 
prospect  of  literary  fame.  But,  above  all,  they 
ground  this  assurance  upon  the  signal  proof  of  self- 
devotion,  which  y6u  have  given  by  your  accepts 
ance  of  the  episcopal  office.  With  respect  to  any 
•other  individual,  who  had  been  placed  'at  the  head 
•«f  the  Church  Eistablishmontin  India,  a  suspicion 
might  have  been  entertained  that  some  Worldly 
'desire,  some  feeling  of  ambition,  mingled  itself 
with  the  motives  by  which  he  was  actuated ;  but, 
in  your  case,  such  a  Hqspiciou  would  be  destitute 
^«ven  of  the  semblance  of  truth :  every  enjoyment 
"which  a  well  regulated  mind  can  derive  from  the 
tpossession  oft  wealth,  was  plaiied  within  your 
reach:  every  avenue  to  professional  distinction  and 
'dignity,  if  these  had  been  the  objects  of  your'soli- 
•citude,  lay  open  before  you.  What  then  was  the 
motive  which  could  incline  you  to  quit  your  njitive 
^land  1 — to  exchange  the  delights  of  home  for  a  t^ 
jdious  'voyage  to  distant  regions! — ^to  separate 
-youreelffrom  the  friends  with  whom  you  had  con- 
evened  from  your  earliest  years  1  What,  but  an 
-ardent  wish  to  become  the  in^ument  of  gOod  to 
*  others — a  holy  zeal  in  your  Master's  service — a 
*£rra  persuasion,  that  It  was  your  bounden  duty  to 
-submit  younelf  unreservedly  to  his  disposal;  to. 
^shrink  from  no  labour  which  h«  might  impose;  to 
i count  no  sacrifice  hard  which  he  might  require  1" 
In  his  reply  the  Bishop  expressed  "  the  settled 
tpurpose  of  his  soul,"  to  devote  his  best  talents  "  to 
^he  great  cause  in  which  all  their  hearts  were  elv- 
<^aged,  and  for  which  it  was  not  their  duty  only 
but  their  illustrious  privilege  to  labour,"  and  that 
'be  looked  forward  with  pleasure  to  "  the  time  when 
iie  should  be  enabled  to  preach  to  the  natives  of 
"India  in  their  own  language.'*  About  the  same 
time  the  University  of  Oxford  conferred  on  him 
•the  Degree  of  Doctor  in  Divinity,  by  diploma. 

On  the  sixteenth  of  June,  he  embarked  for 
•Calcutta;  accompanied'to  the  ship  by  a  large  num- 
"ber  crf'his  personal  friends,  who,  as  he  modestly  je- 
^marks  in  his  Journal,  were  willing  to  let  him  see. 
itf  niUch  of  them  as  possible  before  his  departure. 
-One  of  his  first  thoughts  after  the  ship  had  sailed^ 
•wu  to  propose  daily  evening  prayers,  and  he  was 
.gratified  at  the  readiness  with  which  the  captain 
itflsented  to  'the  proposal.  He  accordingly  officiated 
4M  cftiapla^n  to  the  ship,  residing  prayOrs  in  the 


cuddy  daily  during  the  voyage.  He  read  prayefs 
and  preached  regularly onte on  each  Sunday;  and 
on  one.  occasion,  hkving  on  the  previous  Sunday 
discoursed  to  the  passengers  and  crew,  in  the  way 
of  preparation,  he  administered  the  Lord's  Supper, 
and  wits  highly  pleased ;  having  been  told  to  expect 
only  one  or  two,  that  he  had  twenty-six  or  twenty- 
seVen  participants;  and  his gnidfication  was  much 
increased  when  he  observed  in  the  Oourse  of  the 
evening  of  the  seme  day,  that  "  all  the  young  men 
who  had  participated,  had  religious  books  in  their 
hands,  and  that  tbvy  appeared,  indeed,  much  im- 
pressed." 

The  following  incidents  are  extracted  fixxn  hii 
journal  of  the  voyage  as  tending  to  show  the  cha- 
racter of  his  feelings  at  this  interesting  crins;  A 
few  days  after  they  had  left  land,  a  vessel  passei 
the, ship  homeward  bound.  On  this  event  he  ie> 
marks,  "  my  wife's  eyes  swam  with  tears  as  this 
vessel  passed  us,  and  there  vrere  one  or  two  of  the 
young  men  who  looked  wishfully  after  her.  For 
my  own  part,  I  am  "well  conrinced  all  my  firmness 
would  go,  if  I  allowed  myself  to  look  back,  even 
for  a  moment.  Yet,  as  I  did  not  leave  home  and 
its  blessings  without  counting  the  cost,  I  do  not^ . 
and  I  trust  in  Gxxi,  that  I-  shall  not,  regret  the 
choice  I  have  made.  But  knowing  how  mach 
othen  have  given  up  for  my  sake,  should  make  mo 
more  studious  to  make  the  less  less  to  them;  and 
also,  and  above  all,  so  to  diecharge  my  doty,  ae 
that  they  ma^  never  think  that  these  sacrifioee 
have  been  made  in  vain."  Again ;  about  a  month 
after  his  defUirture,  he  writes—"  How  little  did  1 
dream  at  this  time  last  year,  that  I  should  ever  be 
in  my  present  situation!  How  strange  it  now 
seems  to  me  to  recollect  the  interest  which  I  used 
to  take  in  all  which  related  to  southern  seas  and 
distant  regions,  to  India  and  its  oceans,  to  Austra- 
lasia and  Polynesia  1  I  used  to  fancy  I  i^uld  like 
to  viut  them,  but  that  I  ever  should,  or  oopid  do 
so,  never  occurred  to  me.  Now,  that  I  shall  see 
mahy-  of  these  countries,  if  Kfe  is  spared  to  me,  Is 
not  impi'obable.  Qod  grant  that  my  conduct  in 
the  scenes  to  which  he  has  appointed  me  may  be 
so<;fa  as  to  conduce  to  his  glory,  and  to  my  owii 
salvation  through  his  Son."  Such  was  the  spirit 
in  which  this  holy  man  denied  himself^  took  up  hk 
cross,  and  followed  Christ. 

He  arrival  at  Calcutta  eariy  in  October,  1833, 
and  immediately  entered  upon  the  duties  of  his 
office.  That  he  did  so  with  satisiaction  to  liinieelf 
is  proved  by  a  tetter  to  Mr.  Wynn,  his  friend  and 
connexion,  who  had  anxiously  pressed  him  to  ac- 
cept the  offioe,  written  soon  after  his  arrival  He 
says,  "  you  will  judge  from  my  description  that  I 
have  abundant  Teason  to  be  satisfied  with  my  pre- 
sent and  frituro  prospects;  and  that  in  the  field 
which  seems  dpmd  to  me  for  extensive  usefiil- 
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mem  and  aAtite  employiiieDt,  I  haiw  more  and  more 
i«asoo  to  be  obliged  to  the  ftiend  who  has  placed 
me  here." 

In  the  IbUowiDg  spring  (TSday,  I8S1M)  he  collected 
•round  him  the  Epiecopd  deioy  of  the  prendency 
of  Calcatta,  and  held  a  visitation.  The  number 
was  but  fmall,  but  he  experienced  much  ploaenre 
in  bringing  them  "together  for  mutnal  acqaaint- 
anoe,  and  in  particular,  that  he  might  himeelf  be 
enabled  to  acquire  a  knowledge  of  their  characton 
and  viewf.  At  thik  time  he  had  the  pleasure  of 
ocdwining  the  fifrt  native  convert  who  was  admit- 
ted^ to  the  ministry  of  the  English  Church,  "in 
the  pemon  of  Cturistian  David,  a  black  catechistc^ 
Ceybn,  and  a  pupil  of  the  celebrated  Schwarts.' 
On  tins  occasion  he  delivered  to  the  clergy  an  elo: 
quent  charge,  in  vhichhe  expatiated  at  large  upon 
the  qualities,  principles,  and  habits,  which  to  him 

.  appeared  to  be  necesMury  to  the  usefulness  of  those  [her 
who.  should  undertake  the  laboun  of  an  Indian 
niiaiionary.  Delighting,  through  the  whole  of  the 
tune  lie  paswd  injndia,  to  be  considered  simply  as 
its  duef  missionary,  it  may  easily  be  believed  that 
he  dwelt  on  those  topics  eon  auMrt.  In  the  fol- 
lowing paenge  of  that  charge,  he  ponm  forth  his 
•oul  in  a  strain  of  awful  and  indignant  rebuke 
against  the  Abbe  Duboii,  and  other  opposevs  of 
Christian  nussions,  which  is  sqarbely  to  be  paiml- 
lefed  in  our  language. 

"Nor  can  it  be  a- matter  of  reasonable  surprise 
to  any  of  us,  that  the  exertions  (miwionary)  of 
this  kind,  which  the  last  fifteen  years  have  wit- 

-  neawd,  should  have  excited  a  mingled  feeling  of 
surprise  and  displeasure  in  the  minds,  not  only  of 
those  who  are  strangers  to  the  powerful  and  pecu- 
liar emotions  which  send  forth  the  Missionary  to 
his  toil,  but  of  those  who,  though  themselves  not 
idle,  could  not  endure  that.  God  should  employ 
other,  instruments  besides ;  and  were  ready  to  speak 
evil  of  the  work  itself,  ratlier  than  that  othen  who 
followed  not  with  them. should  cast  out  devils  in 
the  name  of  their  common  Master.  To  the  former 
of  these  classes  may  be  referred  the  k>uder  oppost- 
tioo,  the  olamoura,  the  expostulation,  the  alarm, 
the  menace  and  ridicule  which,  some  few  yearis 
ago,  were  systematically  and  simultaneously  le- 
veled at  whatever  was  aocomptished  or  attempted 
for  the  iUuminadon  of  our  Indian  fellow-subjects. 
We  can  well  remember,  most  of  us,  what  revolu- 
tions and  wan  were  predicted  to  arise  from  the 
most  peaceable  preaching  and  alignment;  what 
taunte  and  mockery  were  directed  against  scholars 
who  had  opened  to  us  the  gatas  of  the  least  aoces- 
able  oriental  dialecto;  what  opprobrious  epithets 
wefe  lavished  on  men  of  whom  the  world  was  not 
worthy.  We  have  heard  the  tfireats  of  the  mighty; 
we  have  heard  the  biases  of  the  fool ;  we  have  vrit- 
oessed  the  terrara  of  the  worldly  wise,  and  Che  un- 
Jtfad  suspicions  of  those  fiom  whom  the  Missionary 


had  most  reason  to  «xpect  encouragement  Those 
days  are,  for  the  present,  gone  by.  Through  the 
Chiifltian. prudence,  the  Christian  meeknws,  the 
Christian  perseverance,  and  indomitable  faith  of 
the  friends  of  our  good  cause,  and  through  the 
protection,  above  all,  and  the  blessing  of  the  Al- 
mighty, they  are  gone  by!  The  angd  of  the  l^tA. 
has,  for  a  time,  shut  the  mouths  of  theae  fiercer 
lions,  aod  it  is  the  falto  brother  now,  the  pre- 
tended feUoW'^dier  in  Qhrist,  who  has  Hft  up  httf 
heel  against  thp  propagation  of  the  Christian  goe- 
peL 

"  BQt  thus  it  is  that  the  power  of  antichrist  hath 
worked  hitherto  and  doth  work.  Like  those  spectre 
forms  which  the  madness  of  Orestes  saw  in  daasi- 
cal  mythology,  the  spfait  of  religbus  party  sweeps 
before  Us  iiv  the  garb  and  with  the  attributes  of 
pure  and  evangelical  religion.  The  jcross  is  on 
shoulden,  the  chalice  is  in  her  hand,  and  she 
is  anxiously  buaed,  after  her  manner,  in  the  fer- 
vioe  of  Him  by  whose  holy  name  she  is  also  called. 
But  outstrip  her  in  the  race,  but  press  her  a  little 
too  desely,  and  shs  turns  round  on  us^with  att  the 
hideous  features  of  envy  and  of  rage.  Her  hal- 
lowed taiMT  blazes  into  a  sulphurous  torch,  her 
hairs  bristle  into  serpents,  her  fece  is  as  the  face  of  • 
them  that  go  down  to  the  pit,  and  her  words  aje 
words  of  bUsphemy ! 

"  What  other  spirit  couk]  have  induced  a  Chris- 
tian minister,  after  himselfi  as  he  teOs  us,  long  la- 
bouring to  convert  the  lieathen,  to  assert  that  one 
hundred  millions  of  human  beings — a  great,  a  civii- 
Izsd,  an  understanding,  and  most  ancient  people, 
are  collectively  and  individually  under  the  sentence 
of  reptobation  from  God,  and  under  a  moral  in- 
capacity of  receiving  that  gospel  which  the  God 
who  gave  it  hath  appointed  to  be  made  known  to 

What  other  spirit  could  have  prompted  a 
member.of  that  church  which  professes  to  hold  out 
the  greatest  comfort  to  sinpers,  to  assert  of  a  na- 
tion wfth  whom,  whatever  are  their  faults,  I,  for 
one^  should  think  it  impossible  to  live  long  with- 
out loving  them,  that  they  are  not  only  enslaved 
to  a  cruel  and  degrading-superstition,  but  that  the 
principal  persons  among  them  are  sold  to  all  man- 
ner of  wickedness  and  cruelty  j  without  mercy  to 
the  poor;  without  natural  afi*ection  for  each  other; 
and  this  with  no  view  to  quicken  the  seal  of  Christ 
tianS)  to  release  them  from  their  miserable  condi- 
tion, but  that  Christians  may  leave  them  in  that 
oopdition  still,  io  the.  end  that'  they  may  perish 
everlastingly? 

"  What  other  spirit,  finally,  could  have  led  a 
Christian. missionary,  (with  a  remarkable  disre- 
gard of  truth,  the  proofe  of  which  are  in  my 
hands,)  to  disparage  the  success  of  the  difierent 
Protestant  missions  ^  to  detract  fh>m  the  num- 
bers, and  vilify  the  good  name'  of  that  ancient  Sf- 
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riui  dharch,  wlioie  flarod,  like  the  mare  sacred 
fire  0/  Horeb,  sheds  its  lonely  and  awAiI  bright- 
ness over  the  woods  and  mountains  df 'Malabar, 
and  to  afesure  us,  (hear,  Oh  Israel !)  in  the  same 

.  treatise^  and"  almost  in  the  same  page,  that  the 
Christians  of  Inidia  are  the  most  despised  and 
'wreUShed  of  its  inhabitants ;  that  whoever  takes  up 
the  cross,  takes  up  the  hatred  of  his  own  people, 
the  contempt  of  European^  loss  of  goods,  loss  of 
employment,  destitution,  and  often  beggary;  and 
yet  that  it  iainiereBt  aione^  and  a  love  of  this  world, 
which  has  induced,  in  any  Hindu,  even  a  tempo- 
rary profession  of  the  gospel? 

'*  And  this  is  the  profinMed  apologist  of  the  peo- 
ple of  India!  My  brethren,  I  have  known  the 
sharpness  of  censuw,  and  I  am  fiot  altogether  with- 
out experience  in  the  suffering  of  undeserved  and 
injurious  imputations.  And,  M  the  righteous 
SQiite  me  friendly,  I  shall  receive  it  (I  trust  in 
Qod)  with  gratitude.  Let  my  enemy  write  a  book, 
so  he  be  my  open  eneikiy,  I  trust  (through  the 
same  Divine  aid)  to  bear  it  or  to  answer  it  But 
whatever  reproofii  I  may  deserve ;  to  whatever  cal- 
umnies I  may  be  subjected ;  may  the  mercy  of 
Heaven  defend  me  fiDom  having  a  false  friend  for 
my  vindicator !" 

Soon  after  this  he  commenced  his  first  visitation, 
accompanied  by  his  friend  and  chaplain,  the  Rev. 
Martin  Stowe,  who  had  followed  him  from  En- 
gland. As  it  was  late  in  the'seoson  before  he  could 
leave  his  family,  which  at  first  he  intended  should 
also  accompany  him,  he  was  obliged  to  travel  by 
water  in  preference  to  the  then  hazardous  journey 
by  land.  He  accordingly  left  Calcutta  in  a  pin- 
nace for  Upper  India,  and  ascended  the  Ganges 
as  high  as  Allahlibad,  upwards  of  six  hundred 
miles  from  Calcutta ;  sto|^ing  at  all  the  principal 
places,  and  particularly  wherever  any  official  duty 
awaited  him,  or  a  congregation  of  Christians  could 
be  collected,  however  small ;  and  though  obliged 

.to  preach,  as  was  often  the  case,  within  the  con- 
tracted Toooss  of  &  temporaxy  Indian  dwelling 
house.  At  Dacca,  he  was  called  to  the  painful 
trial,  for  such  his  journal  proves  it  to  have  been^ 
of  parting  with  his  friend  Stowe ;  who,  from  im- 
prudent exposure,  brought  on  himself  a  disease  of 
the  climate,  which  in  a  few  days  destroyed 'his 
life.  Bishop  Heber,  in  giving  an  account,  which 
is  pathetically  descriptive  of  his  loss,  to  Mrs.  He- 
ber, mentions  incidentally,  what  he  had  not  other- 
wise alluded  to,  that  from  the  very  beginning  of 
the  journey  they  had  prayed  and  read  together 
daily,  and  that,  on  the  last  Sunday  which  he  saw, 
they  bad  received  the  sacrament  together;  and 
adds,  "I  trust  I  shall  never  forget  the  deep  contri- 
tion and  humility,  the  earnest  prayer,  or  the  ear- 
nest faith  in  the  mercies  of  Christ,  with  which  he 

rcommended  himself  to  God."     And  his  pious 

ibabit  of  drawing  instmctbn  from  evety  event,  ia 


finely  illustrated  in  the  following  pesssge  of  tlw 
same  letter.  "  One  lesson  has  been  very  deeply 
imprinted  on  my  heart  by  these  few  days.  If 
thift  man's  innocent  and  uaefril'  life  (fiir  I  have  no 
doubt  that  the  greater  part  of  his  life  has  been  both 
initoofent  and  useful)  offered  so  many  painfrd  le- 
collectbns,  and  oalled  forth  such  deep  oontritioD, 
when  -in  the  hoar  of  death  he  came  to  ezamfaw 
every  instance  of  omassioa  or  transgreasien,  how 
careful  mus^  we  be  ta  improve  every  heur,  iind 
every  opportunity  of  grace,  aiid  so  to  remember 
God  while  we  live,  that  we  may  not  be  ^afraid  to 
think  on  him  when  dying !  And,  above  all,  how 
blessed  and  necessary  ia  the  blood  of  Chrkt  to  a 
all,  which  was  poor  Stowc^s  only  and  eflbetnal 
comfort!"  Any  man  might  be  proud  of  sneh  an 
eulogy  as  he  gave  to  the  meniory  of  bis  fUead, 
which,  indeed,  he  dwells  upon  in  sueoesrive  ktten 
to  Mn.  Heber,  a«  if  unable  to  abandon  the  eubjeet 
This  lingering  over  the  lecoUeetioR  of  a  deeeriiag 
object  evuMes  the  strength  <^  hii  attafhnmit,  and 
the  more  powerfully  because  alluded  to  iaddeai- 
ally,  and  in  a  way  which  he  eoold  «ot  have  wap- 
posed  wouU  meet  any  other  eyes  than  those  te  • 
whose  special  perusid  the  letten  wen  intendsd.^ 
In  the  same  manner  ^  he  show  the  strength  of 
his  domestic  feelings,  when,  a  iaw  days  befine  th& 
decease  of  Stowe,  alUr  indulging  himself  in  a  de- 
scription of  the  t)eautiful  scenery  of  the  river  in 
his  journal,  he  suddenly,  and,  as  if  exultingly,  re- 
markfr--**  To-day  I  had  the  delight  of  hearing 
again  from  my  wife,  and  this  is  worth  all  the  Kene- 
ly  in  the  world!" 

It  wae  undentood  between  the  Bishc^  and 
Mrs.  Heber,  that  they  were  to  meet  at  Bogtipoor, 
a  place  on  the  river  some  distance  abeve  Daocag 
but  the  dangerous  sicknesp  of  tUnlat  children  com- 
pelled Mn.  Heber  to  remain  at  Calcutta,  and  this 
feeling  and  sensitive  man  was  doomed  to  be  disap* 
pointed  of  the  happy  meeting  he  was  anticipating, 
and  to  be  deprived  of  the  company  of  hii  beloved 
wife,  in  a'^  Journey  which  was  yet  to  be  extended 
through  a  vhole  year!  In  a  letter  to  her  at  thb 
period  he  saysi "  your  joining  me  is  out  of  the  ques- 
tion ;"  and  ndds,  '*  I  am  strangdy  tempted  to  oome 
to  you.  But  I  fear  it  might  be  a  compromise  of 
my  duty  and  a  distrust  6f  God!  I  feel  most  grate- 
ful indeed  to  him  fotr  the  preservation  of  oqr  inva- 
luable treasures.'*  And  having  said  tins  he  went ' 
on  his  wfiy,  in  the  path  to  which  duty  called. 

From  Allahabad  he  travelled  on  honeback, 
vrith,  as  is  usual,  and  even  necessary  in  that  conn* 
tiy,  a  considerable  suite,  to  Almorah  in  the  Him^ 
laya  mountains,  and  fioom  thence  across  the  coon- 
try  to  Surat,  where  he  embarked  for  Bombay;  at 

'His  letter  10 Mlsi Stone  OQ  d»  dosth of  bar  brahartva 
line  qpeelman  ofthe  msniiBr  in  which  a  IMiag  and  GhiMiBB 
hesic,  though  woondad,  coittkl  pour  ooBsolsiioQ  InttabasaBs 
moredtsplyiiDuniledsmL      * 
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which  place  he  arrived  on  the  19th  of  April;  and 
in  a  few  days  he  had  the  delight  of  meeting  hi» 
family,  who  came  thither  hy  sea  from  Calcutta, 
after  an  absence  of  more  than  ten  months.  On 
the  zoate  from  Altahabad  to  Svat,  he  yisited 
several  small  congregations  of  Christians;  not  a 
few  of  whom  we;e  native  converts,  eoncemtng 
whom  his  journal  contains  many  interesting  aineo- 
dotes.  He  visited  also  each  of  the  native  courts 
which  lay  in  his  route,  but,  as  he'.&saerts  in  on« 
of  his  letters^  never  went  out  of  his  way  for  objects 
•f  curiodty.  He  found,  nevertheless,  sufficient 
employment  to  keep  hu  attention  fully  awake,  for 
he  says,  "  In  every  ride  which  1  have  taken,  and 
in  every  wilderness  in  which  my  tent  has  be^n 
pitched,  I  have  as  yet  found  enough  to  keep  my 
mind  £rora  sinking  into  thie  languor  and  apathy 
which  have  been  regarded  as  natural  to  .a  tropical 
^fimaiie.'' 

From  Bombay  he  went  with  his  family  to  Cey- 
lon, where  he  remained  several  weeks,  visiting  the 
churches  and  performing  the  duties  of  his  episco- 
pal office.  He  held  a  visitation  of  his  clergy  at 
Cdoipbo,  and  addressed  them :  among  those  pre- 
sent were  two  natives,  one  of  whom  was  Chris- 
tian David,  who  had  been  ordained  by  Bishop 
Heber  himself,  as  before  mentioned — the  other 
had  been  educated  at  Cambridge,  in  England,  and 
had  married  a  respectable  English  woman ;  both 
these  were  chaplains  on  the  colonial  establishment 
While  here  he  exerted  himself  much  to  procure 
the  reestabiishment  of  the  general  system  of 
schools  and  religious  instruction,  which  the  Dutch 
government  had  originated  while  in  possession  of 
the  idand,  iind  which  he  was  anxious  to  restore. 
Another  object,  which  at  the  same  time  engrossed 
mnch  pf  his  attention,  waji  a  plan  for  Turnishing 
fecifities  for  literary  and  theological  education  to 
tiie  native  catecbists^  or  "  proponents,"  so  as  gradu- 
ally to  fit  them  for  admission  to  holy  orders,  and 
make  them  the  groundwork  of  a  regular  paio^ 
ehial  clergy.  To  this  end  he  suggested  to  some 
of  the  clergy,  the  tnuislation  of  a  few  of  the 
most  popular  English  works  into  the  Cingalese  and 
Tamql  languages.  At  Candy  he  was  waited  on  by 
a  deputation  of  the  Bhuddist  priests,  whom  Mrs, 
Qeber  describes  as  "  dressed  in  long  yellow  robesi 
with  the  right  arm  and  shoulder  bare,  and  their 
heads  and  eye-brows  closely  shaven.'^  On  his 
return  to  Calcutta,  after  an  absence  of  about  fif- 
teen months,  which  had  been  consumed  in  thii 
visitation,  be  had  the  gratification  of  ordaining 
another  native  christian,  Abdul  Museeh,  whom 
be  describes  as  a  venerable  old  man,  a  native  of 
.  Lncknow,  and  an  elegant  Persian  and  Hindooe- 
tanee  scholar.  ^  He  greatly  impressed  us  aU," 
says  Bishop  Heber,  "  with  his  deep  Apparent  emo- 
lion^  his  fine  voios  and  ^elegant  pronunciation,  as 


well  as  his  majestic  countenance  and  long  white 
beard." 

An  individual  who  was  present  at  the  meeting 
of  a  misBionary  association  at  Calcutta,  at  which 
Bishop  Heber  presided,  at  this  time,  renuurked 
of  him,  "  It  was  trufy  encoura^ng  to  witness  the 
kind  spirit  of  Bishop  Heber;  there  he  was,  some 
considerable  tfane  before  the  business  of  the  eve- 
ning began :  in  fiu;t,  the  impressbn  which  his  con* 
duet  made  on  my  mind,  was^  that  he  felt  as  though 
every  individual  who  attended  the  meeting  con- 
ferred a  personal  favour  On  him." 

In  January,  1836,  he  again  left  Gateittta  at»d 
his  feinily,  "with  a  heavy  heart,"  on  a  visit  to  the 
churches  in  the  Indian  peninsula,  and  the  now  well 
known  Syrian  churches,  of  the  Malabar  coast 
The  following  note  in  his  journal,  made  while  yet 
in  the  rivet,  is  interesting  in  its  relation  to  hit 
character,  "We  proceeded  to  the  Sandhdads,  and  ' 
dismissed  the  jnlot.  .1  was  glad  to  learn  ftom 
him,  that  a  poor  man  who  had  once  taken  us  up 
the  river,  and  get  miserably  drunk  on  that  occa- 
sion, had  been  greatly  impressed  with  some  good 
advice  I  had  given  him,  and  had  since  remained  a 
water  drinker.  I  wish  my  good  counsels  weitt 
always  equiJly  suooessfiil!"      >  ' 

During  his  9tay  at  Madras  he  was  gratified  by 
the  attention  shown  him  by  the  Armenians  in  that 
city,  and  paMicnlarly  with  the  presence,  en  one 
occasioji,  when  he  held  a  Confirmation, .  of  their 
Archbishop  Athanasius  and.  two  other  dignified 
ecclesiastics,  in  his  congregation.  It  is  very  evi- 
dent from  his  journals,  that  a  firiendly  .and  even 
brotherly  intercourse  with  the  ancient  churches  ot 
the  East  lay  veiy  near  )us  heart,  and  that  he  avail- 
ed himself  of  every  proper  occasion  to  cultivate  it 
At  one  of  his  visitations,  at  Calcutta,  he  invited 
several  of  the  principal  Armenian  ecclesiastics  to 
meet  his  clergy  at  dinner  at  his  own  house ;  anJ 
he  certainly  excited  in  many  of  the  members  of 
that  church  a  veiy  high  degree  of  respect  for  lus 
person  and  character. 

While  at  Madras  he  visited  the  Prince  Ateeni 
Khan,  uncle  and  guardian  to  the  Nawab  of  the 
Cam^tic,  accompanied  by  his  clergy  in  their  robes. 
They  were  received  vrith  as  much  state  as  this 
little  court  could  muster;  the  prince  bang  sur> 
rounded  with  a  crowd  of  "  Ullemah"  or  learned 
men.  While  the  Bishop  was  conversing  with  the 
prince,  some  of  these  learned  men  expressed  to 
Mr.  Robinson,  the  Bishop's  chi^ain,  their  asto- 
nishment that  the  Bishop  was  without  a  beard,  ob- 
serving, (the  Bishop  says,  with  much  truth,)  that 
learned  men  lost  much  dignity  and  authority  there 
by  the  efieminatie  custom  of  shaving.  They  also 
asked  if  the  Bishop  was  the  head  of  all  the  Eng- 
I  iish  church ;  aod  being  told  that  he  was  the  head 
in  India,  but  that  there  was  in  England  another 
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d^gyi&aii  superior  to  him^  the  question  was  t^ 

pealed,  "  And  dees  he  not  weAr  a  beard  1" 

.  The  tune  he  spent  in  Madras  Was  about  a  fert- 
night,  and  in  this  space  be  preached  eleven  tunes^ 
besides  pi^ding  at  a  large  society  meeting,  giving 

two  large  dinner  parties,  (for  he  was  habitually 
given  to  hospitality,)  and  receiving  and  paying 
"visits  innumerable."  Circumstances  which  suffi- 
ciently show  his  love  of  action,  and  his  disposition 
to  fill  up  every  iboment  of  his  time,  with  the  duties 
belongii^  to  his  station. 

On  leavii^  Madras  he  passed  the  spot  where, 
tradition  says,  the  apostle  St  Thomas  was  mar- 
tyred. Bbhop  Heber  thought  this  tradition  well 
&unded,  and  noted  in  his  journal  tbat  he  left  the 
spot  behind  with  regret,  and  should  visit  it,  if  he 
letumed  to  Madras^  with  a  reverent,  though,  he 
hoped,  not  a  superrtitious  interest  and  curiosity. 
He  re^ed  Tanjore  on  the  25th  of  March,  and 
OB  the  26tb  (iUurter  Sunday)  plreached  an  eloquent 
and  impressive  sermon  on  the  resurrection,  in  the 
diuich,  which,  at  the  request  of  the  native  mem- 
bers of  the  congregation,  he  promised  'to  havie 
translated  into  the  Tamul  language  and  printed. 
In  concluding  the  sermon,  he  in  the  most  fiseling 
manner  impressed  the  duty  of  brotherly  love  upon 
aH  present,  without  regard  to  rank  or  colour. 
Divine  seHce  was  performed  the  same  evening  in 
the  Tamul  language,  when,  to  the  agreeable  sur^ 
prise  of  all  present,  he  pronounced  the  Apostolic 
oenediction  in  that  language.  On  Monday  he  held 
a  confirmation.  In  the  evening  divine  service  was 
held  in  the  chapel  in  the  mission  garden.  At  ther 
conclusion,  he  addressed  the  missionanes  present 
in  an  affectionate  and  animated  manner;  observing 
to  them,  that  it  Was  probably  the  last  time  that  all 
present  could  expect  to  meet  in  this  world;  and 
exhorted  them  to  diligence  and  perseverance  by 
the  example  of  SchwartZ)  near  whose  remains  he 
was  then  standing.  On  the  28th,  attended  by  his 
chaplain,  and  several  missionaries  of  the  district, 
he  paid  a  viedt  of  ceremony  to  the  Rajah  of  Tan- 
jore. On  the  29th  and  30th  he  visited  and  in- 
spected the  missbn  school  and  premises'.  On  the 
3Ist  he  departed  for  Trichonopoly.  Of  the  feel- 
ings which  governed  hira  during  this  brief  visit,  a 
glowing  but  evid^tly  not  exaggerated  description, 
has  been  given  by  the  chaplain  who  accompanied 
him,  Mr.  Robinson.  "The  missions  at  Tanjore 
and  this  place,"  (Madras,)  says  Mr.  Robinson, 
'^  awakened,  in  a  most  powerful  degree,  and  be- 
yond any  thing  he  had  previously  seen,  the  affec-  .  bwk^  H-ber,  to  ooe  rf  hb  fc^w^  owttons  ths  i 
tions  of  his  heart ;  and  to  devise  and  arrange  a  camber  as  being  prasnt  on  this  ocaaion^  and  »^  "TUs 
plan  for.  their  revival  and  more  extended  proepe- ;  however,  Ja  only  la  the  dty  of  Ta^jon.  Then  ar»  scanand 
rity,  was  the  object  which  occupied  him  for  many ,  congiegatiora^  to  the  number  of  many  thouand  ProtaMatt 
days;  and  to  the  last  hour  of  his  life,  his  anxious  ObnmMxm,  in  aU  the  ne{ghboiiring  eiUes  and  vill^;  and 

energies  of  bis  mind.    Again  and  agam  did  he  ^^  ^^^  i^q  qiq,(  caniev  tiaTsUsr  that  the  cooivit  k^  fai  a 
lepeat  to  me  that  all  whk^  he  had  witnessed  in '  gnat  measnm,  ChiMan.'* 


the  native  congregations  of  these  iiHsrions»  their 
numbers,  their  general  order,  their  devout  attend- 
ance on  the  service  of  the  church,  exceeded  erer^ 
expectation  be  had  formed ;  and  that  in  their  sup- 
port and  revival  he  saw  the  feirest  hope  of  ex- 
tending the  Church  of  Christ.  Never  shall  I  fiir- 
j^et  the  warm  expressions  of  his  deOght,  when  on 
Easter-day  he  gatheted  them  around  him  as  hie 
xshildren,  as  one  femily  with  ouzaelves,  administer-k 
ed  to  them  the  body  and  Uood  of  our  common  Sa^ 
viour,  and  blest  them  in  their  native  tongue:  and 
when  in  the  evening  of  that  day,  he  had  seen  be- 
fore him  no  less  than  Thi&tben  hundred*  native* 
of  those  districto  rescued  from  idolatry  and  soper- 
stition,  and'joining  as  with  one  heart  and  voice  in 
the  prayers  and  praises  of  our  church, — I  can 
nevejr  foiget  his  exclamation,  that  he  vould  glad' 
ly  purchase  that  day  tPUh  yean  Tofl\fef* 

Bishop  Heber  arrived  at  Trichonopoly  on  the 
1st  of  April ;  on  the  folbwing  day  (Sunday)^  he 
preached  to  a  crowded  audience,  and  in  the  evening 
confirmed  forty  young  persons,  and  the  next  nuxm* 
ing  at  6  o'clock  he  repeated  this  rite  for  the  benefit 
of  some  native  Christians.  He  returned  home  to 
breakfast;  but,  before  sitting  down,  went  into  a 
cold  bath,  as  he  had  doite  the  two  preceding  days. 
His  attendant,  thinking  that  he  staid  moie  than 
the  usual  time,  entered  the  apartment,  and  found 
his  body  at  the  bottom  of  the  water,  with  the  face 
idownwards,  and  lifeless.  The  usual  restorativee 
were  immediately  but  inefiectually  tried.  Tfas 
spirit  had  returned  to  Gh>d  who  gave  it  On  ex* 
amination,  it  was  discovered  that  a  veaad  had 
burst  upon  the  brain,  in  consequence,  as  the  me- 
dical attendants  agreed,  of  the  sudden  plunge 
into  the  odd  water,  while  he  was  warm  and  ex- 
hausted^ His  mortal  remains  were  depodted  on 
the  north  side  of  the  altar  of  St  John's  church, 
Trichonopoly. 

The  melancholy  intelligence  of  this  overwhelllh- 
ing  calamity  was  communicated,  in  the  most  cau- 
tious manner,  to  his  amiable  and  accomplished  haft 
unfortunate  widow,  by  Lord  Combermere,  her  i»- 
lative.  Bishop  Heber  left  tvro  children  only,  both 
of  whom  were  daughters.  He  died  in  the  forty- 
third  year  of  his  age. 

Though  his  dteaih  is  thus  to  be  imputed  to  an 
apparent  accident,  yet  there  was  reason  to  believtt 
that  his  constitution,  like  that  of  hb  predecessor, 
gradually  yielding  to  the  efiecto  of  a  tropical  dl- 
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nato,  oombined- with  active  hahitfl  of  exertion 
lonned  .in  a  more  temperate  clime,  and  leading 
him  to  fteqnent,  and  somewhat  too  heedleae  an 
ezposuie  of  his  penon,  even  at  times  and  in  dr- 
dumstanoes  in  which  he  is  obliged  to  admit  ii^  his 
fooamah,  that  it  was  but  a  matter  of  ordinary  pru- 
dence to  leave  his  &mily  behind,  rather  than  to 
•zpoaethem.  When  he  firtt  ascended  the  Ghmges, 
and  before  he  had  reached  the  termination  of  his 
tojage,  Abdullah,  a  native  convert,  and  fidthfbl 
servant,  Whom  he  had  first  met  in  England,  and 
who  had  aeoompanied  him  to  India,  oo  one  occa- 
moa  cautioned  him  tenderly  against  the  expoeuie 
to  which  his  habits  of  exeitioh  constantly  led  him; 
eonclu^g  with  the^  remark,  *'  This  has  caused 
^our  hair  to  tucn  m  gray  sinee  your  arrival  in  In- 
dia;"  «  period  leas  thair  a  year.  In  Oude,  when 
00  his  way  to  the  Himalaya  mountains,  he  was 
taien  iR  on  the  road,  with  the  country  Aver, 
iMPought  on  him,  doubtless,  by  exposure  to  rain, 
md  variouB  changes  of  the  atmoaphere,  which  he 
had  just  before  bpen  compelled  to  qpdure  on  horse- 
back. He  was  at  this  time  without  any  com- 
panions but  natives,  and  probably  two  days'  ride 
from  any  phyacian.  It  pleased  Providence  to 
bless' the  remedies  which  he  used,  as  he  admits,  in 
utter  ignorance;  and  he  was  cheered  during  the 
three  or  four  days  in  which  he  lay,  almost  hope- 
less^ in  his  palanquin,  at  the  road  ade,  by  the  a^ 
fectkmate  attentions,  and  kind  consideration  of  his 
native  servants.  To  such  an.  extent  did  they 
cany  (his  last  {Mirticular,  that,  if  any  noiae  was 
madd,  even  accidentally,  within  his  hearing, 
feveral  voioea  would,  softly  urge  "alencel"  upon 
the  involuntary  offender.  At  this  time  he  wrote 
to  his  mother  and  sister  under  the  strong  impres- 
sbn  of  impending  death.  His  natural  buoyancy 
of  mhid,  and  the  -  ardour  of  his  spirit,  combmed 
with  fhe  novel  character  of  the  circumstances  in 
which  he  was  placed,  were  probably  the  causes 
which  made  him  thus  thoughtless  of  himself.  He 
knew,  moreover,  what  extensive  hopes  of  the  re- 
generation of  India  had  been  made  to  rest  upon 
him  :-^he  knew  that  he  was  looked  to  as  a  power- 
ful instrument  in  the  hand  of  GK>d  to  this  end ;  that 
from  hift  talents, hisdispootion,  his  personal  habits, 
his  prineipleai  and  above  all  his  almost  enthusias- 
tic devotbn,  fikening  him  in  all  these  respects  to 
the  tery  chiefest  of  the  apostles,  much  more  than 
he  eouid  ^reasonably  expect  to  accomplish,  was  an- 
ticipated. He  haid  set  before  him,  and  never 
aUowed  to  be  absent  from  his  mind,  the  maxim  of 
his  Divine  Master^— ^  muBt  work  the  tborfc§  of 
him  that  went  me  whUeiiit  dayj  the  night  eometh 
lifhen  no  man  can  work.  There  wis  one,  howev- 
er, who  watched  with  an  anxious  eye  over  his 
wel&re,  from  whom  it  could  not  be  concealed  that, 
before  the  attack  which  proved  fatal  to  Mmi  decay 
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had  commenced  its  work,  and  that  his  personal 
,  appeamnoe  had  undergone  no  trifling  ohange.  In- 
deedy  it  would  seem  to  be  but  a  waste  of  human 
life  and  human  talent,  to  pUce  any  competent 
person,  of  sufficient  age,  whose  habits  have  beeir 
formed  in  Europe,  in  the  oversight  of  such  a  dio* 
cese  as  British  India,  with  Polynesia  aM  Aus- 
tralasia, fivma.  And  yet  this  was  Bwhop  Heber's 
kit* 

Of  his  death  it  lias  been  beautifully  said»  that 
"His  sun  was  in  its  meridian  power;  and  its 
warmth  most  genial  when  it  was  suddenly  eeiipsed, 
forever.  He  fell  as  the  standard  bearer  of  the 
cross  should  ever  wish  to  foil,  by  no  lingering  de- 
cay, but  in  the  finnness  k^A  vigour  of  his  age,  and 
in  the  vexy  act  of  combat  and  triumph.    His  Mas* 


or  d»  extant  and  burtheiisamB  chaneier  d(  the  bwdneas 
detaih  of  U^  office  ha  faw  the  foUowing  account  in  a  kticr  to 
hb  friend  and  inccewy  at  Hodnei,  the  Rev.  J.  4.  BIubl 

"I  do  not  think,  that,  inthengtdaraDdoldlnaiy  fiioetioDB 
of  my  dioeeM^  there  Is  mon^  or  even  ao  much  to  be  done^  as 
in  anyof  the  more  eztenriTe  bfahopricB  of  England;  theamall 
number  of  the  cleigy  murt  prevent  thia  being  {he  CMS.  But 
■on  the  other  hand,  every  thing  which  ie  done  mnat  bedooBty 
myaeU;  both  to  lis  spirit  and  ita  details;  and  partly  owii«  to 
the  manner  in  which  we  aie  ecanered,  and  partly,  toohe  ge* 
nenl  habit  of  the  country,  aU  must  be  done  in  writing.  Quae* 
tionn^  which  in  England  would  not  occupy  more  than  Hvs 
minutea  convenation,  may  hen  aometimea  call  lor  a  leuar 
of  aiz  or  eight  pagetj  and  aa  nothing,  or  nhnost  nothing^ 
which  ooncema  the  intereais  or  duiiea  of  the  clBigy,'can  be 
aettled  without  a  reference  to  Goremm^nt,  I  hav^  In  iket,  at 
leael  twoaeta  of  letten  to  write  and  receive^  In  0?ery  impor< 
tant  matter  which  cornea  befoie^^ne^  Aa  viailer  of  l!iAof% 
GoHege^  I  saceive  abnoat  every  weeic  ilz  or  SBvcn  abeeta  of 
cloae  writing  on  the  aubject  lamcaUedontogfreanoptnloa 
on  the  architecture^  expense^  and  deMlto  ef  every  ohbrch 
which  is  built,  or  pcopoeed  to  be  built,  in  India;  every  appll- 
oation  for  aalary  of  either  clerk,  aezton,  achoofaowner,  or  bell* 
lii^r,  muatpaaa  through  ray  han^  and  be  leoonmended  in 
a  lettar  to  GoTeramSni.  I  am  lilerally  the  condaetor  of  all 
the  miaatona  in  the  three  pnridendes ;  and  what  ia  moat  aeil- 
QUi  of  all,  I  am  obliged  to  act  in  aintoat  every  thio^frem  n^y 
own  fingle  judgaiept,  and  on  my  own  aingle  re^Mnaibillty, 
without  any  more  experienced  person  lo  ooneult,  or  any  pve- 
cedent  to  guide  me.  I  have,  beaite^  not  only  ttia  Iidian 
clergy  and  the  Indbn  goitamieni  10  coneapood  with,  but  tha 
jpeliglouaaocietlea  at  home,  wfaoae  agant  I  am,  and  to  whoml 
must  aend  occaaionalletfen^  the  cbrapoaltioa  of  each  of  which 
occupies  me  many  daya:  white  in  the  acarcity  of  deigy  which 
U,  and  muat  be  felt  here,  I  feel  myaolf  bound  to  preach,  hi 
aomeoqiB  or  other  of  the  chunhea  or  atationa^  no  l^frequenu 
ly  than  when  I  waa  to  England. 

**  Ail  thla,  whan  one  b  Matlooary  at  GUeati%  may  be  doD^ 
Indeed,  without  dUBcoIty:  botmyjoqmsyathiow  meaadly 
toto  arrean;  and  you  may  earily  believe,  therefore^  not  on^ 
-that  I  am  obUgedto  let  alip  maay  opportnnitba  qf  writing  to 
my  fiiendaat  home,  but  that  my  leisure  ftratudy  amounts  to 
Uttle  or  Dodiing;  and  thateventbenaafe  languagei^  in  which 
it  haa  been  my  earaeat  deaire  to  perfect  rayaelf,  I  am  com- 
pelkd  to  acquire  very  alowl(y,  and  by  eonveraaiion  more  thaa 
by  reading.  With  all  thb^  however,  in  Spite  vt  the  ma^y 
dlaadva&tagM  of  climate  and  banMimBnt,  1  am  bound  tS 
confeai  that  I  like  both  my  enploymentB  and  my  ] 
country." 
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Cer  ctaod  niddenly,  and  found  him  faithful  in  bia 
ehaige,  and  waiting  for  hia  appearing.  Hia  lait 
hour  waa  tpent  in  fait  LonTs  aertioe,  and  in  mln- 
iitering  to  the  humbleat  of  hia  flock.  He  had 
■earoely  put  off  the  eaered  robea  with  which  he 
aerred  at  the  altar  of  hia  God  on  earth,  when  he 
waa  suddenly  admitted  to  hia  eanetnar;  on  high, 
and  clothed  with  the  garmenta  of  immortaJitj." 

Immediately  on  the  intelligence  ai  hia  death, 
pablie  meetings  were  called  at  Calcutta,  at  Mad- 
raa,  and  at  Bombay,  in  which  eulogtea  were  pro- 
nounoed  upon  hia  character,  by  thoae  who  had 


known  htm  iong,*  and  who  gave  to  his  i 
the  highest  expressions  of  their  praise. 

It  has  been  determined  t^  eredt  momuDBiitB  to 
the  memory  of  Biahop  Heber  at  Cak^utta,  at  Blad- 
raa,  and  in  St  PauPs  cathedral,  Londoii,  and  aft 
Oxford.  Sevefal  scholarships  hinw  been  fonndM 
in  Bishc^'s  Ccdlcge,  near  Calcutta,  which,  tnm 
the  same  moti^  are  to  bear  his  name.  Tba 
monument  at  Madrai  haa.been  already  eieetod. 


The  chief  juiUces  (^  die  three  preridendee  who  were  pa^ 
eent  at  these  meetings  were  bj  a  dngolar  r^nditonca  Uf 
ooDlsmponxleB  at  ooilega. 


{Tributes  to  tlie  mruiatfi  ac  Hial^oy  l^ebr r. 


BT  FCLICU  HUUMB.      ^ 

Ir  it  be  sad  lo  apeak  hf  treasures  gone, 
Of  sainted  geniua  called  too  soon  away, 

Of  light,  ham  thip  world  taken  whiile  it  shone. 
Yet  kindling  onward  to  the  perfect  day-— 

How  shfO  our  grief,  if  moumfbl  these  things  be, 

Fkm  forth,  O  guide  and  gifted  friend  I  for  theel 

Hath  not  thy  Tok»  been  here  amongst  uk  heard? 

And  that  deep  sovd  of  gentleness  and  power, 
Have  we  not  felt  ita  breath  in  every  wsfid, 

Wont  from  thy  lip,  aa  Hermon's  dew,  to  showerl 
Yes ! '  in  our  hearts  thy  fervent  thoughta  have 

burned — 
Of  heaven  they  were,  and  thither  are  returned 

How  shall  we  mourn  thee  1— With  a  lofty  trust, 
Our  life'a  immortal  biithright  from  above  1     j 
With  a  glad  faith,  whose  eye,  to  trsck  the  just, 
Through  shadea  and  myateries  lifts  a  ghuice  of 
love. 
And  yet  can  weep! — ^for  Nature  so  deplores  * 
The  friend  that  leavea  us,  though  for  happier 
dioMa. 

And  one  high  tone  of  triumph  o'er  thy  bier, 
One  strain  of  solemn  rapture  be  allowed ! 

Thou  that,  nJMcing  on  thy  mid-<:areer, 
Not  to  decay,  but  untadeath  hast  bowed ! 

Inthose  bright  regions  of  the  rising  sun, 

When  Victory  ne'er  a  erown  like  thine  htJk  won. 

Praise,  for  yet  one  more  name,  with  power  en- 
dAwe4, 
To  cheer  and  guide  us  onward  as  we  press, 
Yet  one  more  image  on  the  heart  bestowed, 
To  dwell  there—beautiful  in  holiness  I  « 
T^tns.'  Heber,  thine!  whose  memory  from  the 

dead 
Shinca  as  this  star,  which  to  the  Saviour  led. 


BT  AUMiAA  OPXB. 

How  we&  I  reAember  Ae  day  I  first  met  theet 
T  was  in  scenes  k>ng  forsaken,  in'  raomenla 
fongfled, 
Then  lit^e  thought  I  that  a  world  would  regret 
theel 
And  Europe  and  Asia  both  mourn  for  thee  dead. 

Ah  t  little  I  thought  in  thoae  gay  social  hours, 
That  around  thy  young  hesd  e*en  the  htuvel 
would  twine, 
Stin  leas  that  a  crown  of  the  amaranth's  ffowen^ 
Enwrsathed  with  the  palm,  would,  O  Ebbcrl 
be  thine. 


We  met  in  the  world,  and  the  light  thai  i 
round  thee 

Waa  the  dangeroua  blaxe  of  wit'a  meteor  ray, 
But  e'en  then,  though  unseen,  mercy's  angiel  had 
found  thee, 
And  the  bright  star  of  Bethlehem  waa  maikiqg 
thy  way. 

To  the  banks  of  the  Us,  a  fitf  litter  dwellQg, 
Thy  footsteps  returned,  and  thy  hand  to  ils  lyii^ 

While  thy  heart  with  the  baid'a  bright  ambitkB 
waa  swelling, 
Bui  holy  the  theme  waa  that  wakened  ita  fifa, 

Again  in  the  world  and  with  worMIinga  I  met  thea. 
And  then  thou  wert  weloomed  as  PateHinuft 
bard, 
They  had  scorned  at  the  task  which  the  Savbv 
had  set  thee, 
The  Chxiatian's  rough  labour,  the  maityx^  in- 
ward. 


TRIBUTES  TO  THE  MEMORY  OP  BISHOP  HEBER. 


Yet,*  the  one  was  my  casing,  thy  portion  the 
other; 
The  far  shores  of  In^  received  thee,  tind  blest, 
And  its  lowlieiit  of  teachers-  dared  greet  as  a  bro- 
ther, 
And  love  thee,  though*  clad  in  the  prelate's 
proud  vest. 

In  the  nieek  hmmble  Christian  forgot  was  thy 

greatness, 
T|ie  follower  they  saw  of  a  crucified  Lord, 
For  thy  seal  showed  his  s|Mrit,  thy  accents  his 

sweetness, 
'  Ai>4  the  heart  ofltheheathen^ntnk  deep  of  the 

word. 

Bright  as  short  wui  thy  course,  when  "a  coal 
from  the  altar" 
Had  touched  thy  blest  lip,  and  the  Toioe  bade 
thee  "Go," 
Thy  baste  could  not  pause,  and  tl^  step  could 
not  (Uter, 
Tffl  o'er  India's  wide  seas  had  advanced  thy 
swift  prow. 

In  vain  her  fierce  sun,  with  its  ctoudless  e£bl- 

Seemed  arfows  of  death  to  ehpot  forth  with 
each  ray; 
Thy  fidth  gave  to  lear  and  fatigue  no  indulgence. 
But  on  to  the  goal  urged  thy  perilous  way ! 

And,  martyr  of  zeal  I  thou  e'en  here  wert  rewarded, 
When  the  dark  sons  of  India  came  round  thee 
in  throngs, 
Whfle  thee  as  a  father  they  fondly  regarded,  ' 
Who  taught  them  tod  blessed  in  their  own  nsr 
tive  tongues. 

When  thou  heard'st  them,  their  faith's  awful  er- 
rors disclaiming. 
Profess  the  pure  creed  which  the  Saviour  had 
.given, 
Those  moments  thy  nussimi's  blest  triumph  pro- 
claiming, 
Gave  joy  which  to  thee  seemed  a  foretaste  of 
Heaven.t 

BliD  "On,"  cried  the  voice,  and  surrounding  their 
altar, 

Trichonopoly's  sons  hailed  thy  labours  of  love: 
Ah  me  I  with  no  fear  did  thine  accents  then  felter; 

No  secret  forebodings  thy  conscious  heart  move? 


*  At  IfaBt  ha  nfmed  the  appolAtment,  tmt,  "aAar  devout 
pfVei"  be  accepted  It,  thlhUng;  it  wae  hte  duty  to  do  ao. 

t  When  they  gathered  round  htm  on  Euier-day  evening  to 
die  number  of  thirteen  hundred,  and  he  bleand  them  In  their 
natlva  toogue^  he  exclaimed,  "that  he  woukl'gladlj  purchasa 
tfutt  day  wUh  yean  ofhla  llfa.'<— JZoMiieen'^  Sttmon. 


Thou  hadst  ceased— having  taught  them  what 

rock  to  rely  on, 
And  had  doft  the  proud  robes  which  to  prelates 

belong. 
But  the  next  robe  for  thee  was  the  white  robe  tf 

.  The  next  hymn  thou  heard'st  was  "  the  sera- 
phim's song."  ' 


Here  hushed  be  my  lay  for  a  far  sweeter  y 
Thy  requiem  TU  breathe  in  thy  nufaibers  alone, 

For  the  bard's  Totiys  ofieringto  hang  on  thy  hearse, 
Should  be  formed  of  no  langua|;e  less  swe<st 
than  thy  own* 

t  "Thovi  art  gone  to  the  grave,  but  we  will  not 
deplore  thee, 
Since  God  was  thy  refoge,  thy  ransom,  thy 
guide; 
He  gave  thee,  He  took  thee,  and  He  ^viU  nstoie 
thee. 
And  death  has  no  sting,  since  the  Saviour  has 
died." 


ANONTMOUS. 


How  heaatifiil  upon  the  mouotaina  are  the  ftet  of  him  that 
bringet^  good  tldlngi^  that  publiaheth  peace;  that  bringeth 
good  tidlnga  of  good,  that  publiahech  mlvatkn  l-lMiaA,  UL  7. 


How  bright  and  glorious  are  the  sun's  firrt  gleams 
Above  yon  blue  horizon! — Darkness  flies 
Before  liis    presence. — ^Mountains,  -  Tallies, 
trees, 

Glow  with  resplendent  beauty.-— And  the  itreams 

Reflect  the  lustre  of  his  orient  beams. 

So  Barber  shone — for  unto  him  was  given 
To  spread  the  tidings  of  salvation  round, 
Whilst  heathen  nations  caught  the  joyfid 
sound, 

And  learned  to  kneel  before  the  shrine  of  Heaven ; 

Th^t  "cross  surmounted  shrine,"  where  Faitli 
and  Prayer 
Point  to  the  crown  of  bfiss,  reserved  there 

For  those  whom  Jesus  loves— but  his  bright  son 

Of  gl<ffyset,  ere  yet  its  race  was  run, 

And  he  <ika<  bliss  has  gained— that  crown  has  wm  1 


-  He  had  acaioelj  pot  off'hia  robea  In  which  he  oQdMed  at 
the  altar,  when  he  waa  auddanly  called  away  <'to  be  clothad 
with  ImmortalUy."— AiMiMm**  SSmnon. 

t  Written  by  BiahopHaber  on  the  death  of  a  fttand  Sh 
page  27. 
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IpaUfiiUne; 


A  PRIZE  poem;  recited  in  the  theathe,  oxford. 

IN  TBB  TEAR  BIDOOCin. 


RsFt  of  thy  waOM,  amid  thffbM  Ibilofn, 
Moafn,  widowed  queen,  fingotten  Sion,  moum ! 
Tfl  Ihu  thy  pUce,  uA  City,  ^  thy  thione, 
Where  the  wild  deeert  rean  its  crag^  atone  1 
While  anna  unbleat  their  angry  luatre  fling, 
And  w^-wom  pilgrims  seek  the  scanty  spring? — 
Wh^  now  thy  pomp,  wb|ch  kings  with  envy 

.▼iewedl  ' 

Where  now  thy  might,  wluch  all  those  kings  tmh- 

duedl 
No  martial  myriads  muster  in  thy  gate ; 
No  sapptiant  natbns  in  thy  Temple  wait; 
No  prophet  baids,  thy  glittering  courts  among. 
Wake  the  fiill  lyre,  and  swell  the  tide  of  song : 
But  lawless  Force,  and  meagre  Want  is  there, 
And  the  qoick-darting  eye  of  restless  Fear ; 
While  cold  Oblivion,  *mid  thy  ruins  laid»   • 
Folds  his  dank  wing(l)  beneath  the  ivy  shade. 

Ye  guardian  saints !  ye  warrior  sons  of  hea«en,(2) 
To  whose  high  care  Judsa's  state  was  given  I 
O  wont  of  old  your  nightly  watch  to  keep, 
A  hostV  gods,  on  Sion's  towery  steep  1(3) 
Ife'er  your  secret  Ibotsteps  linger  still 
By  Siloa's  fount,  or  Tabor's  echomg  hill ; 
If  e'er  your  song  on  Salem's  gkiries  dwell, 
And  mourn  the  captive  land  yon  loved  so  well ; 
(For  oft,  'tis  said,  in  Kedron's  palmy  vale 
Mysterious  harpings(4)  s#ell  the  midnight  gale^ 
And,  blest  as  balmy  dews  that  HernHin  cheer, 
Melt  in  soft  cadence  on  the  pilgrim'a  oar ;) 
Forgive,  blest  spirits,  if  a  theme  so  high 
Block  the*weak  notes  of  mortal  minstrelsy  ^ 
Yet,  might  youi  aid  this  anxious  breast  inspire 
With  one  faint  spark  of  Milton's  seraph  -fire, 
Then  shoqld  my  Muse(5)  aseend  with  bolder  flight. 
And  wave  her  eagle-plumes  exulting  in  the  light. 
3* 


O  happy  once  in  heaven's  peculiar  love^ 
Delight  of  men,  below,  and  saints  above ! 
Thoo^,  Salem,  now  the  spoiler's  foflian  hand 
Has  loosed  bis  hell-bounds  o'er  thy  wasted  Und ; 
Though  weak,  and  whelmed  beneath  the  stoims 

of  fate, 
Thy  house  is  left  unto  thee  desolate  ;(6) 
Though  thy  proud  stones  in  cumbrous  rain  &II, 
And  seas  of  sand  o'erlop  thy  mouldering  wall; 
Ye^  shall  the  Muse  to  Fancy's  jurdent  view 
Each  shadowy  trace  of  faded  pomp  renew : 
And  a»  the  Seer(7)  on  Pisgah's  topmost  brow 
With  glistening  eye  beheld  the  plain  below, 
With  prescient  aidour  drank  the  scented  gtde^ 
And  bade  the  opening  glades  of  Canaan  hail; 
Her  eagle  eye  shall  scan  the  prospect  wide^ 
From  Carmel's  difts  to  Almotana's  tide  ;(8) 
The  flinty  waste,  the  cedar-tufted  hill, 
The  Uquid  health  of  smooth  Ardeni's  rill; 
The  grot,  where,  by  the  wtitch-fire's  evening  bla», 
The  robber  riots,  or  the  hermit  prays  ;(9) 
Or,  where  the  tempest  rives  the  hoary  stons^ 
The  wintry  top  of  giant  Lebanon. 

Fierce,  hardy,  proud,  in  conscious  freedom  bold,. 
Those  stormy  seaU  the  warrior  Druses  hold  ;(10) 
From  I)f  orman  blood  their  k>fty  line  they  trace. 
Their  lion  courage  proves  their  generous  race. 
They,  only  they,  while  all  around  them  kneel 
In  sullen  homage  to  the  Thradan  steel, 
Teach  their  pale  despot's  waning  moon  to  feai(ll) 
The  patriot  terrors  of  the  mountain  spear.    . 

Yes,  vak>rous  chiefs,  while  yet  your  sabres 
shine,        V 
The  native  guard  of  feeble  Palestine, 
O,  ever  thus,  by  no  vain  boast  dismayed, , 
Defend  the  birthright  of  the  cedar  shade  I 


« 
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What  tfao|igh  no  mora  for  yoa  th*  obedient  gale 
SweUfl  the  white  bosom  of  the  Tynan  sail ; 
Though  now  no  more  your  glittering  marts  unfold 
Sidonian  dyes  and  Lusitanian  gold  ;(13) 
Though  not  for  you  the  pale  and  sickly  slave 
Forgets  the  light  in  Ophir'e  wealthy  cave ; 
Vet  youT^  the  lot,  in  proud  contentment  blest, 
Where  cheerful  labour  leads  to  tranquil  rest. 
No  robber  rage  the  ripening  harvest  knows; 
And  unrestrained  the  generous  vintage  flows :( 13) 
Nor  less  your  sons  to  manliest  dee<1s  aspire, 

.  And  Asia's  mountains  glow  with  Spartan  jSre. 
So  when,  fleep  sinking  in  the  rasy  main, 
The  western  sun  forsakes  the  Syrian  phdn, 
Flis  watery  rays  refracted  lustre  shed. 
And  pour  their  latest  light  on  Carmel's  head. 
Yet  shines  your  praise,  amid  surrounding  glOom, 

'  As  the  lone  lamj^  that  trembles  in  the  tofnb : 
For  few  the  souls  that  spurn  a  tyrant's  chain, 
And  small  the  bounds  of  freedom's  scanty  reign. 
As  the  poor  outcast  on  the  cheerless  wild, 
Arabia's  parent,(l4)  clasped  her  fainting  child, 
And  wandered  near  the  roof  no  lAore  her  home, 
Forbid  to  linger,  yet  afraid  to  roam : 
My  sorrowing  Fancy  quits  the  happier  height, 
And  southward  throws  her  half«verted  sight. 
For  sad  the  scenes  Judiea's  plains  disclose, 
A  dreary  waste  ef  undistinguished  woes  :* 
See  War  untired  his  crimson  pinions  spread,. 
And  foul  Revenge,  that  tramples  on  the  dead ! 
Lo,  where  from  fax  the  guarded  fbantains8hine,(l5) 
Thy  tents,  Nebaioth,  rise,  and  Itedslr,  thine  !(1G) 
'T  ia  yoilra  the  boast  to  mark  the  stranger's  way. 
And  ^ur  your  headlong  chargers  on  the  pi^y, 
Or  rouse  your  nightly  numbers  from  afar, 
And  on  the  hamlet  pour  the  waste  of  war; 
Nor  spare  the  hoary  head,  nor  bid  your  «ye 
Revere  the  sacred  smile  of  infancy .(17) 
Such  now  the  clans,  whose  fiery  coursers  ibed 
Where  waves  on  Kishon's  bank  the  whispering 

reed; 
And  thdrs  the  soil,  where,  curling  to  the  skies,[(18) 
Smokes  on  Samaria's  mount  her  scanty  sacrifice. 
While  Israel's  sons,  by  scorpion  cutses  driven, 
Outcasts  of  earth,  and  reprobate  of  heaveh. 
Through  the  v?ide  world  in  friendless  exile  stray, 
Remorse  and  shame  sole  comrades  of  their  way. 
With  dumb  despair  tfadr  country's  wrong  behold, 
And,  dead  to  glory,  only  bum  for  gold ! 

O  Thou,  their  Guide,  their  Father,  and  their  Lord, 
Loved  for  thy  mercies,  far  thy  power  adored ! 
If  at  thy  name  the  waves  forgot  thenr  ^ree,"  [{19) 
And  refluent  Jordan  sought  his  trembling  source; 
If  at  thy  name  like  sheep  the  mountains  fled, 
And  haughty  Sirion  bowed  his  marble  head^ — 
To  Israel's  woes  a  pitying  ear  incline. 
And  raise  from  earth  thy  long-neglected  vine  1(90) 
Ber  rifled  fruits  behold  the  heathen  bear, 
Andwild-wood  boars  her  mangled  clusters  tear! 


Was  it  fbr  this  she  stretched  her  peopled  leign 
From  far  Euphrates  to  the  western  maini 
For  this,  o'er  many  a  hill  her  boughs  she  thnvr 
And  her  wide  arms  like  goodly  cedars  grewl 
For  this,  proud  Edom  slept  beneath  her  shade. 
And  o'er  the  Arabian  deep  her  branches  playcdf 

O  feeble  boast  of  transitory  power ! 
Vain,  fruitless  trust  of  Judah'9  happier  hour! 
Not  suph  th^  hope,  when  throng  the  parted 

main  *  • 

The  cloudy  wonder  led  the  warrior  train : 
Not  such  tjieir  hope,  when  through  the  fields  of 

niglit 
The  torch  of  heaven  diflfusod  its  friendly  light 
Not,  tvhen  fierce  Conquest  urged  the  onward  war. 
And  buried  sUnh  Canaan  from  his  iron  car: 
Nor,  when  five  monarchs  led  to  Gibeon's  fight, 
In  ryde  array,  the  hahieased  Amorite:(21) 
Yes— in  that  hour,  by  mortal' aoeenis  stayed, 
The  lingering  sun  his  fiery  wheels  delayed ; 
The  moon,  obedient,  trembled  At  the  sound, 
Curbed  her  pal^  car,  and  checked  her  mazy  round  1 

Let  Sinai  tell — fo;  she  behcjd  his  might, 
And  God'eown  darkness  veiled  her  mystic. hagbts 
(He,  cherub-home,  upon  >llie  whirivrind  rode^ 
And  the  lied  mountain  like  a  flimaoe  gbwed:) 
Let  Sinai  tell^but  who  ehall  dare  recite 
His  praise,  his  power,— eternal,  infinite  T^ 
Awe-struck  I  cease ;  nor  bid  my  struns  aepira, 
Or  serve  his  altarwith  unhallowed  fiie.(Si) 

Such  were  the  cares  that  watched  o'er  lanei'a 
fate, 
And  such  the  glories  of  their  infimt  state. 
— TriumphAnt  i:ace!  and  did  your  power  decajl 
Failed  the  bright  pronMse  of  your  early  day  t 
No:— by  that  sword,  which,  red  with  heatlins 

A  giant  spoil,  the  stripfiog  champion  boie; 
By  him,  the  chief  to  farthest  India  known. 
The  mighty  master  of  the  iViy  throne  ;(93) 
In  heaven's  own  strength,  high  towering  o'er  ber 

fees, 

Victorious  Salem's  lion  banner  leee : 
Before  her  footstool  prostrate  nations  lay. 
And  vassal  tyraifts  crouched  beneath  her  eway. 
— And  he,  the  kingly  sage,  whose  lestieBs  mind 
Through  nature's  mazes  wandered  mioonfined  ;(9() 
Who  ev*ry  bird,  and  beast,  and  insect  knew, 
And  spake  of  everf  plant  that  quafib  the  dew; 
To  him  were  known — so  Hagar's  eflbpring  telt* 
The  powerful  sigil  and  the  sterry  .spell, 
The  midnight  call,  helFs  shadowy  legions  dmri, 
And  sounds  that  burst  the  riumben  of  tiie  deed. 
Hence  all  his  might ;  for  who  could  these  oppoee? 
And  Tadmor  thus,  and  Syrian  Balbec  tqs^95) 
Yet  e'en  the  works  of  toiling  Genii  fall,. 
And  vain  wae  EstaUiar's  enchanted  waB. 
In  frantic  e&nverse  with  the  moumiiil  vrind, 
There  oft  the  houseless  Saiiten(26)  rsali  i 


PALESTINE. 


'  Stnmse  akapes  ha  viewaj  and  drinks  witb^  won- 
dering ean 
Tbe  voicea  of  the  dead,  and  songs  of  other  yean. 

Such,  the  fiunt  echo  of  departed  prake, 
StUl  aound  Arabia's  Ieg«»dar^  lays ; 
And  thus  Iheir  fabling  bards  delight  to  tell 
How  torely  were  thy  tents,  O  Israel  1(27)    , 

For  thee  his  iv'iy  load  Behemoth*  bofe,(28)    ' 
And  far  SoAJa.  teemed  with  golden  otb  ;(39) 
Thine  all  the  arts  that  wait  on'wealtb's  increase, 
Or  bask  and  wanton  in  the  beam  of  peaee. 
When  Tyber  slept  beneath  the  cypress  gloom, 
And  silenoe  held  the  feiiely  woods  ot  Rome ;' 
Or  er?  to  Greeoe  the  builder's  skill  was  know% 
Or  tiie  Kght  efakel  bmshed  the  Parian  stone ; 
Yet  here  fidr  Science  ndrsed  her  infiuit  fire, 
Fanned  1^  the  artist  aid  of  friendly  Tyre. 
Then  ttmered-  the  palate,  then  in  awful  state 
The  temple  naied  its  everlasting  gate.(30) 
No  workman  steel,  no  pondVous  axes  rang  *,(31) 
Li)w  some  tall  palm  the  noiseless  fabric  sprung. 
Majestic  silenee  1 — then  the  harp  awoke, 
The  cymbal  olanged,  the  deep-voiced  trumpet 
t      spdie; 

Asd  Salem  spread  her  sQpp)iant  arms  abroad, 
Yiswed  the  descending  fUme,  and  blessed  the  pre- 
sent God!(33) 

,  Nov  shmnk  she  .then,  when,  raging  deep  and 
loud, 
Beat  o^er  her  sool  the  bUlows  of  the  proad.(33) 
E'en  they  who,  dngged  to  Shinar's  fiery  sand. 
Tilled  with  nluetant  strength  the  Btranger's  land ; 
Who  sadly  told  thesbw-revolving  years. 
And  steeped  the  captive's  bitter  bread  with  tears  ;^ 
Yet  ofl  their  hearts  with  kindling  hopea  woukf 


Their  destined  triumphs,  and  their  glad  return, 
And  their  sad  lyres,  which,  sHent  and  unstrung, 
In  mournful  ranks  on  Babel's  willows  hung. 
Would  oft  awake  to  chant  their  future  fame, 
And  from  the  skies  their  ling'ring  Saviour  claim. 
His  promised  aid  could  every  fear  control ; 
This  nerved  and  warrior's  arm,  this  -steeled  the 
ttaitjrr's  soull 
Noff  vain  their  hope : — Bright  beaming  through 
the  sky. 
Burst  in  full  bla»  the  Day-spring  from  on  high; 
Earth's  utmost  isles  exulted  at  the  sight. 
And  crowding  natbns  drank  the  orient  light, 
Lo,  star4ed  chiefii  Assyrian  odours  bring. 
And  bending  Magi  seek  their  infant  King ! 
Marked  ye,  where,  hov'ring  o'er  his  radiant  head, 
The  dove's  white  wings  oelestial  glory  shedl 
Danghterof  Sioot-tirgin^qfaeenI  rejoice  t 
Clap  the  gljsd  hand,  and  Kft  the  exulting  voice! 
He  eomes,<^i]t  not  in  regal  splendour  dreet,    - 
The  haughty  diadem,  4he  Tyrian  vest ; 
Nid.  armed  in  flame,  all  glorious  £rom  afar, 
Of  hosts  the  elueftain,  and  tho  k)rd  of  war : 


Messiah  comes:  let  furious  dtaeord  cease: 
Be  peaoa  on  earth  befbm  the  Prince  of  Peace! 
Disease  and  anguish  fieel  Us  blest  control. 
And  howling  fiends  release  the  tortured  soul; 
The  beams  of  gladness  hell's  dark  caves  illume, 
And  Mercy  broods  above  the  distant  gloom. 

Tho«  pidsied  earth,  with  noonday  night  o'er- 
spread! 
Thou  sick'ning  sun,  so  dark,  so  de^p,  so  red! ' 
Ye  hov'ring  ghosts,  that  throng  the  starless  air, 
Why  shakes  the  earth?  why  &des  the  light  1  de^ 

Clare ! 
Are  those  his  limbs,  with -ruthless  sooqrges  torn? 
HiB  brows,  all  bleeding  with  the  twisted  theral 
EUs  the  pale  form,  the  meek  forgiving  eye 
Raised  from  the  cross  in  patient  agony? 
— Be  daik,  thou  sun — thou  noonday  night  arise 
And  hide,  oh  hide,  the  dndadfat  sacrifice! 

Ye  fhithfiil  few,  by  bold  affection  led, 
Who  round  the  SarioorV4sosa  your  sorrows  shed. 
Not  Ibr  his  sake  your  tearful  vigils  keep ; —   [(34) 
^eep  for  your  country,  for  your  children  weep  I 
— Yengeanc^!  thy  fiery  wing  their  race' puivued; 
Thy  thirsty  poniard  blushed  with  infant  blood. 
Ronsed  at  thy  call,  and  panting  still  for  game, 
The  bird  ^f  war,  the  Latian  eagle  came. 
Then  Jndah  raged,  by  ruffian  Discord  led,. 
Drunk  with  the  steamy  carnage  of  the  deisd ; 
He  saw  his  sonri  by  dubious  slaughter  &U, 
And  war  without,  and  death  within  the  wall. 
Wide-wasting  Plague,  gaunt  Famine,  mad  de- 
spair, 
^nd  dixe  Debate,  and  damortous   Strife  vrere 

there: 
Love,  strong  as  Death,  retained  hui  might  no 

more. 
And  the  pale  parent  drank  her  children's  gore.(35) 
Yet  they,  who  wont  to  roam  th'  ensanguined  plaii^ 
And  spurn  with  feU  delight  their  kindred  slain ; 
E'en  they,  when,  high  above  the  dusty  fight. 
Their  bumiogTemple  rose  in  lurid  tight. 
To  their  k>ved  altars  paid  a  parting  groan. 
And  in  their  country's  woes  forgot  their  own. 

As  'mid  the  cedar  courts,  and  gates  of  gold*. 
The  trampled  ranks  in  miry  carnage  rolled, 
To  save  their  Temple  every  hand  essayed. 
And  with  cold  fingers  grasped  the  feeble  blade: 
Through  their  torn  veins  reviving  fury  ran, 
And  life's  last  anger  warmed  the  dying  man! 

But  heavier  far  the  fiettered  captive's  doom! 
To  glut  with  sighs  the  iron  ear  of  Rome : 
To  swell,  slow-pacing  by  the  car's  tall  side. 
The  stoic  tyrant's  philosophic  pride  ;(36) 
To  flesh  the  lion's  rav'nous  jaws,  or  feel 
The  sportive  fury  of  the  fencer's  steel ; 
Or  pant,  deep  plunged  beneath  the  sultry  mine, 
For  the  light  gales  of  balmy  Palestine. 

Ah!  fhiitfiil  now  no  more,  an  empty  coast. 
She  mourned  her  son*.enslaved,  her  gknies  kst: 


H£B£R*S  POEMS. 


In  her  wide  streets  the  leliely  raven  br^. 
Then  barked  the  Wolf,  and  din  hyenas  fed. 
Yet  midst  her  towery  fanes,  in  rii^i  laid, 
The  pilgrim  saint  his  murmoring  vespea  paid ; 
'T  was  his  to  climb  the  tofted  rocks,  and  rove 
The  chequered  twilight  of-the  olive  grove ; 
'T  was  his  to  bend  beneath  the  sacred  gloom, 
And  wear  with  many  a  kiss  Messiah's  tomb : 
While  forms  celestial  filled  his  tranced  eye, 
The  day-light  dreams  of  pensive  piety, 
O'er  his  still  breast  a  tearful  fervour  stole. 
And  soAer  sorrows  charmed  the  mourner's  sool. 

Oh,  lives  there  one^  who  tnocks  his  artless  seal  7 
Too  proud  to  worship,  and  too  wise  to  feel? 
Be  bis  the  soul  with  wintry  Reason  blest. 
The  dull,  lethargic  sovereign  of  the  breast  1 
Be  his  the  life  that  creeps  in  dead  rspoee, 
No  joy  that  sparkles,  and  no  tear  that  flows  ![(37) 

Far  other  they  who  reared  yon  pompous  shrine, 
And  bade  the  rock  with  Parian  marble  shine.(38) 
Then  hallowed  Peace  lenewed  her  wealthy  reign. 
Then  altars  smoked,  and  Sion  smiled  again. . 
There  sculptured  gold  and  costly  gems  were  seen, 
And  all  the  bounties  of  the  British  queen ;  (39) 
There  barb'rous  kings  their  sandaled  nations  led, 
And  steel-clad  champions  bowed  the  crested  head, 
There,  when  her  fiery  race  the  desert  poured. 
And  pale  Byzantium  feared  Medina's  sword,(40) 
When  coward  Asia  shook  in  trembling  Wo, 
And  bent  appalled  before  the  Bactrian  bow ; 
From,  the  moist  regions  of  the  western  star 
The  wand'ring  hermit  waked  the  storm  of  war.(41) 
Their  Kmbs  all  iron,  and  their  souls  ail  flame, 
A  countless  host,  the  red-crass  warriors  came; 
E'en  hoary  priefts  the  sacred  combat  wage,    . 
And  dotl^e  in  steel  the  palsied  arm  of  age ; 
While  beardless  youths  and  tender  maids  assume 
The  weighty  morion  and  the  glancing  plume.(43) 
In  sportive  pride  the  warrior  damsels  wield 
The  pond'rour  falchion,  and  the  suii4ike  shield. 
And  start  to  see  their  armour's  iron  gleam 
Dance  with  blue  lustre  in  Tabaria's  streamj(43) 

The  blood-red  banner  floating  o'er  their  van, 
All  madly  blithe  the  mingled  myriads  ran: 
Impatient  Death  beheld  bis  destined  food. 
And  hovering  vultures  snuffied  the  scent  of  blood. 

Not  such  the  numbers,  nor  the  host  so  dread, 
By  northern  Brenn  or  Scythian  Timur  led,(44) 
Nor  such  the  heart-inspiring  leal  that  bore 
Unitod  Greece  to  Phrygia's  reedy  shore! 
There  Gaul's  proud  knights  with  boastful  mien 

advuice,(45) 
Form  the  k>ng  line,(46)  and  shake  the  cornel  lance ; 
Here,  linked  with  Thnce,  in  close  battahons  stand 
Ausonia's  sons,  a  soft  inglorious  band ; 
There  the  stem  Norman  joins  the  Austrian  train, 
And  the  dark  tribes  of  late-reviving  Spain; 
Here  in  black  files,  advancing  firm  and  slow, 
Victorious  Alburn  twaog*  ^  deadly  bow:-^ 


Album,—- still  prompt  (he  captive's  wnmg  to  aid. 
And  wield  in  freedom's  cause  the  frseman's  gene- 
roQs  blade ! 

Ye  sainted  spirits  of  the  wanior  deadv 
Whose  giant  force  Britannia's  asmies  led  1(47) 
Whose  bickering  AUchioins,  foremost  in  the  fighti 
StiU  poured  confusion  on  the  Soldao's  might; 
Lords  of  the  biting  axe  and  beamy  8pear,(46) 
Wide*conquering  Edward,  lion  lUcbard,  hear  I 
At  Albion's^ call  your  crested  pride  resorae. 
And  burst  the  marble  slumben  of  the  tomb! 
Your  tons  behold,  in  aim,  in  heart  the  same, 
Still  press  the  footsteps  of  parental  fome, 
To  Salem  still  their  generous  aid  supply, 
And  pluck  the  palm  of  Syvian  chivalry  i 

When  he,  fifom  towery  Malta's  yielding  ida^ 
And  the  green  waters  of  reluctant  Nile, 
Th'  apostate    chief,^fiom    Mi^aim'fl    snbjcei 


To  Acre's  walls  his  trophied  baaners  boie; 
When  the  pale  desert  marked  his  proud  anay, 
Atid  Desolation  hoped  an  ampler  away,* 
What  hero  then  triumphant  Qaul  dismayed! 
What  arm  repelled  the  victor  itenegadel 
Britannia's  champion ! — bathed  in'hostile  blood. 
High  on  the  breach  the  dauntless  seaman  «tood : 
Admiring  Asia  saw  th'  unequal  fight, — 
E'en  the  pale  cresoen(  blessed  the  Christian's 

might 
Oh  day  of  death  t  Oh  thint,  beyond  control, 
Of  crimson  conquest  in  th'-invader's  soul ! 
The  slaip,  yet  wann,  by  social  foot8tep»trod» 
O'er  the  red  moat  supplied  a  panting  load; 
O'er  the  red  moat  our  conquering  thunden  Hew, 
And  loftier  still  the  grisly  rampire  grew. 
While  proudly  glowed  above  the  rescued  tower , 
The  wavy  cross  that  marked  Britannia's  power 

Yet  still  destruction  sweeps  the  lonely  plain 
And  heroes  lift  the  generous  sword  in  vain. 
Still  o'er  her  sky  the  clouds  of  anger  roll, 
And  God's  revenge  hangs  heavy  on  her  aouL 
Yet  shall  she  rise  ;^but  not  by  war  restored, 
Not  built  in  murder,— >planted  by  the  sword. 
Yes,  Salem,  thou  shalt  rise:  thy  Father'a  aid 
Shall  heal  the  wound  hk  chastening  hand  has 

made; 
Shall  judge  the  proud  oppressor's  ruthless  sway, 
And  burst  his  braxen  bonds,  and  cast  hb  conls 

away<49)  [(60) 

Then  on  your  tops  shall  deathless  verdure  spring; 
Break  forth,  ye  mountains,  and,  ye  valleys,  sing ! 
No  more  your  thirsty  rocks  shall  frown  forlorn, 
The  unbeliever's  jest,  the  heathen's  scorn ; 
The  sultry  sands  shall  tenfold  hfwests  yidd. 
And  a  new  Eden  deck  the  thorny  field. 
E'en  now,  perehance,  wide-waving  o'er  t^  hind. 
That  m^hty  Angel  lifts  his  golden  wand. 
Courts  the  bright  virion  of  descending  power,(51) 
Tells  every  gate,  a|ul.  measures  eve^r  tower  ;(d9) 
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And  eludes  the  iardj  ■eals  that  yet  detain 
Thy  Lioki,  Judab,  from  his  destined  reign! 

And  who  is  He  1  the  vast,  the  awful  form,(^) 
Girt  with  the  whirlwind,  sandaled  wi(}i  the  stonn? 
A  western  cloud  around  his  limbs  is  spread, .  - 
His  crown  a  rainbow,  and  a  sun  his  head. 
^  T<^  highest  heaven  he  Ms  his  kingly  hand, 
And  treads  at  oitea  the  oeean  and  the  land ; 
And,  hark !  his  veios  amid  the  thander*«  roar, 
'Bis  dreadful  voice,  that  tiaie  shaU  be  no  more! 

LoJ  cbenib  hands  the  golden  coUrte  pr^)ans, 
Lo !  thnmeeaiise^and  ev^iy  saint  is  there  •,(54) 
Earth's  ntniosf  bounds  eonftss  their  awful  swqr, 
The  mountains  worship,  and  the  isles  obey; 
Nor  sun  nor  moon  they  need,^nor  day,  nor  night ; 
God  is  their  temple,  and  the  Lamb  their  light  :(d6) 
And  shall  not  Israers  sens  exulting  come, 
Hail  the  glad  beam,  and  ofcdm  their  ancient  home  1 
On  J>avid*e  throne  shall  David's  offiipriog  reign, 
AJod  the  dry  bones  be  warm  with  life  againi(66) 
Hack!  white-robed  eoowds  their  deep  h*w^nnat 

raiie, 
And  the  hoane  flood  repeats  the  sound  of  praiset 
Ten  thoaaad  harps  attune  the  mysCie  song, 
Ten  ffMNtMOid  thousand  sums  the  stndn  proleng; 
'*  Worthy  the  Lamb !  omnipotent  to^save, 
"  Who  &d,  who  lives,  triumphant  o'er  the  grave 


Note  6,  page  1,  col.  a 
IV  hp<iM  is  left  unto 
St  Matthew,  xxiv,  38. 


NOTES. 

Note  I,  page  1,  col.  I, 
FoMihbduikwing. 
Alluding  to  the  usual  ipanner  in  Which  Sleep 
is  represented  in  ancient  statues.    See  also  Ptndiff , 
Pyth.  L  T.  16^  17.  wtm99m  vy^  fmrvi  trnffu/* 

J^ote  %  page  1,  col.  1. 

Ttt  waxTiorsoos  ofhaaTeau 
Anthorities  for  these  celestial  warriors  may  be 
fiNDid,  Job1».  V,  13.    SEingsvid.    2  Mace  v.  3. 
Ibid.  zL    Joseph.  Ed.  Hods.  vi.  p.  1282.  et.  alibi 


Note  3»  page  1,  coL  I. 
Btanviowtfu  Msspi 
It  IS  searoely  necessary  to  mentiOTi  Ihe  lofiy  ntft 
of  Jeruaslem.    '*  The  hill  of  God  is  a  high  hiU, 
0fMi  a  high  bin  as  the  hill  of  Bashan." 

Note  4,  page  1,  eoL  1. 

M7«srtoQi  harpingiL  -^ 

See  Sandys,  and  other  travellers  into  Ajuu 

Note  5,  page  1,  col.  1. 
Thsn  dMNdd  aiy  If  on. 
Common  practice^  and  the  authority  of  Milton, 
•eem  sufBoent  to  justifyuaing  this  term  as  a  per 
ionification  of  poetry. 


Note  7,  page  1,  col.  8. 
TbBttsr. 
Mom     . 

Note  8,  page  1,  col.  & 
AlmoGua'a  tide. 
Almotana  is  the  oriental  name  for  the  Dead 
Sea,  as  Ardeni  is  fot  Jordan. 

Note  9,  page  1,  col.  2. 

The  robber  rioci^  or  the  hsnnU  pnja 

The  mouoteins  of  Palestine  are  full  of  eavems, 

which  are  generally  oocapied  in  on«  or  other  id 

the  methods  here  mentioned..  Vide  Sandy%  Maim- 

drel,  and  Calmet,  Passim. 

Noti  10,  page  1,  col.  a 
Tlian  iionny  saacs  the  warrior  Druns  hold. 
The  unt&meable  spirit^  feodal  customs,  «,nd  af^ 
fection  lor  Europeans,  which  distinguished  this 
extraordinary  race,  who  boast  themselves  to  be  a 
remnant  of  the  Crusaden,  aie  well  described  in 
Pag68.'  The  account  of  their,  Qslebrated  E&nr, 
Fafidardtni,  in  Sandys,  is  also  very  inteiesting. 
Puget  de  S.  Pierre  compiled  a  small  volume  on 
their  history;  Paris,  1763.  Iteo. 

•Note  11,  page  1,  eol.  2. 
Itedi  their  pale  despot'k  wsnliirteooB  10  ter. 
"  The  Turkish  Sultans,  whose  moon  seems  &st 
approaching  to  its  wane."    Sir  W.  Jones's  IsL 
Disooune  to  the  Asiatic  Society. 

Note  12,  page  2,  col.  L 
Sfdoniaa  dyes  and  LnsltanisQ  fold. 
The  gold  of  the  Tyrians  chiefly  came  from  Por* 
tugal,  which  was  probably  their  Taivhish. 

Notel3,page2,coLl. 
And  imrMmined  the  genaraw  vfnuige  lima 
In  the  southem  parts  of  Palestine  the  inhabi- 
tants reap  their  com  green,  as  they  are  not  soie- 
that  it  will  ever  be  allowed  to  come  to  maturity. 
The  oppression  lo  which  the  cultivator*  of  vina- 
yards  are  subject  throughout  the  Ottoman  empir»- 
is  well  known. 


Hagar. 


Note  14»  page  2;  eoL  1. 
Anbla'spaMiti 


Note  15,  page  ^  col.  L 
The  faasdsd  Ibuntsioi  riilns. 
The^  vmtering  places  are  generaUy  bcMt  wkb* 
Arabs,  who  exact  toll  from  all  comei&    Sbe  j 
mer  and  PagU> 


a 
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Note  16,  p«g^  3;  ool.  1. 
Thj MQU^  Nabftkich,  riM^  vid, Eadtf,  thitAl 
■  See  Ammianitt  Marcellinus,  tibw  m.  p.  43. 
Ed.  Vale*- 

Note  17.  page  3^  ool.  I.   . 

Nori^tfa  the  hoarj  head,  nor  btd  your  aja 
Revftre  Uw  aaciad  mule  of  infimcy. 
**  Thine  eye«hall  not  apan  them.*' 

Note  18,  pa^  2,  col.  1. 
Smpkai  on  flamaria'a  mount  bar  acanty  aacililea. 
A  miaefable  remnant  of  Samaritan  wonhipitiB 
eziMs  on  Mount  Gerizim.    Maundrell  relatea  hia 
oonvenatbn  with  the  high  prieat. 

Note  19,  page 3, 00I.I. 
And  laftMitt  Jardan  aooghthla  tremMlns  aointai 
Paalm  adv. 

Note  90,  page  %  col.  1. 

lb  ItraePa  woei  a  pityfcog  ear  IncUne, 

And  niae  fton)  eaith  thy  kmg-n^lected  Ttne  t 

See  Psalm  Izxx.  &— 14. 

Note  31,  page  3,  col.  & 
Tba  hamaand  AmoiHe. 


tic  ruina  of  EsXaklmr,  or  Pey«ppolia,  the  andenk 
capital  of  Persia,  an  aocount  ibllowa  of  the  wild 
local  traditiona  just'  alluded  to.  Vol.  ii.  p.  190.  Ed. 
Amat.  1735, 4to.  Vide  alao  Sale'a  Koran ;  IVHci^ 
befot,  Bibl  Orient,  (article  SoTiman  Ben  Daood); 
and  the  Arabian  Nights'  Enteitainmento,  pasaim. 

Note  36,  page  3,  ooL  3.      - 


Josh.x. 


Note  38,  page  3,  col.  S. 
Or  aBrra  bit  alter  with  mJiaUowed  fln. 
.Alluding  to  the  fate  of  Nidab  and  Abilia. 

Note  33,  page  3,  ool.  3. 
The  ttklgh^  maiiarof  ihB  iT*ry  Uttona. 
Solomon.    Ophir  is  bj  most  geographers  placed 
»in  the  Auraa  Chersonesus.    See  Tavemier  and 
JUkigh.  < 

Note  34,  page  3,  coU  3. 
Through  naiMie^  maaea  maoAHtd  nnronftnnd.  ' 
.The  Arabi&n  mytholeigy  rsspecting  Solomon  is 
lin  itself  so  ftsdnating,  is  so  ifluatrative  of  the  pre- 
4wnt  state  of  the  ooontr>7  and  on  the  whole  so 
iigieeable  to  Scripture,  that  it  was  judged  improper 
te  omit  all  mention  of  it,  though  ito  wildnesa  might 
have  operated  as  an  objection  to  making  it  a  pxin- 
xtpal  6bject  in  the  poem. 

Note  35,  page  3,  ool.  3. 
And  Tidmarthai^  aadByriaa  Baibec  RM. 
Palmyra  ("  Tadmor  in  the  desert'')  was  really 
ibnilt  by  Solomon,  (1  Kings  ix.  3  Chron.  Yui.)  and 
•uni^eTBal  tradition  marks  him  out,  with  great  pio- 
fbfUlity,  as  the  founder  of  Balbec.  Estakhar  is 
-  also  attributed  to  him  by  the  Arabs.  See  the  Ro- 
tnance  of  Yathek,  and  the  yarions  Travels  into  the 
East,  more  particularly  Ohaidin's,  in  which,  after 
a  minute  and  interesting  description  of  the  najes- 


It  is  well  known  thai  the  Santons  are  veal  or  af- 
fected madmen,  pretending  to  extraoidinaiy  saoe- 
tity»  who  waiider  about  the  coontiy,  sleeping  kk 


caves  or  nuns. 


meantbs 


Note  37,  page  3,  col.  I. 
How  lovely  were  t|iy  teno^  O  fenal! 
Numbers  zxiv.  5. 

Note  38,  page  3;  ool.  1. 

lor  thee  hia  lir*iy  load  BBbamadi  bdsa 
Behemoth  is  sometimes  supposed  to 
elephant,  in  which  sense  it  is  here  used. 

Note  39,  page  8,  col.  1.    . 
And  ftr  Sofcla  teemed  wUi  gohte  osa . 
An  African  port  to  (he  soulSi  of  Bah  el  mimdrib, 
celebrated  for  gold  minea. 

Note  30,  page  3,  ool.  1. 
^  na  temple  naced  ha  evariaidng  gata. 
Psalm  xxiT.  7. 

Note  31,  page  3,  ooL  I. 

No  fpwfcman  iteel,  no  poad'roai  axaa  nog. 
"  There  was  neither  hammer,  nor  axe,  nor  any 
tool  of  iron,  heard  in  the  house  while  it  was  ia 
building."   1  Kings  vi.  7. 

Note  33,  page  3,  col.  1. 
Viewed  ihs  daneodliig  flaine,  and  blened  the  pneant  Chid. 

**  And  when  all  the  children  of  Israel  saw  how 
the  fire  came  down,  and  the  glory  of  the  Lord  up- 
on the  house,  they  bowed  themsehes  with  thdi 
faces  to  the  ground  upon  the  paTement,  and  wor 
shipped."  3Chnm.riL3. 

Note  33,  page  3,  col.  1. 
Beat  d'er  biraoalllie  faiUowBor  the  proad. 
Pnlm  cniv.  4. 

Note  34,  page  3,  eoL  3. 
Weep  for  your  eountry,  for  year  children  WM|k 
Lukezxiii.97,S8. 

Note  35,  page  3,  col.  Sl 
And  the  pale  jannt  drank  her  chfidkaoAi  fan. 
Josephus  vi.  p.  1375.  Ed.  Hods. 

Note  36,  page  8,  col.  3. 
'  Hm  eKiie  tyruit^  pfallonphle  prida. 
The  Roman  notions  of  humanity  can  not  !»?• 
been  ▼ny  exalted  when  they  ascribed  so  large  n 


/ 


> 


PALESTINE. 


vliwrB  to  ^Qg.  For  the  honible  details  of  his  oon- 
dact  during  the  saege  of  Jerusalem  ahd  after  its 
oapture,  the  reader  is  referred  to  Josephus.  When 
we  learn  that  so  many  captives  were  crucified,  that 

trmtfu  vMc  M|u«r<y;.and  that  after  all  was  over, 
in  cold  blood  and  meniment,  be  oelebratad  his  hnh 
therms  birthday  with-  similar  saerificev;  we  can 
hardly  doubt  as  to  the  nature  of  that  untold  crime, 
which  disturbed  the  dying  moments  of  the  "  dar- 
ling o(  the  human  race."  After  all,  the  cruelties 
'of  this  man  are  probably  fcftened  in  the  high 
priest's  narrative.  The  fall  of  Jerusalem  nearly 
fcsembles  that  of  Zaiagoca,  but  it  is  a  Moria  who 
Iflttitfae  tale. 

Note  37»  page  4^  eoL  1. 
z  on  poinpoui  nxiiM. 
Tbe  temple  of  the  Sepulchre. 

Note88,page4.ooLl. 

Aadbade  dw  leck  with  FurbA  msifali  AiUB. 

8ee  ColovieiM,  p.  179,  and  firom  him  Sandys. 

Node 39,  page 4, coll. 

The  B^iab  qoeea 

St  Heieaa,  who  was,  according  to  Camden,  bom 

«a  Colcheiter.    See  also  Uowol's  History  of  the 

WcwM; 

Note40,page4,ooLl. 
And  pB]»  Bynuitium  fesrad  Medina's  twofd: 
The  invasions  of  the  civilized  parts  of  Asia  by 
the  Arabian  and  Turkish  MahoOMCans. 

Nate4l,page4,  00I.I. 
TIm  wandering  henQk  waked  the  «onn  of  war. 
Peter  the  hennit.  The  woild  hae  been  00  long 
mocustomed  to  hear  the  Crusades  considered  as  the 
height  of  phrenzy  and  injustice,  that  to  undeitake 
their  defence  might  be  perhaps  a- hazardous  task. 
We  must  however  reooUect,  that,  had  it  aot  been 
ftr  these  estraofdtiMtry  exertions  of  generous  coo- 
rage,  the  whole  of  Europe  would  perhaps  have 
fidlen,  and  Ciuifltianity  bosn  buried  in  the  ruins. 
It  was  Bot,  as  Voltaire  has  fidsdy  or  weakly  as- 
sorted, a  conspiracy  of  robbers ;  it  was  not  an  un- 
provoked attadk  on  a  distantand  inoffenAve  nation ; 
it  was  a  blow  aimed  «t  ihe  heart  of  a  most  power- 
tA  and  active  enemy^  Had  not  the  Christian 
kingdoms  of  Asia  been  established  as  a  check  to 
the  Mahometans,  Italy,  and  the  scanty  remnant  of 
Christiairity  in  Spain,  most  again  have  fallen  into 
their  power;  and  France  fierself  have  needed' all 
the  heroism  and  good  fbitone  of  a  Charles  MartoL 
(O'deliver  W  from  subjugatbn. 

Note  43,  page  4,  col.  L 
While  beardlcse  yootla  and  tender  mekliaaums 
He  weighty  morion  and  the  glandng  plume. 
See  Vertot  HiM.  Chev.  MaJthe.  liv.  L 


Note  43,  page  4,  col.  1. 

lUKUia'ts 


Tabaria  (a  corruption  of  Tiberias)  is  the  name 
used  fi>rthe  Sea  ofOalilee  in  the  old  lomanoes. 

Note  44,  page  4,  col.  i.       . 
By  nocibem  BMu^  or  ScTthian  Tiflfiw  ML 
Brennus,  and  Tamerlane. 

Note  45,  page  4,  ooL  1. 

Then  G8iil><i  prpod  kaigfaie  widi  boMtiWl  mieo  advanee. 

The  insolence  of  the  French  noUes  twioe^caused 
the  ruin  of  the  army ;  once  by  refusing  to  serve^ 
under  Richu'd  Cceur  de  Lion,  and  again  by  n- 
pioaching  the  EngHsh  with  cowardice  in  St.  Louis's 
expedition  to  Eg^  See  KnoUee's  History  of  the 
Twks. 

Note46,pag6  4,ooLl. 
Form  the  long  fine. 
The  Kne  {combat  a  la  haye\  according  to  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh,  was  characteristic  of  French  tac- 
tics ;  as  the  column  {herse)  was  of  the  English. 
The  English  at  Cr6ci  were  dravn  up  thiity  deep. 

Note  47,  page  4,  col.  19L 
Whose  gtaA  fbite  Britannia's  armlei  ML 
All  the  British  nations  served  under  the  same 
banner. 

ekno  gIMl«M  ssgittarU  ed  hsm» 
Genie <con  kir,  ch>«  pid  viclna  al  polo, 
Qoeitl  da  ralie  aelve  inod  manda 
La  dirlea  del  mondo^  uliima  Iriaoda. 

TMB0^Gleniiri.libiL4i 

Ireland  and  Scothnd,  it  is  scaicely  neosasaryto 
observe,  were  synonymous. 

Note  48,  page  4,  cd.  9. 
Loide  of  the  biting  an  and  beamy  miear. 
The  axe  of  Richard  was  very  fiunous.    See 
Warton's  Hist,  of  Anc.  Poetry. 

Note  49,  page  4,  od.  3. 
And  hanahis  biasen  bondis  and  cast  his  coidi  away. 
Psalm  ii.  3.  cvii.  16. 

Note  50,  page  4,  coL  3. 
TYten  on  yonr  tope  riiaD  dealhleee  verdnre  qitag; 
*'  I  will  multiply  the  fruit  of  the  tree*,  and  tlie  in 
crease  of  the  field,  that  ye  shall  receive  no  mote 
the  reproach  of  famine  among  the  heathen."^  And 
they  shall  say,  This  land  that  was  desolate  is  be- 
come like  the  garden  of  Eden,"  &c.    Ezek.  zzxvL 

Note  51,  page  4,  Gol  2. 

Omuis  (he  bright  vUn  of  deecandii^  power. 
That  great  city,  the  holy  Jerusalem,  descend- 
ing out  of  heaven  from  Gh)d,  having  the  gtory  of 
God."   Rev.xxllO. 


HEBER'S  POEMS. 


Note  53,  piige  4,  cd.  3. 

Caekiel  zl. 

Note  53«  page  5,  col.  1.     . 
And  wboli BbI  (hvTie^ dwawltal fcrm. 
Her.  X. 

Note  54,  page  5,  col.  1. 
Lol  thzQB«viae^n5ifM7eiiiitliClMiib. 
Rev.  zz. 

Note  66,  pi^  5,  eoL  1. 
6od  b  tiMr  temple  and  Che  lemb  their  HghL 
*'And  I  Mkw  no  temple  therem :  fbrtheLoid 


God  Almighty  anJ  the  Lamb  are  in  tbe  temple  of 
k.  And  the  city  had  no  need  of  the  am,  neitl^r 
of  the  moop,  to  ahiqe  in  it:  fiir  the  glory  oi  CM 
did  lighten  it,  and  the  Lamb  k  the  light  thefwf." 
ReT.zzi.3SL 

Note  59,  page  5,  coL  1. 

Ab4  the  ^^  boaee  be  franii  nWi  Wb  afalik 

"Thus  aaith  the  Lord  God  onto  tbeae  bonea^ 
Behold  I  w31  caoee  breath  to  enter  into  yon,  anif 
ye  than  Iito." — "  Then  be  aaid  unto  me.  Sod  of 
man,  theae  bonea  are  the  whole  houae  of  brad." 
Exdi.zzzTiL 


IBitroiir, 


LINES  ON  THE  PRESENT  WAR. 

WRITTEN  IN  1809. 


tD.  aTANDO.  Mccmvnrr,  non.  batib.  atdbo 

ZPriKI.  aiaVIDEM.  HON.  CLIRITS.  MIHI 
PER.  SACROa.  TRIPODE8.  CERTA.  REFERT.  DEYR 
NSa  SERTAT,  PENIfYB.  PIDEM 

%TOD.  BT.  ariD.  uceat.  credere.  ADHYC.  TAMEK 

NAM.  LAETTM.  TOKTIT.  NON.  FVERIT,  PROCTL. 

ftTAERENDTB.  CELER<.  AYU  PROPERBT.  ORAOT 

BT.  OALLTU.  RE^RIUAT.  FBROCC 

PETRYa,  CRINTTYa..IN.  OABMIMft 
AD«  BER.  CARAPHAM. 


At  that  dread  aeaaon  when  th'  indignant  North 
Poured  to  vain  wan  her  tardy  numben  forth, 
When  Frederic  bent  hb  ear  to  Europe's  cry, 
And  fanned  too  late  the  flame  of  liberty ; 
By  ieTeiish  hope  oppressed,  and  anxious  thought, 
In  Dreiden's  grove  the  dewy  cool  I  soaght.(l) 
Through  tangled  boqghs  the  broken  moonshine 

played^ 
And  Elbe  slept  soft  beneath  his  linden  shade:— 
Yet  slept  not  all ;— I  heard  the  «easeleaB  jar. 
The  rattling  wagons,  and  the  wheels  of  war.; 
The  founding  lash,  the  march's  mingled  ham. 
And,  lost  and  heaid  by  fita,  the  laajg^  dram; 
O'er  the  near  bridge  the  thundering  hoofs  thai 

trode, 
And  the  far-distant  fift  that  thrilled  along  the 

road. 
Yes,  sweet  it  seems  acroaa  some  watery  dell 
To  catch  the  muae  of  the  pealing  bell; 
And  sweet  to  Ikt,  as  on  tbe  beach  we  atray, 
The  8hip-boy*a  carol  in  the  wealthy  bay: 
But  aweet  no  less,  when  Justice  points  tbe  spear, 
Of  martial  wrath  the  giorioiM  din  to  hear, 


To  catch  the  war-Dote  on  the  qdvering  gafo. 
And  bid  the  blood-red  paths  of  con^oeet  hail 
Oh  t  song  of  hope,  too,  long  delusiva  strain  I 
And  hearwe  now  thy  flattering  iroioe  againi 
But  lale,  ahat  I  left  thee  cold  and  atill, 
Stnnned  by  the  wrath  of  heaven,  on  PiHw% 

-    iiai,(3) 

OhI  oo  that  bin  may  no  kind  meiith  renew 
The  fertfle  rain,  the  aparkfing  snmtner  dew! 
AcenrBed  of  Ood,  may  thoae  bleak  aummita  leD 
The  field  of  anger  where  the  mighty  fell 
There  yoothfal  Faith  and  high-boffn  Couaga  icat. 
And,  red  with  slai^hter,  Freedom's  hwnUsd 

cresf,(d) 
There  Europe  soiled  with  bfeod  her  treaBsa  gray. 
And  ancient  Honours  ahiBUU-all  vilely  thiowB 

away. 
Thna  mnasd  my  sonl^  as  in  siHcieaBiou  dMar 
Rose  eaob  grim  diape  jrf  Wrath  and  Daobl  «d 

Fear; 
Defeat  and  shame  in  grizily  Yirion  paand, 
And  Vengeanoe,  bought  with  hUni^  and  dorioos 

l>«i$hthe]aA 


EUROPE. 


Then  w  mygaw  thdr  ynmtg  eagles  met, 
And  ihnwgti  the  night  each  sparkling  bayonet, 
fitfil  memory  told  ham  AnstrU'ii  evil  hour 
Had  ftH  on  Praga's  field  a  Fredericks  power, 
And  Gkdlia's  iFaonting   traiD^(4)  and   Moseo's 

horde, 

Had  fleshed  the  maiden  ileri  of  Branswk*8  sword. 
0fal  yet,  I  deemed,  that  Fate, hy  joatioe  led, 

•  Might  wveatheonee  months  ¥eteran'asiher  head; 
That  Eorope's  ancient  pride  wonid  yet  disdain 
The  comwons  soeptre  of  a  sngie  reign; 
That  eonsdotts  right  would  tenfold  strengthaflmd, 
And  Heaven  assist  the  patiiofs  holy  sword, 
And  look  in  mercy  throogh  the  aospieious  Ay, 
To  bleep  tfie  savionr  host  of Oennany. 
And  are  they  di^eams,  theie  bodings,  soeh  as 
shed 
Their  fenely  oomlbrt  o'er  the  hermit's  bedl 
And  am  they  dreams?  or  ean  the  Eternal  Mind 
•Cam  Ibr  a  sparrow,  yet  neglect  mankindl 
Why,  if  the  dabiens  battle  own  hs  power, 
And  the  red  sabre,  where  he  bids,  devour. 
Why  then  can  one  the  cnito  of  worids  deride, 
And  nUniotts  weep  a  tyrant's  single  pridel 

Thos  sadly  musing,  1br  my  footsteps  straye^ 
Rapt  in  the  visbns  of  the  Atmian  maid. 
It  was  not  she,  whose  lonely  Voice  I  hear 
Fall  in  soft  whispers  on  my  k>vo-Iom  ear; 
My  duly  gnest,  who  wont  my  steps  to  guide 
Through  the  green  walks  of  scented  even-tide. 
Or  stretched  with  me  fn  noonday  ease  akmg, 

-  To  net  the  reaper's  channt,  or  throstle's  song: 
But  she  of  loftier  port;  whose  gmve  oontrol 
llules  tlie  fierce  woridngs  of  the  patriot's  soul; 
jEftie,  whose  high  presence,  o'er  the  midnight  ml. 
With  ftone's  bright  promiBe  cheers  the  student's 


"  Ir  may  not  be.    Destroetian's  geiy  wing 
Soars  o'^  the  bannersof  the  younger  king. 
Too  raahly  bravc^  vrho  seeks  with  stogie  sway 
To  stem  the  lava  on  its  destined  way. 
Poor,  glittering  warriors,  only  wont  Co  know 
The  faloodlesB  pageant  of  a  martial  show; 
Norsetingsofpeaee;  for  fiercer  fights  prepare. 
And  dtead  the  step4ame  sway  of  unaceostonied 

wart 
They  fight,  they  Meedl-^Ohl  had  that  bkiod  been 

shed 

When  Charles  and  Vaiodr  Austria's  ai^riss  led; 
Had  these  stood  forth  the  righteous  cause  to  lUeldk 
When-victoiy  Wavered  on  Momvia's  field; 
Then  France  had  mourned  hereonqoeats  mndefn 


That  same  was  she,  whose  ancient  lore  refined 
The  K>ber  hatrdihood  of  Sydney's  mind.     . 
Borne  on  her  vrin^  no  mon  I  seemed  to  rove 
By  Dresden's  glittering  spires,  and  linden  grove ; 
No  more  the  giant  Elbe,  all  silver  bright. 
Spread  his  broad  bosom  to  the  fiur  moot^ht, 
While  the  still  maigent  of  his  ample  flood 
Bore  the  dark  image  of  the  Saxon  wood — 
(Woods  happy  once,  that  heard  th«  carols  turn 
Of  rustic  love,  and  cheerful  industry ; 
Now  dull  and  joyless  fie  tiieir  alleys  green, 
And  aSenoe  nuutlLS  the  track  where  France  has 

been.) 
Far  other  scenes  than  these  my  &ney  viewed: 
Rocks  robed  in  ice,  a  mountain  solitude; 
When  on  Helvetian  hills,  in  godlike  state^ 
Alone  and  awful,  Europe's  Angel  sate: 
Bflent  and  stem  he  sate;  then,  bending  low, 
Listened  the  ascending  plaints  of  human  wo. 
And  waving  as  in  grief  his  to^ery  head, 
*'N«Ayet,  not  yet  the  day  of  rest^"  he  said; 


Her  backward  beaten  ranks,  andoountlesB  slain; 
Then  had  the'  strength  of  Europe's  freedom  stood, 
And  still  the  Rhine  had  rolled  «  Germfin  flood ! 

"  Oh !  nursed  in  many  a  wile,  and  practised  hmg, 
To  spoH  iSbe  poor,  and  cringe  before  the  strong; 
To  swell  the  ▼ictor'h  state,  and  hovering  near, 
Like  some  base  ndtum  in  (he  batde'ii  rear, 
To  watch  the  carnage  of  the  field,  and  share 
Each  loatfasom^lilms  the  prouder  eagles  spare: 
A  curse  Is  on  thee  Brandenburghf  the  sound 
Of  Poland's  wailings  drags  thee  to  liie  ground; 
And,  drunk  with  guilt,  thy  hariot  lips  shaM  know 
The  Utter  dregs  of  Austria's  «up  of  wo. 

Enough  of  vengeance!  O'er  the  ensanguiiMd 
pbin 
I  gaae  and  seek  their  numerous  host  in  vain; 
Gone  like  the  kxsust  band  when  whiifwindsbear 
Their  flimsy  regions  through  the  waste  of  air. 
Enough  of  ven^geanoel — ^By  the  gk»ious  dead. 
Who  bravely  M  where  youthful  Lewis  M'/fi^ 
By  Blueher'^  sword  in  fiercest  danger  tried, 
And  the  true  heart  that  burst  when  Brunswic  died; 
By  her  whose  charms  the  coldest  seal  lughi 

warm,(6) 
The  manliest  firmness  in  the  fidrert  form— « 
Save,  Europe,  save  the  remnant  t^Yet  remainB 
One  glorious  path  to  fiee  the  worid  from  chains 
Why,  when  your  northern  band  in  Eylan's  wood 
Retraating  struck,  and  tracked  their  course  with 

Mood, 

While  one  firm  rock  the  floods  of  ruin  stayed. 
Why,  generous  Austria,  wem  thy  wheels  dehiytdil 
And  Albion!"— Daiker  aorrow  veiled  his  brow^-« 
"  Friend  oflthe  friendless^Albiott !  wberb  art  thotf? 
Child  of  the  Sea,  whose  wing-fike  saib  an  spread, 
The  0($vering  cherub  of  the  ocean's  bed!(7) 
The  storm  and  tempest  render  peace  to  thee, 
And  the  wild-roaring  waves  a  stem  security. 
But  hope  not  thou  in  Heaven's  oWnstrmgth  tonde, 
Freedom's  loved  aric,  o'er  broad  oppression's  tids ; 
If  virtue  leave  thee,  if  thy  careless  sye 
GHanoe  in  ootatempt  on  Europe's  agony. 
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AIm  !  where  now  the  bands  who  wont  to  pour  • 
Their  strong  detiverance  on  th'  Egyptian  shore  ? 
Wing,  yring  your  course,  a  prostrate  world  tosave^ 
Tiiomphant  squadrons  of  Trafalgar's  wave. 

*'  And  thou,  blest  star  of  Eurone's  darkest  hour, 
Whose  words  ^ers  wisdom,  and  whose  counsels 

power,    .  •  .        .  '      . 

Whomearth  appl&uded  through  her  peopled  shores ! 
(Alas  I  whom  earth  too  early  lost  deplores ;— ) 
Young  without  foUies,  without  rashness  hold. 
And  greatly  poor  amidst  a  natbn's  gold  I 
In  every  veering  gale  of  faction  true, 
Untarnished  Chatham's  genuine  diild,  adieu  I 
Unlike  oor.common  suns,  whose  gradual  ray 
Expands  from  twilight  to  intenser  day,  - 
Thy  blaze  broke  forth  act  once  in  full  meridian  tfway, 
O,  proved  in  danger !  not  the  fiercest  flame 
Of  Discord's  rage  thy  constant  soul  could  tame ; 
Not  when,  far-stii£ng  o'er  thy  pakied  landi 
Gigantic  Treason  took  his  bolder  stand ; 
Not  when  wild  Zeal,  by  murderous  Fe<^n  led, 
On  jWicklow'^  hills,  her  grass-green  banner  spread ; 
Or  those  stem  conquerors  of  the  restless  wave 
Defied  the  native  soil  they  wont  to  save. — 
Undaunted  patriot!  in  that  dreadful  hour, 
When  pride  and  g^us  own  a  sternsr  power; 
.When  the  dinmied  eyeball,  and  the  struggling 

breath, 
And  pain,  and  terror,,  mark'  advancing  death ; — 
Still  in  that  breast  thy  country  held  her  thronie, 
Thy  toil,  thy  fear,  thy  prayer  were  hem' alone. 
Thy  last  faint  effort  her%  and  hers  thy  parting 
groan. 

' '  Yes,  from  those  lips  while  fainting  nations  drew 
Hope  ever  strong,  and  courage  ever  new ; — 
Yet,  yet,  I  deemed,  by  that  supporting  hand 
Propped  in  her  fall  might  Freedom's  miq  stand ; 
And  purged  by  fire,  and  stronger  from  the  storm. 
Degraded  Justice  rear  her  reverend  form.    • 
Now,  hope,  adieu ! — adieu  tbo  generous  care 
To  shield  the  weak,  and  tame  the  proud  in  war! 
The  golden  chain  <Mf  realms,  when  equal  awe 
Poised  the  strong  balance  of  impartial  law ; 
When  rival  states  as  federate  ststers  shone. 
Alike,  yet  various,  and  though  many,  one; 
And,- bright  and  numerous  as  the  spangled  sky, 
Beamed  each  fair  star  of  Europe's  galaxy — 
All}  all  are  gone,  end  after-time  shall  trace 
One  boundless  rule,  one  undistiogmshed  race ; 
'  Twilight  of  worth, .where  nought  remains  to  move 
The  patriot's  ardour,  or  the  subject's  love. 

"  Behold,  e'en. now,  while  every  manly  lore 
And  ev'ry  muse  fijrsakes  my  yielding  shore; 
Fainty  vapid  fruits  of  slavery's  sickly  dime, 
Each  tinsel  art  succeeds,  and  hariot  rhyme ! 
To  gild  the  vase,  to  bid  the  purple  spread 
In  lightly  foldings  o'er  the  Grecian  bed, 
I'heir  mimic  guard  where  sculptnredgryphonskeep, 
And  Memphian  idols  watch  o'er  beauty's  sleep ; 


To  rouse  the  slumbering  sparks  of  faint  deriM 
With  the  base  tinkling  of  the  Teian  lyie; 
While  yooth.'s  enervate  glance  and  gk>atmg  sg» 
Hang  o'er  the  mazy  waits,  or  .pageant  stage ; 
Eadi  wayward  wish  of -sickly  taste  to  please, 
The  nightly  revel  and  the  noontide  ease — 
These,  Europe,  are  thy  toils^  thy  trophies  theset 

'  So,  when  wide-wasting  hail,  or  whelming  rain. 
Have  strewed  the  bearded  hope  of  golden  graio. 
From  the  wet  furrow,  struggling  to  the  8kie% 
The  tall,  rank  weeds  in  barren  splendour  rise ;   • 
And  strong,  and  toweringsO'er  the  mildewed  ear» 
Uncomely  flowers  and  baneful  herbs  appear; 
The  ^wain's  rich  toils  to  useless  poppies  yield. 
And  Famine,  stalks  along  the  purple  field. 
"  And   thpu,  the   poet's  theme,  the  patriots 

prayer! 
Where,  Franee,  thy  hopes,  thy  gilded  pioiniv 

where; 

When  o'er  Montpefier's  vines,  and  Jura's  bdowi^ 
AU  goodly  bright,  young  Freedom's  planet  roset 
What  boots  it  now,  (to  our  destruction  brave,) 
How  strong  thine  arm  in  warl  a  vaUant  slave 
What  boots  It  now  that  wide  thine  eagks  sail. 
Fanned  by  the  flattering  breath  of  conquest's  galel 
What,  that,  high-piled  within  yon  ample  dome. 
The  blood-bought  treasures  ^lest  of  Greece  and 

Romel 
Scourge  of  the  .hi^iest,  bolt  in  vengeance  haded 
By  Heaven's  dread  justice  on  a  shrinking  woridl 
Go,  vanquished  victor,  bend  thy  proud  helm  down 
Before  thy  sullen  tyrant's  steely  crown. 
For  him  in  Afric's  sant^,  and  Poland's  snows, 
Reared  by  thy  toil  the  shadowy  jaurd  grows ; 
And  rank  in  German  fields  the  harvest  spi^n^ 
Of  pageant  councils  and  obsequious  king^.. 
Such  putple  slaves,  of  glittering  fetters  vain. 
Linked  the  wide  circuit  of  the  Latian  chain  ; 
And  slaves  like  these  shall  every  tyrant  find. 
To  gild  oppression,  and  debase  mankind. 

"  Oh !  live  there  yet  whose  hardy  souls  andfaigk 
Peace  bought  with  shame,  and  tranquil  bonds  de^^ 
Who,  driven  from  every  shore»  and  lords  in  vain 
Of  the  wide  prison  of  the  londy  msin. 
Cling  to  their  country's  rights  with  fireebom  zeal. 
More  strong  from  every  stroke,  and  patient  of  the 

steell 
Guiltless  of  chains,.to  them  has  Heaven  consigned 
Th'  entrusted  cause  of  Europe  and  mankind! 
Or  hope  we  yet  in  Sweden's  martial  snovrs^ 
That  Freedom's  weary  foot  may  find  repoeel 
No; — ^firom  yon  hermit  shade,  yon  cypress  dell. 
Where  &intly  peals  the  distant  matin-bell ; 
Where  bigot  kings  and  tyrant  prieste  had  shed 
Their  sleepy  venom  o'er  his  dreadful  head ; 
He  wakes,  th'  avenger — ^bark !  the  hills  around^ 
Untamed  Austria  bids  her  clarion  sound; 
And  many  an  ancient  rock,  and  fleecy  plain, 
j  And  many  a  valiant  heart  returns  the  strain: 
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He«rd  by  that  sbope,  wbere  Calpe'*  aroMdirtitop 
Fings  its  long  sha^dow  o*er  th*  Hef^uiean  ^eep, 
And  Lociaii  iffatdM,  whdse  hoary  poplan  wave 
In  soft,  sad  ranrmun  awest  Inez*  grave.(8) 
They  t>lBie  the  cbJl  who  daredlhe  first  wttb0taiid(9) 
The  Moslem  wasters  of  their  bleeding  land, 
When  firm  in  faith^  and  red  with  slaoghtered  IbeS) 
Thy  epeaiuenBOcled  crown,  Astaria(10y'iose, 
fiTor  these  atone ;  as  kHid  the  war-notes  swell, 
La  Mancha's  shepherd  quits  his  cork-buik  eell  > 
Alhama*8  strength  is  there,  and  those  who  till 
(A  hardy  rice !)  Morena's  scorched  hill ; 
And  in  rude  arms  throagh  wide  CkdUda's  reSgn, 
The  swarthy  vintage  pours  her  Tigoioas  train. 
*'  Saw  ye  those  tribes?  not  theirs  the  planned 


The  sightly  tiappingB  of  a  marshalled  host ; 
JSq  weeping  nations  corse  their  deadly  skill, 
Expert  in  danger,  and  inured  to  kill : 
But  theirs  the  kindling  eye,  the  strenuous  arm ; 
Theirs  the  dark  che^k,  with  patriot  ardour  warm, 
(fnblanched  by  sluggard  ease,  or  slavish  fear,. 
And  proud  and  purs'  the  blood  that  mantles  there. 
Theiift  from  the  Inrth  is  toil  ;^'er  granite  steep, 
And  heathy  wild,  to  guard  the  wandering  sheep; 
To  urge  the  labouring  mule,  or  bend  the  ^pear 
Gainst  the  nightrprowling  wol(  or  felon  bear; 
The  bull's  hoarse  rage  in  dreadful  sport  to  mock. 
And  meet  with  single  sword  his  bellowing  shock. 
Each  martial  chant  they  know,  each  manly  rhyme, 
Rude,  ancient  Uys  of  Spain's  heroic  time.(ll) 
Of  him  in  Xere's  carnage  fearless  fi>und,(13) 
(ms  glittering  brows  with  hostile  spear-heads 

bound}) 
Of  that  chaste    king   whose    hardy  mountain 

tntin(13) 
O'erthrew  the> knightly  race  of  Charlemagne; 
And  cUiefest  him  who  reafed  hb  banner  tall(14) 
(Uoatrious  exile!)  o'er  Valencia's  wall; 
IJngraced  by  kings,  whose  Moorish  title  rose 
The  toilreanied  homage  of  his  wondering  foes. 
"  Yes ;  every  mou^'ring  tower  and  haunted 
flood, 
And  the  wild  murmurs  of  the  waving  wood ; 
Bach  sandy  waste,  and  orange-scented  dell, 
And  red  Buraba's  field,  and  Lugo,(15)  tell, 
How  their  brave  fathers  fought,  how  thick  the  in- 
vaders fell. 
Ohl  virtue  long  fiirgot,  or 'vainly  tried. 
To  glut  a  bigot's  seal,  or  tyrant's  pride ; 
Condemned  in  distant  climes  to  bleed  and  die 
'Mid  the  dank  poisons  of  Tlascala'8(I6)  sky; 
Or  when   stern  Austria  stretched   her  lawless 

And  spent  in  northern  fights  the  flower  of  Spain ; 
Or  war's  hoarse  fiiries  yelled  on  Ysell's  shore. 
And  Alva's  ruflian  sword  was  drunk  with  gore. 
Tet  dared  not  then  Tlascala's  chiefs  withstand 
The  k>fty  daring  of  CastUia's  band ; 


And  weeping  -  France  her  -captive  king(n)  da* 

plered, 
And  cursed  the  deathiul  point  of  Ebro's  sword. 
Now,  nerved  with  hope,  their  nigbt  of  slavery  ptrt, 
£^h  heart  beats  high  in  freedom's  buxom  blast ; 
Lo!  Conc^uest  calls,  And  beok'ning  torn  afitr, 
Uplifts  his  laurel  wreath,  and  waves  them  en  to 

war. 
— Wo  toth'  usurper  then,  who  dares  defy  '' 
The  sturdy  wrath  of  rustic  loyalty ! 
Wo  to  the  hireling  bands,  foredoomed  to  feel 
How  ^rong  v^  labour's  homy  hand  the  steel  .1(18) 
Behold  e'en  now,  beneath  yon  Bost&c  skies 
Another  Pavia  bids  her  trophies  rise ; — 
E'en  now  in  base  disguise  and  friendly  night- 
Their  robber-monarch  speeds  his  secret  flight; 
And  with  new  zeal  the  fiery  Lusians  rear, 
(Roused  by  their  ne^hbour's  worth,)  the  I 
glected  spear. 
**  So  whAi  stem  winter  chills  the  April  i 
And  iron  frost  forbids  the  timdy  flowers ; 
Oh!  deem  not  thou  the  vigorous  herb  below 
Is  citwhed  and  dead  beneath  the  incumbent  snow; 
Sueh  tardy  suns  shall  wealthier  harvests  bring 
Than  all  threarly  smiles  of  flattering  spring." 

Sweet  as  the  martial  trumpet's  silver  swell, 
On  my  charmed  sense  th'  unearthly  accents  fell; 
Me  wonder  held,  and  joy  chastiaed  by  fear. 
As  one  who  wished,  yet  hardly  hoped  to  hear. 
"  Spirit,"  I  eried,  "dread  teficher, yetdeelare. 
In  tiiat  good  fight,  shall  Albion's  arm  be  there  1 
Can  Albion,  brave,  and  wise^  and  proud,  refrain  ' 
To  hail  a  kindred  soul,  and  link  her  fate  with 

Spain? 
Too  long  hersonn,  estranged  from  war  and  toil, 
Have  loathed  the  safety  of  the  sea-girt  isle; 
And  chid  the  waves  which  pent  their  fire  within^ 
Aa.tbe  stalled  war-horse  woos  the  battle's  din.  ' 
Oh,  by  this  throbbing  heart,  this  patriot  glow. 
Which,  well  I  feet,  each  English  breaM  shall 

know ; 
Say,  ^hall  my  country,  roused  from  deadly  sleep, 
Crowd  with  her  hardy  sons  yon  western  steep; 
And  shall  once  more  the  star  of  France  grow- 

pale. 
And  dim  Its  beams  in  Roncesvalles' vale  1(19) 
Or  shall  foul  sloth  and  timid  doubt  conspiro 
To  mar  our  zeal,  and  waste  our  manly  fin?" 
'   Still  as  I  gazed,  his  lowering  features  spread. 
High  rose  his  form,  and  darkness  veiled  his  l^ead ; 
Fast  from  his  eyes  the  ruddy  lightning  brolae. 
To  heaven  he  reared  his  arm,  and -thus  he  spoke: 

"Wo,  trebly  >ifO  to  their  slow  zeal  who  bore 
Delusive  comfort  to  Iberia's  shore! 
Who  in  mid  conquest,  vaunting,  yet  dismayed. 
Now  gave  and  now  withdrew  their  laggard  aid; 
Who,  when  each  bosom  glowed,  each  heart  heal 

high, 
Chilied  the  pure  stream  of  England's' energy. 
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And  lust  in  courtly  forms  and  blind  ()®Iay 
The  loitered  hours  of  glory's  short-lived  day. 

"  O  peerless  island,  generous,  bold,  and  free, 
iiiMt,  mined  Albion,  Europe  mourns  for  thee  I 
fiadst  thou  but  known  the  boor  in  mercy  grven 
To  stay  thy  doom,  and  ward  the  ire, of  Heaven ; 
Bared  in  the  cause  of  man  thy  warrior  breast, 
And  crushed  on.  yoi^der  hills  th'  approaching  pest, 
Then  had  not  murder  sacked  thy  smiling  plain, 
Aqd  wealth,  and  worth,  and  wisdom,  sU  been  vain. 

"Yet,  yet  awake!  while  fear  and  wonder  wait, 
On  the  poised  balance,  trembling  stiH  with  late  1(90) 
If  aught  their  worth  oan  plead,  in  battle  tried. 
Who  tinged  with  slaughter  Tito's  cnidHng  tUe; 
(What  time  base  truce  the  wheels  of  war  could 

And  the  weak  victor  flung  his  wreath  away;) — 
Or  thein,  who,  doled  in  scanty  bands  afar, 
Waged  withdnt  hope  the  disproportioned  war, 
And  ebeerly  ttil^  and  patient  of  distrev, 
]>d  their  forwasted  flies  on  numben  nnmber* 
kw!(31) 

"  Yes,  through  the  maroh  of  many  a  weaiy  day. 
As  yon  dark  column  toils  ite  seaward  ways 
As  bare,  and  shrinking  from  th'  inclement  sky, 
The  lanjjoid  soldier  bends  him  down  to  die ; 
As  o'er  those  helpless  hmbs,  by  murder  gored, 
The  base  puvsoer  waves  his  weaker  sword. 
And,  trod  to  earth,  by  trampling  thousands  pressed, 
The  bofse-hoof  glanoee  firom  that  mangled  breast; 
E'en  in  that  hour  his  hope  to  England  flies, 
And  fiune  and  vengeance  Are  his  closing  eyes. 

**OhI  if  such  hope  can  plead,  or  his,  whose 
•   bier 
Dr0W  from  his  conquering  host  their  latent  tear; 
Wbose  skill,  whose  matchless  valour,  gilded  flight ; 
Entombed  in  foreign  dust,  a  hasty  soldier's  rite; — 
Oh !  roiMe  thee  yet  to  conquer  and  to  save, 
And  Wisdom  guide  the  sword  which  Justice  gave  I 

"  And  yet  the  end  ie  not  I  from  yonder  towers 
While  one    Saguntum(32)  mocks   the  victor's 

•  powen; 
While  one  brave  heart  defies  a  servile  chain, 
And  one  tnie  soldier  wields  a  lance  for  Spain ;    . 
Trust  not,  vain  tyrant,  though  thy  spoiler  band 
In  tenfold  myriads  darken  half  the  land ; 
(Vast  m  that  power,  against  whose  imjnous  k>rd 
Bethulia's  matron(23)  shook  the  nightly  sword ;) 
Though  rath  and  fear  thy  woundless  soul  defy, 
And  fetal  genius  flre  thy  martial  eye; 
Yet  trust  not  here  o'er  yielding  realms  te  roam, 
Or  cheaply  bear  a  bloodless  laurel  home! 

•*Nol  by  His  viewless  arm  whose  righteoos 
oare 
Defends  the  orphan's  tear,  the  poor  pMua'e  prayer; 
Who,  Lord  of  nature,  o'er  this  changeful  ball 
Decrees  the  rise  of  empires,  i^nd  the  fall ; 
Wondrous  in  all  his  ways,  unseen,  unknown,(24) 
Who  tieede  tbe  wine-preae  of  the  world  alone; 


And  robed  in  darkness,  and  sunoodding  fean^ 
Speeds  on  their  destined  road  the  *maith  of  yeut  I 
Nol— shall  yon  eagle,  ttom  themara  set  fine, 
Stoop  te  thy  wrist,  orobwer  hii  wing  for  tbsel 
And  shall  it  tame  despair,  thy  stimigoontnil, 
Or  quench  a  nation's  still  reviving  eooll — 
Qo,  bid  the  foroe  of  countless  bands  euustwre 
To  curb  the  wandering  vrind,  or  graep  the  fini 
Caift  thy  vain  fetters  on  the  troublous  sea  !--r 
Bu^  Spain,  the  brave,  the  viituows  ehaU  be  feee." 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  8,  ooL  1. 

In  DbbsiIbD^  giovB  the  dewy  oool  I  *"*^H 

The  opening  fines  of  this  poem  were  leaDyc 
posed  in  the  situation  (the  Park  of  Dresden),  ual 
under  the  influence  of  the  feelings,  vriudi'  tfaey 
attempt  to' describe.  ThediMstrcnisiMueof  Bji^ 
Frederic's  campaign  took  away  from  the  anther 
til  indinatioii  to  continue  them,  and  they  lemaineil 
neglected  till  the  hopes  of  Europe  were  again  n^ 
vived  by  the  illustrious  eflbits  of  the  Spanish  peopleu 

Note  9,  page  8^0013. 


The  hill  of  Pratsen  was  the  point  most  ohati. 
nately  contested  in  the  great  battle  irhich  has 
taken  ite  name  from  the  neighbouring  town  of 
Austerlitz;  and  here  the  most  dreadful  slaughter 
took  place,  both  of  French  and  Hussiana,  The 
author  had,  a  few  weeks  before  he  vrrote  the 
above,  virited  every  part  of  this  celebrated  field. 

Note  3,  page  6,  OoL  12. 
Aod,  rod  wfch  dsughter,  FtaedoiB^  hmnble'cnsL 

It  is  necessary  perhaps  to  mention, 'that,  by 
freedom,  in  this  and  in  other  pasnges  of  the  pie- 
sent  poem,  political  liberty  is  understood  in  oppo- 
sition to  the  usurpatioii  of  any  single  European 
state.  In  the  particular  inJIanee  of  Spain,  how- 
ever, it  is  a  hope  which  the  author  has  not  yet 

in  reason  to  abandon,  that  a  struggle  so  noMj 
maintained  by  popular  energy,  must  terminate  in 
the  esUblisbment  not  only  of  national  independ* 
enoe,  but  of  civil  and  religious  liberty. 

Note  4,  page  9,  coL  1. 
GsniM  vmothvindn. 
The  confidence  and  shamefbl  luxury  of  the 
French  nobles,  during  the  seven  years*  war,  are 
very  sarcastically  noticed  by  Templeman. 

Note  5,  page  9,  eol.  3. 
When  yoathi\2l  Lewis  led. 
Prince  Lewis  Ferdinand  of  Prussia,  who  feD 
^riously  with  almost  the  whde  of  his  regiment. 
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Note  6,  page  9,  eol.  3. 

TheiSliieen  of  Proatia;  beautiful,  onfoftimate, 
and  uombdoed  by  the  flereieal  revenea. 

Note  7,  page  9,  ool  2. 
lliaooMriltgcharub^  Afr 
'*  Thoo  art  the  anonted  cherub  that  coverest"— 
Addiepnd  to  Tyre,  by  Exekiel,  xxviil  14. 

Kote  8,  page  11,  ooL  1. 
IMS' grave. 
Inn  de  Caatro,  the  beloved  mifltreea  of  the  Infant 
Don  Pedio,  aon  of  Alphoneo  IV .  King  of  Portogal, 
and  itabbed  by  the  ordera,  and,  aocsording  to  Ca- 
moena,  in  the  preaenae  of  that  monarch.  A  finin- 
tain  near  Oumbra,  the  aoene  of  their  lovea  and 
nriafintmiea,  ia  atill. pointed  out  by  tradition,  and 
called  AmofeB.— i>e  la  Oede,  HUt.  de  PortugaUe, 
4lo.  lam.  i.  page  283-7  :«-HUiid  Cavn^etu^  lAuiad, 
^8, 


Note  9,  page  11,  eol  1. 

-Wba  dand  the  flnt  wiUMand 

•  oTthefrUaedinghiid. 

The  Aatnxiana,  who  under  Pelagiua  ftrat  op- 
poaed  the  career  of  Mahometan  aucoeaa. 

Note  10,  page  II,  ool«  1. 
Iliyipear-eodrcled  aowD^  Aauirla. 
*<  La  oooronne  da  fer  de  Dom  Pelage,— 49ette 
oonnmna  ai  aimple  aaaia  ai  glorieuaa,  doot  cfaaque 
flemon  eal^  'fonii6  du  fer  d'une  lanoe  arrach^e 
MIX  CheValkia.  Manrea  que  ae  heroa  avoit  &it 
tomber  aooa  aea  ooupa."— '  Roman  dt  Dom  Urtino 
If  iVbaartn,  TVaaaoi^  torn.  ix.  58* 

Note  11,  page  11,  col.  1. 
Bada  andeot  lajB  of  Spain'!  heroic  tfma. 

flee  the  tiro  elegant  apacimena  given  by  Biahop 
j^iey  in  hk  Reliquea;  and  the  more  aeeorate 
tranalationa  of  Mr.  Rodd  in  hk  Civil  Waia  of 
Grenada. 

Note  12,  page  11,  ool.  1. 
flhn  In  Xesttf  caimse  ftaitai  tonal. 
The  Gothic  monarchy  in  Spain  waa  overthrown 
bj  the  Muaenlinana  at  the  battle  of  Xerea,  the 
Chriatian  army  being  defeated  with  dreadful 
daughter,  and  the  death  of  their  King,  the  un- 
happy and  lioentiooa  Roderiga  Pelagiua  aaaem- 
bied  the  iBDaU  band  of  thoae  fugitivea  who  deapiaed 
anbmiaaion,  amid  the  mountains  of  the  Aaturiaa, 
nnder  the  name  of  King  of  Ovieda 

Note  13,  page,  11,  ool.  1. 
Of  that  chaata  Unft  Ac 
AloxMO,  aurnamed  the  Chaate,  with  ample  rea- 
•OD,  if  we  believe  his  hiatoriana',  who  defeated,  ao* 


cording  to  the  Spannh  romances,  and  the  graver 
authority  of  Mariana^  the  wliole  force  of  CKarle-  ' 
magna  and  the  twelve  peera  of  France  at  Rencea- 
vallea.  ^  Bertrand  del  Carpb,  the  aon  of  Alonzo'a 
aister,  Ximena,  waa  his  general;  and  according  ta 
Don  Ctuixoto  (no  incompetent  authority  on  such 
a  subject)  put  the  celebrated  Ordando  to  tfae.aame 
deaA  as  Herctilea  inflicted  on  Antana.  Hie  rea- 
son was,  that  the  nephew  of  Charlemagne  waa 
eaehanted,  and  like  AcUlles  only  vulnerable  in 
the  vheel,  to  guard  which  he  woie  alwaya  iron 
ahoea.  See  Mariana,  L  vii.  c.  zi. ;  Don  Ctuizote, 
book  i.  c.  1.;  -and  the  notea  on  Mr.  Southey'a 
Chronicle  of  the  Cid ;  a  work  replete  with  powes* 
fill  desdiptiim,  and  knowledge  of  ancient  history 
and  manners,  and  which  a^  a  new  wreath  to 
one,  who  "nullnm'  fere  scribendi  genus  intactdm 
reh^uit,  nullum  quod  tetigit  non  omavit." 

Note  14,  page  11,  ooL  1. 
Ohieftit  him  who  rearad  hii  banaer  tall,  Ac 
Rodiigo  Dial,  of  Bivar,  aurnamed  the  Cid  by 
the  Moors. — See  Mr.  Southey'a  Chronicle 

Note  15,  page  11,  ool.  1. 
Sed  Bunba^  iUd,  aad  Lugo- 
Buraba  and  Lugo  were  renowned  scenes  of 
Spanish,  victories  over  the  Moors,  in  the  reigns 
of  Bermudo,  or,  aa  his  name  is  Latini^,  Vere- 
mnndua,  and  Alonso  the  Chaate.  Of  Logo  tha 
Biitbh  have  ainoe  obtained  a  melancholy  know- 
ledge. 

Notel6^|iigell,col.  1. 


An  eztenaive  district  of  Mexico  *  ito  inhabitanta 
were  the  first  Indians  who  submitted  to  the  Spa- 
niaida  under  Cortea. 

Note  17,  page  II,  ool.  2. 
Her  eajidva  Uiif. 
Francis  I.  taken  prisoner  at  the  battle  of  Pavia. 

Note  18,  page  11,  ool.  a 
TcaiBcBoUeiklaa 
Andalusia  forms  a  part  of  the  andent  Hispania 
Boetka.* 

Note  18,  page  11,  ooL  2. 
BflBoasvaDa^  vala. 
See  the  fbnner  note  on  AJonso  the  Chaate. 

Note  20,  page  12,  ooLl. 

TlM  poind  lalaoee  tieraUhg  MB  wWi  ftia 

Thk  line  k  imitated  from  one  of  Mr.  Roscoe'a 
spirited  venlea  on  the  commenoement  of  the  Fnnch 
revolution. 
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Note  31,  pagp  13,  oot.  1.    ' 
Ndmben  niimb«zle«. 
~^Bt  locdDBd  and  mw  what  numben  DuaibeclML'' 

Milton,  ParadiM  Brained. 

Note  33,  page  13,  col.  1. 

One  flagnnrnm. 

Tfae  andent  siege  of  Saguntum  has  been  now 

rivailed  by  Zaragoza.    The  author  b  happy  to 

refer  hie  readers  to  the  intereetiiig  Damtive  of  faw 

fliesd  Mr.  YangkaiL 


Note  33,  page  13,  coL  L 
Bathoiia'iaHtnML 


Jadith. 


Note  24,  page  13,  ooL  1. 

Who  tMMli  the  wtefr-pna  oTtbe  wofid  alooa 

"I  have  trodden  the  wine-preee  alone,  and  of 
the  people  there  was  none  with  me,  lor  1  irill  tre»d 
them  in  mine  anger,  and  trample  them  in  my 
futy."— Isaiah  Iziii.  3. 


Ulsmintt 


wflTTEN  FOR  THE  WEEKLY  CHURCH  SER-VICE 
OF  THE  TEAR. 


Befoial  of  i)mso  hymns  msn  orlghiiUly  poblUnd  In  the 
Ohriadan  Qhserrer,  in  the  yesn  1811  and  ISlSi,  and  wem 
then  accompanied  by  the  loUovrlng  prefatory  ooUce,  whkhit 
Is  thought  due  to  the  author,  should  bs  here  presanred. 

"The  Ibllowtng  Hymns  are  pan  of  an  intended  se^lei^  ap- 
propriate to  the  Sundays^  and  principal  holidays  of  the  year; 
couMoied  in  some  d^ree  with  tiietr  particular  OoUecls  and 
Gospels^  and  derigned  to  be  sung  between  the  Nlcene  Creed 
and  the  ^Brmon.  The  eflbct  of.  an  arrangement  of  this  kind, 
though  only  partially  adofXed,  is  very  stilldng  in  the  Komish 
liturgy ;  and  Its  place  diouid  seem  to  be  Imperfectly  sapfAied 
by  a  few  venes  of  a  Fnim,  endreiy  unconnected. with  the 
peculiar  derotions  of  the  day,  aud  selected  at  the  discretion  of 
a  cleric  or  organist.  On  the  merits  of  the  preesnt  imperfect 
essays^  the  author  is  unaflectediy  diffident ;  and  as  his  labours 
are  intended  Ibr  the  use  of  his  own  congregation,  he  wip  be 
thanicAil  for  any  suggestion  which  may  advance  or  cotrect 
theno.  In  one  ramwct,  at  less^  lis  hopes  the  fbllowlng  poems 
will  not  be  found  reprehensible  ;^4io  fulsome  or  indecocous 
language  lias  been  knowingly  adopted :  no  srodc  addresses  to 
him  whom  no  unclean  Up  can  approadi,  no  allegory  III  un- 
dentood^  and  woras  applied.  It  is  not  enough,  In  his  oplnlco, 
tirdbject  to  such  ezpreealons  that  they  are  fanatical;  they 
are  poritlvely  proAme.  When  our  Saviour  was  on  eaxdi  and 
In  great  humility  conversant  with  mankind ;  when  he  sat  at 
the  tables^  and  washed  the  feet,  and  healed  the  diseaseaof  his 
cnatves;  yet  did  not  liis  disciples  give  him  any  more  fami- 
liar name  than  Maaier  or  Lord.  And  nowat  the  right  hand 
of  hisFtetwr^s  majesty,  shaU  we  address  him  wUh  dltdss  of 
smbiaces  and  passion,  or  language  which  it  wouk)  be  dis- 
graceful in  an  earthly  ssvereign  to  endure  1  Such  expressioQs^ 
it  Is  mAA,  are  taken  fhwi  Scripture;  but  even  if  the  origipal 
application,  which  is  ofien  doubtful,  were  clearly  and  un- 
equivocally ascertained,  yet,  though  the  colIecUve  Christian 
church  may  very  pKqperly  be  pereoolfied  as  the  spouse  of 
Chrlsl,  an  application  of  such  language  to  Individual  believem 
Is  as  dangerous  as  it  Is  absurd  and  unauthorized.  Nor  kit 
going  too  iar  to  assert,  tliat  the  brutalities  of  a  common  swearer 
ffua  hardly  bring  religion  Into  more  sura  contempt,  cr  more 
scandalously  profane  the  Name  which  is  above  every  name 
in  heaven  and  eartli,  than  certain  epithets  appUed  (o  Christ  in 
our  popular  ooUections  of  religious  poetry." 

BMiop  Heber  subsequently  arranged  these  hymns,  with 
•sme  othen  by  various  writen^  In  a  regular  series  adapted  to 
Cheasrvlcesof  the  Church  of  England  throughom  the  year, 
and  It  was  his  InleotfoQ  toinibttsh  them  soon  allar  his  airival 


in  India;  but  the  arduous  duties  of  his  stetioo  left  Bttb  thm, 
during  the  short  lUe  there  altotted  to  him,  for  any  emplaymeaK 
not  immediately  connected  with  his  dioosasb  This  arc 
ment  of  them  has  been  published  In  England  since  Ui  i 
and  republished  In  this  country. 


ADVENT  SUNDAY. 
Matt.  xxi.    • 

HoflANNA  to  the  liying  Lord  I 
Hoeanna  to  the  incarnate  Wordt 
To  Chriet,  Cwttor,  Savionr,  King, 
Let  earth,  let  heaven,  Hosanna  aingl 
Hoeanna!  LordI  Hoeanaain  dis  hlgfaeii! 

Hosanna,  Lord !  thine  uigela  cry ; 
Hoaanna,  Lord!  thy  Mints  reply; 
Above,  beneath  na,  and  around. 
The  dead  and  living  swell  the  sound ; 
Hosanna!  Lord!  Hosanna  in  tfae  higlMt! 

Oh,  Saviour  I  with  protecting  can,  . 
Return  to  this  thy  house  of  prayer! 
Aasemhled  in  thy  sacred  name, 
Where  'we  thy  parting  promiae  claim 
Hosannal  Lord!  Ebsanna  in  the  highest! 


But  chiefest,  in  our  cleansed  1 
Eternal !  hid  thy  spirit  rest, 
And  make  our  secret  soul  to  be 
A  temple  pure,  and  worthy  ihee! 
Hosanna!  L(»d!  Hosanna  in  the  higlMtl 

So,  in  the  last  and  dreadful  day, 
When  earth  and  heaven  shall  melt  away, 
Thy  flock,  redeemed  from  sinfol  stain, 
Shall  swell  the  sound  of  praise  again, 
HiDsanna!  Lord!  Hosanna  in  the  higfaeit! 


HYMNS. 
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SECOND  SUNDAY  JN  ADVENT. 

JOHK  I. 

The  Lord  will  come !  the  earth  shall  qnakei 
The  hills  their  fixed  seat  forsake; 
And,  witheriiig,  from  the  yaak  of  night 
The  stars  withdraw  their  feeble  light. 

The  Lord  will  oome !  but  not  the  same 

As  onoe  in  lowly  form  he  came, 

A  silent  lamb  to  slaughter  led, 

The  braised,  the  suffering,  and  the  dead. 

The  Lord  will  come !  a  dreadful  form, 
With  wreath  of  ilame,  and  robe  of  stormy 
Oh  cherub  wings,  and  wings  of  wind, 
Anwnted  Judge  of  human-kind  I 

Can  this  he  Thee  who  wont  to  straj 
A  pilgrim  on  the  weld's  highway; 
By  power  oppressed  and  mocked  by  prjde  1 
Oh,  Ood!  b  this  the  crucified  7    ' 

Go,  tyrants  I  to  the  rocks  complain  I 
Go,  seek  the  mountain's  cleft  in  Tain  t 
But  fidth,  ▼ictorious.o'er  the  tomb, 
Shall  sing  for  joy— the  Lord  is  oome  I 


SECOND  SUNDAY  IN  ADVENT. 

Luxe  zxi. 

In  the  sun  and  moon  and  stars 
Signs  and  wonders  fhere  shall  be; 

Earth  shall  quake  with  inward  wars, 
NatioBS  with  perplexity. 

Soon  diaU  ooekn^B  hoary  deep. 
Tossed  with  stronger  tempests,  rise : 

Dai^er  storms  the  mountain  sweep, 
Redder  lightning  rend  the  skies. 

Eiril  thoughts  shall  shake  the  proud. 
Racking  doubt  and  restless  foar ; 

And  amid  the  thunder  cloud 
Shall  the  Judge  4>f  men  appear. 

Bat  though  from  that  awful  face 
Heafen  shall  fode  and  earth  shaU  fly, 

Fear  not  ye,  his  chosen  race. 
Your  redemption  draweth  nigh  1 


THIRD  SUNDAY  IN  ADVENT, 

Matt.  zi. 

Oh,  Saviour,  vi  thy  promise  fledl 
No  longer  might  ihj  grace  endure, 

To  heal  the  sick  and  raise  the  dead,' 
And  pteaoh  thy  gospel  to  the  poorl 


'  Come,  Jesus!  come f  return  again ; 

With  brighter  ))eam  thy  servants  bless, 
Who  long  to  foel  thy  perfect  reign, 
And  rihare  thy  kingdom's  happiness ! 

A  feeble  race,  by  pasdion  driven,  . 

In  darkness  and  in  doubt  we  roam. 
And  lift  bur  anxious  eyes  to  Heaven, 
*  Our  hope,  our  harbour,  and  our  home! 

Yet  nud  the  wild  and  wint'ry^ale, 
When  Death  rides  darkly  o'er  the  seai 

And  strength  and  earthly  daring  fail, 
Our  prayers.  Redeemer!  vest  on  Thee . 

Come,  Jesus!  come!  and,  as  of  yore 
The  prophet  went  to  dear  thy  way, 

A  harbinger  thy  feet  before^ 
A  dawning  to  thy  brighter  day : 

So  now  my  grace  with  heavenly  shower    ' 
Our  stony  hearts  for  truth  prepare ; 

Sow  in  our  soids  the  seed  of  power, 
Then  com&  and  reap  thy  harvest  there ! 


THE  FOURTH  SUNDAY  IN  ADVENT. 

The  World  is  grown  old,  and  her  pleasures  are 

past;    • 

The  world  is  grown  old,  and  her  form  may  not  Ii(st ; 
The  world  is  grown  old,  and  trembles  for  fear;  . 
For  sorrows  abound  and  judgment  is  near  I 

The  sun  in  the  heaven  is  languid  and  pale ; 
And  feeble  and  few  are  the  fhnts  of  the  vale; 
And  the  hearts  of  the  nations  fail  them  for  fear, 
For  the  worid  is  grown  old,  and  judgment  is  near!  . 


The  king  oA  his  throne,  the  bride  in  her  bower, 
The  children  of  pleasure  all  feel  the  sad  hour; 
The  rosea  are  faded,  and  tasteless  the  cheer, 
For  the  world  is  groWn  old,  and  judgment  is  aear  1 

The  world  is  grown  old ! — ^but  should  we  complain, 
Who  have  tried  her  and  know  that  her  promise  is 

vaint 

Our  heart  is  in  heaven,  our  home  is  not  here^ 
And  we  kK>k  for  our  ciotto  when  judgment  k 

near! 


CHRISTMAS  DAY. 

Oh,  Savkxir,  whom  this  holy  mom 
Gave  to  our  worid  bek>w; 

To  mortal  want  and  labour  bom, 
And  more  than  mortal' wo! 

Incarnate  Word  I  by  every  gneC, 
By  each  temptation  tried, 

Who  lived  to  yield  our  ills  n&et, 
And  to  redeem  ui  died  1 
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If  gaily  clothed  and  proadly  fed, 
In  dangeroos  wealth  we  dweU, 

Remind  ua  of  thy  manger  bed, 
And  lowly  cottage  cell ! 

If  piert  by  porerty  eeveie, 
In  eanous  want  we  pine, 

Oh  may  thy  epiiit  whiaper  near, 
How  poor  a  kft  was  thine  I 

Thiongh  fickle  Ihftone^  various 
Fiom  ain  preierve  na  fi«et 

Like  TOM  thou  hast  a  mourner  been, 
May  we  rgoice  with  Thee  1 


ST.  STEPHEJTS  DAY.  . 

Thb  Son  of  God  goea  ferth  to  war, 
*  A  kingly  crown  to  gain ; 
Hla  Mood-red  banner  streami  a&r! 

Who  fiiUows  in  hia  train  1 
Who  best  can  drink  his  cup  of  wo. 

Triumphant  orer  pain. 
Who  patient  beara  hia  eroaa  below, 
.  He  foUowa  in  his  tridn  1 

The  martyr  first,  whose  eagle  eye 

Could  pierce  beyond  the  grave ; 
Who  saw  his  Master  in  the  sky, 

And  called  on  him  to  save. 
Like  Him,  with  pardon  on  his  tongue 

In  midit  of  mortal  pain, 
fie  prayed  fiyr  them  that  did  the  wrong  | 

W^o  Iblkma  in  hia  timinl 

A  glorious  band,  the  chosen  few. 

On  whom  the  sptrii  came ;   ~ 
Twehre  Tsliant  sainia,  their  hope  they  knew, 

And  mocked  die  cross  and  fiiune. 
Thsy  met  the  tyrant's  brandished  steel, 

The  lion^s  gory  mane : 
They  bowed  their  necks  the  death  to  feel  1 

Who  follows  in  their  train  1 

A  hoble  army-«men  and  boya, 

The  matron  atad  the  maid, 
Aiound  the  Saviour^  throne  rcjoiee, 

In  rpbea  of  light  arrayed. 
They  climbed  the  steep  ascent  of  Heaven, 

Through  peril,  toil,  and  pain ! 
Oh,Ood!  to  us  may  grace  be  given 

To  foUow  in  their  train! 


6T.  JOHN  THE  BVANGEUST'S  DAY. 

Oh,  God !  who  gav'st  thy  lervant  gAMC^ 

Amid  the  storms  of  life  distrest, 
Tk>  kwk  on  thine  incarnate  iaoe, 

And  lean  on  thy  protectinig  hreast: 


To  see  the  light  that  dimly  ahone, 
Eclipsed  for  ua  in  sorrow  pale. 

Pure  Image  of  the  Eternal  One ! 
Through  shadows  of  thy  mortal  vefl  t 

Be  ours,  oh.  King  of  Mercy!  skill 

To  feel  thy  ptesence  from  above, 
■  And  in  thy  word,  juid  in  thy  will. 
To  hear  thy  voice  and  know  thy  bve; 

And  when  the  toila  of  liie  are  done, 
And  nature  waits  thy  dread  decree, 

To  find  our  rest  beneath  thy  throne, 
And  look,  in  humble  hope,  to  Thee ! 


INNOCENT'S  DAY. 

.  Ob  weep  not  o'er  thy  diildren's  tomb, 
Oh,  Rachel,  weep  not  so ! 
The  bud  is  cropt  by  maityrdom  ' 
The  flower  in  heaven  ahall  hk>w  I 

^intlings  of  faith  1  the  murderer's  knife 
Has  missed  Its  deadliest  aim : 

The  God  for  whom  they  gave  their  tifi^ 
For  them  to  suffer  came ! 

Though  feeble  were  their  days  and  few, 

B^itized  in  Uood  and  pain, 
He  knows  them,  whom  they  never  knew. 

And  they  shaU  live  again. 

Then  weep  not  o'er  thy  children's  tomb, 

Oh,  Rachel,  weep  not  so ! 
The  bud  is  cropt  by  martyrdom, 

The  flower  in  heaven  shall  bkyw ! 


SUNDAY  AFTER  CHRISTMAS;  OR 
CIRCUMCISION. 

Lord  of  mercy  and  of  might ! 
Of  mankind  the  fife  and  lightt 
Maker,  teacher  infinite ! 

Jesus!  hear  and  savel 

Who^  when  sin's  tremendous  £>om 
Gave  Creation  to  the  tomb. 
Didst  not  scorn  the  Virgin's  wolnb, ' 
Jesust  hear  and  save! 

Mighty  monaxeh  1  Saviour  mild  I 
Humbled  to  a  mortal  child, 
Capti^  beaten,  boun^  reviled, 

Jeaus  I  hear  and  save  t 

Throned  above  celestial  things, 
Borne  aloft  on  angel's  wings, 
Lend  of  Lords,  and  King  cokings  t 
Jesus!  heur  and  save! 


HYIONS. 
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Who  BbaH  yet  letarn  firom  hi^h, 
Robed  in  might  and  majeiAy, 
Hear  wtl  help  ue  when  we cryt 

Jems!  hear  and  savel 


EPIPHANY. 

Briohtest  and  best  of  the  edns  of  the  morning  I 
Dawn  on  our  darknea  and  lendjis  thine  aid ! 

Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  oor  iniant  Radeemer  k  iaidi 

Oold  on  his  cradle  tlie  deW  drops  are  shining, 
Low  lies  his  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall,  ' 

Angels  adore  him  in  slumber  reclining, 
Maker  and  Monarch  and  Savioar  of  all  t 

8«7,  shall  we  yield  him,  in  costly  deroCion, 
Odonn  of  Edom  and  offerings  divine  1 

Onoi  of  the  mountain  and  pearls  of  the  ocean, 
Myrrh.fiom  the  forest  or  gold  ^m  the  mmel 

Talnly  we  oflfer  each  ample  oblation ; 

Tainly  with  gifts  would  his  favour  secure : 
Richer  by  fiir  is  the  heart's  adoration ; 

Dearer  to  Gk)d  are  the  prayen  of  the  poor. 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  moi'ning  I 
X)awn  on  our  darkness  and  lend  us  thine  aid  I 

Ststf  of  the  East,  the  horixon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our  in&nt  Redeemer  is  laid ! 


«RST  SUNDAY.  AFTER  EPIPHANY. 

LUKB  11. 

Abashed  be  an  the  boast  of  age  I 

Be  hoary  learning  dumb ! 
Ezpovnder  <^  the  mystic  page, 

Behold^  ui  Infant  come  I 

Oh,  'Wisdom,  whoao  unfading  power 

Beside  th'  Eternal  stood, 
To  frame,  in  nature's  earliest  hoar, 

The  land,  the  sky,  the  flood; 

Yet  didst.not  Thou  disdain  awhOe 

An  infant  form  to  wear; 
To  Mess  thy  mother  with  a  smile, 

And  lisp  thy  faltered  prayer. 

But,  in  thy  Father's  own  abode, 

ITith  Israel's  eldem  re«nd, 
Convening  hi^  with  Israel's  Ood, 

Thy  chiefest  joy  waafi>«[id« 

So  may  our  youth  adore  thy  namel 

And,  Saviour,  deign  to  bfess 
With  fostering  graoe  the  timid  flanft 

Of  early  holinessl 


FIRST  StINDAY  AFTER  EPIPHANY 

Bt  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

How  sweet  the  lily  grows ! 
How  sweet  the  breath  beneath  the  hill  ' 

Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose  I 

Lo  I  each  the  child  whose  early  fiwt 
The  paths  of  peace  have  trad ; 

Whose  ^ret  heart,  with  influence  swee^ 
Is  upward  drawn  to  Grod ! 

By  cool  Siloam's  shady  ritt 

XheKly  muBtdecfLy; 
The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill 

Must  shortly  fade  away. 

And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wint'iy  hoar 

Of  man's  maturer  age 
Will  shake  the  aool  with  sorrow'*  power, 

And  stormy  poaston's  rage  I 

O  Thou,  whose  infant  feet  were  found 

Within  thy  Father's  shrine ! 
Whose  years,  with  changeless  virtue  crowned, 

Were  all  alike  divine, 

Dependent  on  thy  bounteous  breath, 

We  seek  thy  grace  alone, 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age  and  death, 

To  keep  us  still  thine  own ! 


SECOND  SUNDAY  AFTER  EPIPHANY 

Or,  hand  of  boonty,  largely  spread, 
By  whom  oar  every  want  is  fbd, 
Whate'er  we  tonch,  or  taste,  or  see, 
Weowe  them  all,  oh  Lord !  to  Thee; 
The  com,  the  oil,  the  purple  wine. 
Are  an  thy  gifts,  and  only  thine ! 

The  stream  thy  wevd  to  nectar  dye^ 
The  bread  thy  blessmg  multiplied. 
The  stormy  viind,  the  whelming  flood. 
That  silent  at  thy  mandate  stood. 
How  well  they  knew  thy  'voice  divine. 
Whose  works  they  were,  and  only  tlune ! 

Though  now  no  more  on  earth  we  trace 
Thy  fi)otsteps  of  celebtial  grace, 
Obedient  to  thy  word  and  will 
Weseekthy  daily  mercy  still; 
Its  blessed  beams  around  us  shine. 
And  thine  we  are,  and  only  thiiret 


FOR  THE  SAME. 

IitCARNATE  Word,  wfao,  woutto  dwell 
In  lowly  shape  and  cottage  oeB, 
Didst  not  refusea^est  to  be 
At  Cana's  poor  festivity:   '' 
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Oh,  when  our  soul  from  care  is  free, 
Then,  Saviour,  may  we  think  on  Thee, 
And  seated  at  the  festal  board, 
In  Fancy's  eye  behoid  the  Lord. 

Then  may  we  seem,  in  Fancy's  ear. 
Thy  manna-dropping  tongue  to  hear, 
Axid  think,--even  now,  thy  seaicbing  gaia 
Each  secret  of  our  soul  surveys  I 

So  may  such  Joy,  chastised  and  pure, 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  earth  endure ; 
Nor  pleasure  in  the  wounded  mind 
Shall  leave  a  rankling  sting  bebindl 


FOR  THE  SAME. 

Wh£N  on  her  Maker's  bosom 
The  new-bom  earth  was  laid, 

And  nature's  opening  bloesom 
its  fidrest  bloom  displayed; 

When  all  with  fruit  and  flowers 
The  laughing  soil  was  drest, 

And  Eden's  fragrant  bowers 
Received  their  human  guest; 

No  sin  his  face  defiling, 
The  heir  of  Nature  stood, 

And  God,  benignly  smiling, 
Beheld  that  all  was  good ! 

Yet  in  that  hour  of  blessing, 
A  single  want  was  known ; 

A  wish  the  heart  distretaiiig ; 
For  Adam  was  alone  1 

Oh,  Qod  of  pure  aflection  1 
By  men  and  saints  adored, 

Who  gavest  thy  protection 
To  Cana's  nuptial  board* 

May  such  thy  bounties  ever 
To  wedded  love  be  shown, 

And  no  rude  hand  dissever 
Whom  thou  hast  linked  inoi 


THIRD  SUNDAY  AFTER  EPIPHANY. 
Matt.  tiii. 

LoftD !  whose  love,  in  power  ezcelHng, 

Washed  the  leper's  stain  away. 
Jesus  I  from  thy  heavenly  dwelling. 

Hear  us,  help  us,  when  we  prayl 

From  the  filth  of  vioe«nd  fiilly. 

From  infuriate  pasaon's  rage^ 
Evil  thoughts  and  hopes  unholy, 

Heedless  youth  and  selfish  age; 


From  the  Iqsts  whose  deep  pollutions 
Adam's^  ancient  taint  disclose, 

From  the  tempter's  dark  intrusions, 
Restless  doubt  and  blind  repose; 

From  the  miser's  cuned  treasure, 
From  the  drunkard's  jest  obscene, 

From  the  world,  Its  pomp  and  pleasove, 
Jesus  1  Master  1  make  us  dean ! 


FOURTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  EPI- 
PHANY. 

When  through  the  torn  sail  the  wild  tempot  ■ 

streaming,    * 
When  o'er  the  darit  wave  the  red  lightoiqg  ii 

gleaming, 
Nor  hope  lends  a  ray  the  poor  seamen  to  cherish. 
We  fly  to  our  Maker^"  Help,  Lord  I  or  we.psr- 

ishP* 

Oh,  Jesus!  once  tossed  on  the  breast  of  thebJDeiw, 
Aroused  by  the  shriek  of  despair  firom  thy  pillow, 
Now,  seated  in  glory,  the  mariner  cherish, 
Who  cries  in  his  danger — "  Help,  Lord  1  or  we 
perish!" 

And  oh,  when  the  whirlwind  of  passion  is  raging, 
When  hell  in  our  heart  his  wild  war&re  is  wagii^ 
Arise  in  thy  strength  thy  redeemed  to  cherish, 
Rebuke   the   destroyer—"  Help,  Lord !  or  w 
perish!" 


SEPTUAGESlMA  SUNDAY. 

The  Gk)d  of  glory  walks  his  round, 
From  day  to  day,  from  year  to  year, 
And  warns  as  each  with  awful  sound, ' 
No  longer  stand  ye  idle  here! 

Ye  whose  young  cheeks  are  rosy  far^t, 
Whose  hands  are  strong,  whose  hearts  aie  cfetTi 
Waste  not  of  hope,  the  morning  light ! 
Ah,  fools !  why  stand  ye  idle  here  t 

"  Oh,  as  the  griefs  ye  would  assuage 
That  wait  on  life's  decliniqg  year, 
Secure  a  hir— ing  for  your  age, 
And  work  your  Maker's  business  hers  1 

"  And  ye,  whose  locks  of  scanty  gray 
Foretell  your  latest  travail  near. 
How  swiiUy  fades  your  wortliless  day! 
And  stand  ye  yet  so  idle  here  1 

"  One  hour  remains,  th«re  is  but  one  I 
But  many  a  shriek  and  many  a  tear 
Through  endless  years  the  guilt  must  mota 
Of  nonents  kist  and  wMled  hsn  r 


riYMNS. 


19 


Oh  Thou,  bj  all  thy  works  adorsd, 
To  whom  the  anner'iL  aool  b  dear, 
Recall  na  to  thy  vmeyaid,  Lord ! 
Asd  grant  ua  grace  to  please  thee  here  I 


SEXAQESIMA  SUNDAY. 

Ob,  God  1  by  whom  the  seed  is  given ; 

By'  whom  the  harvest  hlest ; 

"Whose  word  like  manna  showered  from  heaven, 

Is  planted  in  oar  breast ; 

riescrve  it  from  the  passing  feet, 
And  plunderers  of  the  <ir ; 
The  soltijr  sun's  intenser  heat, 
And  weeds  of  worldly  care ; 

Though  boned  deep  or  thinly  strewn. 
Do  thoQ  thy  grace  supply ; 
The  hope  in  earthly  fiirrows  sown 
Shall  ripen  in  the  sky! 


•      aUINaUAGESlMA. 

Lord  of  mercy  and  of  mighl^ 
Of  mankind  the  life  and  light, 
Maker,  teacher,  infinite, 
Jesus,  hear  and  save  I 

Who,  when  sin's  primeval  doom 
Ghtve  creation  to  the  tomb, 
Didst  not  scorn  a  Virgin's  womh, 
Jesns,  hear  and  save ! 

Strong,  Creator,  Saviour  inUd, 
Humbled  to  a  mortal  child,  . 
Captive,  beaten,  bound,  reviled, 
Jesus,  hear  and  save! 

^Thnmed  above  celestial  things, 
Borne  aloft  on  angels*  wings, 
Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings, 
Jesus,  hear  and  save ! 

Soon  to  come  to  earth  again. 
Judge  of  angels  and  of  men. 
Hear  us  now,  and  hear  us  then, 
Jesus,  hear  and  save  I    . 


THIRD  SUNDAY  IN  LENT. 

YnuiiN-hom !  we  bow  before  thee! 
Blessed  was  the  womb  that  bore  thee  I 
Ifary,  mother  meek  and  mild, 
Bkssed  was  she  in  her  chiM  t 

Blessed  was  the  breast  that  fed  thee ! 
BlcMod  was  the  hand  that  led  thee ! 


Blessetwas  the  parent's  eye 

That  watched  thy  slumbering  infim^ ! 

Blessed  she  by  all  creation, 

Who  brought  forth  the  world's  salvation ! 

And  blessed  they,  for  ever  blest. 

Who  k^  thee  most  and  serve  tbee  beitl 

Virgin-born!  we  bow  before  thee ! 
Blessed  was  the  womb  that  bore  tb6e! 
Mary,  mother  nieek  and  nnld, 
Blessed  was  she  in  her  child  I 


FOURTH  SUNDAY  IN  LENT. 

Oh,  King  of  earth  and  air  and  seal 
The  hungry  ravens  cry  to  thee ; 
To  thee  the  scaly  tribes  that  sweep 
The  bOsom  of  the  boundless  deep; 

To  thee  the  lions  roaring  call, 
The  common  Father,  kind  to  all  i 
Then  grant  thy  servants,  Lord !  we  pray. 
Our  daily  oread  from  day  to  day! 

The  fishes  uuiy  for  food  complain ; 
The  ravens  spread  their  wings  in  vain ; 
The  roaring  lions  lack  and  pine ; 
But  Ood !  thou  carest  still  for  thine  I 


Thy  bounteous  hand  with  food  can  1 
The  bleak  and  lonely  wilderness ; 
And  thou  hast  taught  us,  Lord !  to  ptay 
For.daily  bread  from  day  to  day! 

And  oh,  when  through  the  wilds  we  roam 
That  part  us  from  our  heavenly  home; 
When,  lost  in  danger,  want,  and  wo^ 
Our  faithless  tean  begin  to  flow ; . 

Do  thou  thy  gracious  comfort  give. 
By  which  alone  the  soul  jnay  live ; 
And  grant  thy  servants,  Lord !  we  pray. 
The  bread  of  life  from  day  to  day! 


FIFTH  SUNDAY  IN  LENT. 

Oh  Thoo,  whom  neither  time  nor  space 
Can  drde  in,  unseen,  unknown. 

Nor  faith  in  boUest  flight  can  trace, 
Save  through  thy  Spirit  and  thy  Soul 

And  Thou  that  from  thy  bright  abode, 
To  us  in  mortal  weakness  shown, 

Didst  graft  the  manhood  into  God, 
Eternal,  co-eternal  Son  1 

And  Thou  whose  unction  from  on  high 
By  comfort,  light,  and  love  b  known 

Who^  with  the  parent  Deity, 
Diead  S^nrit !  art  for  ever  one  1 


to 
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Great  Pint  and  La«i  I  thy  hkaung  give ! 

And  grant  ua  faith,  thy 'gift  alone, 
To  love  and  praise  thee  while  we  live, 

And  do  whate'er  thon  WOuld'pt  have  done ! 


SIXTH  SUNDAY  IN  LENT. 
Tbb  Liord  of  might,  from  Sinaf  s  brow, 

Gave  forth  bis  Yoice  of  thunder ; 
And  larael  lay  on  earth  below, 

Outetretched  in  fear  and  wonder. 
Beneath  hu  feet  was  pitchy  night, 
And,  at  his  left  hand  and  his  right, 

The  rocks  wen  rent  asunder  1 

The  L.ord  of  love,  on  Calvary, 
A  meek  and  sufiering  stranger, 

Upraised  to  heaven  his  languid  eye. 
In  nature's  hour  of  danger. 

For  us  he  bore  the  weight  of  wo, ' 

For  us  he  gave  hb  blood  to  floiw, 
And  met  his  Father's  anger. 

The  I-ord  of  love,  the  Lord  of  mifeht, 

The  king  of  all  created. 
Shall  back  return  to  cbdm  his  tight, 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated ; 
With  trumpet-sound  and  ai^-song, 
And  hallelujahs  loud  and  long 

O'er  Death  and  HeU  defeated ! 


GOOD  FRIDAY. 
Oh  more  than  merciful !  whose  bounty  gave 
Thy  guiltless  self  to  glut  the  greedy  gmve  I 
Whose  heart  was  rent  to  pay  thy  people's  price, 
The  great  High-priest  at  onoe«nd  sacrifice ! 
Help,  Saviour,  by  thy  cron  and  crimson  stain, 
Nor  let  thy  glorious  blood  be  spilt  in  vain ! 

When  sin  with  flow'ry  garland  hides  her  dait, 
When  tyrant  force  would  daunt  the  sinking  heart, 
When  fleshly  lust  aMaib,  or  workUy  can, . 
Or  the  soul  flatten  in  the  fowler's  snare, — 
Help,  Saviour,  by  thy  cross  and  crimson  stain, 
Nor  let  thy  glorious  blood  be  spilt  in  vain ! 

And  chielfst  then,  when  naiture  yields  the  strife, 
And  mortal  darkness  vfrapsthe  gale  of  liA^ 
When  the  poor  spirit,  from  the  tomb  jet  fiw, 
Sinks  at  thy  foot  and  lifts  its  hope  to  tfaeo— 
Hdp,  Saviour,  by  (by  cross  and  crimson  stain'! 
Nor  let  thy  glorious  blood  be  spOt  in  vain ! 


EASTER  DAY. 

Gto  is  gone  up  with  a  merry  noise 

Of  saints  that  sing  on  high ; 
With  hii  own  right  hand  and  hSs  holjr  arm 

He  hath  won  the  victoryl 


Now  empty  are  the  courts  of  deaths 
And  crushed  thy  sting,  despair: 

And  roses  bkx>m  ifi  the  desert  tomfa^ 
For  Jesus  hath  been  there  I 

And  he  hath  tamed  the  strength  of  heH, 
And  dragged  him  through  the  sky, 

And  captif  e  behind  his  chariei  wheel, 
He  hath  bound  captivity  I 

God  is  gone  up  with  a  meny  noise 

Of  saints  that  sing  on  high ; 
With  his  own  right  hand  and  his  holy  v 

He  hath  won  the  victory ! 


FIFTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  EASTER 
Life  nor  Death  shaD  us  dissever 
From  his  love  who  reigns  for  ever ! 
Will  he  fail  us  7  Never!  nevw! 
When  to  him  we  cry ! 

Sin  may  seek  to  snare  us, 
Fmy  passbn  tear  us ! 
Doubt  and  fear,  and  grim  despair, 
Their  fengs  against  us  tiy^ 

But  his  might  shall  still  defend  as. 
And  his  blessed  Son  befriend  us, 
And  his  Holy  Spirit  send  us 
Comfort  ere  we  die ! 


ASCENSION  DAY,  AND  SUNDAY 
AFTER. 

"  Sit  thott  on  my  right  hand,  my  Son  P  nkh  tbi 

Lord. 
"  Sit  thou  on  my  right  hand,  my  Son  I 

Till  in  the  fetal  hour 

Of  my  wnth  and  my  power, 
Thy  foes  ibaU  be  a  footstool  to  thy  thnnef 

"  Pnyer  shall  be  made  to  thee,  my  Son  I"  odth 
the  Lord. 
Pnyer  shall  be  made  to  thee,  my  Son  I 
From  earth  and  aii  and  sea, 
And  aO  that  in  them  be, 
Which  thou  for  thine  heritage  hast  won  1" 

**  DaUy  be  thou  ptaieed,  my  Son  i"  eaifh  the  Lflri. 

"  Daily  be  thou  praised,  my  Son  t 
And  all  that  live  and  move, 
Let  them  bless  thy  bleeding  fove, 

And  the  work  whkh  thy  worthiness  hath  done  (" 


WHITSUNDAY. 

Spiait  of  Tmth  1  on  this  tfaj  day 

To  thee  for  help  we  cry ; 
To  guide  us  tbrbugh  the  dreary  way 

Ofdaikmutalityt 
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We  aik  not,  Lord  I  Ay  clored  flaipe, 

Or  tonguea  of  ▼arioiu  tone ; 
But  long  thy  pniKs  to  piDeUim 

With  fervour  in  oar  own. 

We  mourn  not  that  prophetic  skill 

li  found  on  evrth  no'more ; 
Enough  for  qb  to  trace  thy  will 

In  Scriptare'i  ncied  lore. 

We  neither  have  nor  leek  the  power 

Dl  demons  to  control ; 
But  thou  in  dark  temptation'e  hour, 

Shall  chase  them  horn  the  soul. 

No  heavenly  haipings  sooth  our  ear, 

No  mystic  dreams  we  share ; 
Tct  hope  to  feel  thy  comfort  near, 

And  bless  thee  in  our  prayer. 

When  tongues  shall  cease,  and  power  decay, 

And  knowledge  empty  prove, 
Do  thou  thy  trembling  servants  stay 

Whh  Faith,  with  Hope,  with  Love  1 


TRINITY  SUNDAY. 

Holt,  holy,  holy,  Iiord  God  Almighty, 
Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall  rise  to  thee; 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  merciful  and  mighty! 
God  in  three  perKms,  blessed  Trinity  I 

Holy,  holy,  holy!  all  the  saints  adore  thee. 
Casting  down  dieir  golden  crowns  around  the 
glassy  sea; 

Cherubim  and  seraphim  felling  down  before  thee, 
Which  wert  and  art  and  evermore  shall  be! 

Boly,  hoJy,  holy!  though  the  darkness  hide  thee. 

Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  thy  glory  may 

not  see. 

Only  Uiou  art  holy,  there  is  none  beside  thee. 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love,  and  purity ! 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  L«id  God  Ahnighty !  , 
All  thy  works  shall  praise  thy  name  in  .earth 
and  sky  and  sea. 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  merciful  and  mighty! 
God  in  three  persons,  blessed  Trinity! 


FIRST  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRINITY, 

Room  for  the  proud !  Ye  sons-of  day, 
From  far  his  sweeping  pomp  surtey, 
Nor,  rashly  curious,  ckig  the  way 
His  chariot  wheels  before  I 

Lo!  with  what  scorn  his  kifty  eye 
Glances  o'er  age  and  poverty. 
And  bids  intruding  conscience  fiy 
Far  from  his  palace  door  1 

4 


Room  for  the  proud !.  but  slow  the  feet 
That  bear  his  coffin  down  th^  street: 
And  dismal  seems  his  winding  sheet 
Who  purple  lately  wore! 

Ah!  where  must  now  his  spirit  fly- 
la  naked,  trembling  agony  1 
Or  how  shall  he  for  mercy  cry 
Who  showed  it  not  before ! 

Room  for  the  proud  I  in  ghastly  state. 
'The  brdsof  hell  his  coming  wait, 
And  flinging  wide  the  dreadful  ga^ 
That  shuts  to  ope  no  mote. 

"Lo  here  with  us  Che  seat,"  they  cry, 
"  For  him  who  mocked  at  poverty, 
And  bade  intruding  conscience  fly 
Far  firom  his  palace  door!" 


FOR  THE  SAME. 

Thb  feeMe  puise,'the  gasping  breath, 
The  clenched  teeth,  the  glaaed  eye, 

Are  these  thy  sting,  thou  dreadful  death  I 
O  grave,  are  these  thy  victory  1 

The  mourners  by  our  parting  bed, 
The  wife,  the  children,  weeping  nigh, 

The  dismal  pageant  of  the  dead, — 
These,  these  are  not  thy  ykXofy ! 

But,  irom  the  much-loved  world  to  part, 
Our  lust  untamed,  our  spirit  high, 

AH  nature  struggling  at  the  heart, 
Which,  dying,  feels  it  dare  not  die  I 

To  dream  through  life  a  gaudy  dream 
Of  pride  and  pomp  and  luxury. 

Till  wakened  by  the  nearer  gleam 
Of  burning,  houndless  agony; 

To  meet  o'er  soon  our  angry  king. 
Whose  love  we  past  unheeded  by; 

Lothis,  O  Death,  thy  deadliest  sting^ 
O  Grave,  and  this  thy  victory ! 

O  Searcher  of  the  secret  heart, 
Who  deigned  for  sinfbl  man  to  diB  t 

Restore  us  eie  the  spirit  part, 
Nor  give  to  heU  the  victory! 


SECOND  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRINITTT 

Forth  from  the  dark  and  stormy  sky, 
Lord,  to  thine  altar's  shade  we  fly; 
Forth  from  the  worid,  its  hope  and  fear 
Saviour,  we  seek  thy  shelter  here: 
Weary  and  weak,  thy  grace  we  pray; 
Turn  not,0  Lordl  thy  guests^awayi. 
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Long  ha^e  we  roamed  in  want  aod  pain, 
Long  have  we  lougbt  thy  rest  in  vain ; ' 
Wildered  in  doubt,  in  darkneaa  lost, 
Long  havejDur  eoak  been  teinpest-iaet  j    ' 
Low  at  thy  feet  our  sins  we  lay ; 
Turn  not,  O  Lord !  thy  guests  away ! 


THIRD  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRINITY. 

Thkxa  was  joy  in  heaven! 
There  was  joy  in  heaven  t 
When  this  goodly  world  to  frame 
The  Lord  of  might  and  mercy  came: 
Shouts  of  joy  were  heard  on  high, 
Add  the  stars  sang  from  the  sky —  * 
"  Glory  to  God  in  heaven!'' 

These  was  joy  in  heaven ! 
.    There  was  joy  in  heaven ! 

When  the  billows,  heaving  dark, 
Sank  aT9und  the  stranded  ark. 
And  the  rainbow's  watery  span 
Spake  of  mercy,  hope  to  man, 
And  peace  with  God  in  Heaven! 

There  was  joy  in  heaven! 
There  was  joy  in  heaven  ! 
When  of  love  the  midnight  beam 
Dawned  on  the  towers  of  Bethlehem ; 
And  along  the  echoing  hill 
.    Angels  sang — "  On  earth  good  will, 
And  glory  in  the  Heaven !" 

There  is  joy  in  heaven ! 
There  is  joy  in  heaven ! 
When  the  sheep  that  went  astray 
Turns  again  to  virtue's  way; 
When  the  soul,  by  grace  subdued,. 
Sobs  it  prayer  of  gratitude, 
Then  is  there  joy  in  Heaven! 


FOURTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRINITY. 

,    I  PRAISED  the  earth,  in  beauty  seem 
With  garlands  gay  of  various  green ; 
I  praised  the  sea,  whose  ample  field 
Shone  glorious  as  a  silver  shield  { 
And  earth  and  ocean  seemed  to  say, 
"  Our  beauties  are  but  for  a  day !" 

I  praised  the  sun,  Whose  chariot  rolled 
Oa  wheels  of  amber  and  of  gold; 
I  praised  the  moon,  whose  softer  eye 
'Gleamed  sweetly  through  the  summer  sky! 
And  moon  and  sun  in  answer  said, 
"  Our  days  of  light  are  numbered!" 

'  «O^God!  O  good  beyond  compare! 
(If  thus  thy  meaner  works  are  fair! 


If  thus  thy  bounties  gfld  the  span 

Of  ruined  earth  and  sinful  man, 

fiow  glorioos  roust  the  mansion  be 

Where  thy  ledeemed  sbaU  dwell  with  Thoe! 


FIFTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRINITY. 

Creator  of  the  roUing  And ! 

On  whom  thy  people  hope  akme; 
Who'cam'st,  by  water  and  by  blood, 

For  man's  offences  to  atone; 

Who  from  the  labours  of  the  deep 
Didst  set  thy  servant  Peter  free, 

To  feed  on  earth  thy  chosen  sheep, 
And  build  an  endless  chureh  to  thee. 

Otant  us,  devoid  of  worldly  care, 
And  leaning  on  thy  boooteous  hand 

To  se^k  thy  help  in  hnmble  prayer, 
And  on  thy  sfucied  rock  to  stand: 

And  when,  our  livelong  toil  to  crown, 
Thy  call  shall  set  the  spirit  free, 

To  cast  with  joy  our  burthen  down, 
AndriM,  O  Lord!  and  follow  thee! 


SEVENTH  SUNDAY  AFTERS  TRINITY. 

Wbbn  spring  unlocks  the  dowers  to  paint  the 

laughing  soil ; 
When  summer's  balmy  showers  refresh  the  mcnr- 

er's  toil ; 
When  winter  binds  in  frosty  chains  the  fellow  mad 

the  flood. 
In  God  the  earth  Mjoioeth  still,  and  owns  his 

Maker  good. 

The  birds  that  wmke  the  mornings  and  tfaow  that 

bve  the  shade ; 
The  winds  that  sweep  the  mduntain  or  biU  ttM 

drowsy  glade; 
The  sun  that  from  his  amber  bowor  BSfqiDeth  on 

his  way, 
The  moon  and  star^  tbnr  Master's  name  in  dent 

•pon^  display. 

Shall  man,  the  lord  of  nature,  expectant  of  the  sky, 
Shall  man,  alone  unthankfrd,  his  little  praise  deny  1 
No,  let  the  year  forsake  bis  oeune,  thA  ssaioM 

cease  to  be. 
Thee,  Master,  must  we  always  bvo^  aad^  Saviour, 

honour  thee. 

The  flowers  of  spring  may  wither,  the  hope  of 

summer  fade. 
The  autumn  droop  in  winter,  the  birds  Ibinko 

the  shade;    < 


HYMNS. 


The  wiadi  be  luHed^-the  ran  and  moon  finget 

their  old  decree, 
But  we  innetare's  Uteat  hovr,  O  Losdl  wiHcttnc 

to 


TENTH  SUNPAY  AFTER  TRINITY. 

Jbrubilbm,  Jenisaleni!  enthroned  once  on  high, 
Thoa  &vonred  home  of  Ged  on  earthy  thou  heaven 

below  the  akyt 
Kow  brought  to  bondage  with  thy  aona,  a  eniae 

and  grief  to  aee, 
Jennalem,  Jefoeafeml  onr  teaia  ahall  flow  for  thee. 

Oh!  hadat  thou  known  iky  day  of  graoe,  and 

flocked  beneath  the  wing 
Of  him  who  ealled  thee  lovingly,  thine  own  moinft^ 

edKittg, 
Then  had  the  tif  bee  of  all  the  world  gone  up  thy 

pompteaee, 
And  glory  dwelt  within  thy  gates,  and  all  thy  aona 

beenlieet 

«  And  who  alt  thontknt  mMDaetft  nwr  MpKed 

the  imn  gray, 
^Andfear^net  tnUier  thnt  thyself  nuqrppnvea 

ca^tawayl  . 
I  am  a  dried  and  abjeet  bfwiek,  my  piapa  ia  given 

to  thee; 
.  Bnt  wo  to  every  barten  graft  ef  thy  wild  oiive-tfee! 

**  Oar  day  of  gnoe  is  mak  in  night,  ovr  thnn  of 

mercy  apenti 
For  heavy  waa  my  childraa'a  oriae,  and  atrange 


Yet  gaae  not  idly  on  ow  ftll,  but,  anBei^  warned 

ba^ 
Who  apaied  not  hia  chaaen  aaed  may  eend  hk 
wNihenthael 

**  Our  day  of  grace  ia  eonk  in  nighty  thy  neon  ia 

in  ita  prime ; 
Oh!  turn  and  aeek  thy  Saviour^  fiuseinthia  ae- 

oepted  timet 
80,  Gentile,  may  Jctnaakn  a  feown  pRyvatothee, 
And  in  the  new  JeMinlemthy  home  far  ever  be!" 


9*HIRTEENTH  SttNDAY  APTBR  TRI- 
NITY. 

'*  Who  yonder  on  the  deaeit  heath, 

Oom^laina  in  feeble  tone  V* 
— "  A  pilgrim  in  the  vale  of  death, 

Faint,  bleeding,  and  alone!" 

,    "*<  How  cam*Bt  thou  to  thia  dismal  atrand 
Of  danger,  grief,  and  shame  T 
-'<  From  blessed  Sion's  holy  land, 
ByMyled,Ioame!'' 


"  What  raffian  hand  hath  stript  thee  barel 

Whose  fury  laid  thee  low  V! 
<->'*  Sin  for  my  footsteps  twined  her  anara, 

And  death  has  dealt  the  blow  I" 

"  Can  ait  no  medicine  for  thy  wound, 

Norjiatvra  etrength  anpplyl" 
— **  They  saw  me  bleeding  on  the  gsonnd, 

AadpNaediniOenoebyr' 

''Bat,  sufferer!  is  no  comfort  near 

Thy  terrors  to  remove!** 
— "  There  is  to  whom  my  soul  waa  dear. 

But  I  have  scorned  lus  love." 

"  What  If  his  huid  wave  nigh  to  Sana 
From  endless  death  thy  days  1" 

-*'*  The  soul  he  lanaomad  Irooa  th»  guvs 
SheoU  live  but  to  hia  prajae!** 

*<Rtte  then,  0  ris^I  his  heaHh  embrace, 

With  heavenly  strength  renewed; 
And  such  as  is  thy  Saviour's  grace, 
,     Snch  be  thy  gratitude  !*> 


FIFTEENTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRI 
NITY,  . 
Lot  the  Hiaaef  the  field. 
How  theb  leaves  instruction  yield! 
Hark  to  nature's  lesson  given 
By  the  blessed  birds  of  HeavenI 
Every  bush  and  tufted  tree 
Warides  sweet  phiioeophy ; 
**  Mortal,  fly  from  doUbt  and  aorroer: 
Qod  proeideth  for  the  morrow ! 

**  Say.  with  richer  crimson  glows 
The  kingly  mantle  than  the  roael 
Say,  have  kings  more  wholesome  fan 
That  we,  poor  citizens  of  air  1 
Barns  nor  hoarded  grain,  have  we, 
Yet  we  caxol  merrily. 
Mortal,  fly  ftom  doubt  and  aoirowl 
God  provideth  for  the  morrow!  . 

**  One  there  lives  whose  guardian  eye 
Gnidea  our  humlile  destiny ; 
One  there  Uvea  who,  Lord  of  all, 
Keepa  our  feathen  lest  they  (kU: 
Pass  we  blithely,  then,  the  time, 
Feariess  of  the  snare  and  lune^ 
Free  firom  doubt  and  faithleaa  aorrow; 
Gk>d  provideth  for  the  moctowr 


SIXTEENTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRI- 
NITY. 
Wake  not,  oh  mother!  aounds  of  lamentation! 
Weep  not,  oh  widow!  weep  not  hopeleasly! 
Strong  is  his  arm,  the  bringer  of  aalvation, 
Strong  u  the  word  of  God  to  siieoour  theel 


M 
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Bear  forth  the  cold  oorpfle,  slowly,  elowly  bear 
him:/ 

Hide  hie  pele  featuree  with  the  sable  paU : 
Chide  not  the  sad  one  wildly  weeping  near  him 

V^idowed  and  childless,  she  has  lost  hef  all  I 

Why  paose  the  moamen?   Who  ioitids  oor 
weepingi 
Who  the  daik  pomp  of  sonow  has  delayed? 
**  Set  down  the  bier — ^he  is  not  dead  but  sleeping  t 
"Yonng  man,  arise!" — He  spake,  and  wae 
obeyed! 

Change,  then,  oh  sad  one!  grief  to  exultation, 
Woiriiip  and  fiJI  before  Messiah's  knee. 

Strong  was  his  arm,  the  bringer  of  salvation, 
Strang  wae  the  word  of  God  to  soocour  thee ! 


NDTETEENTH  SUNDAY  AFTER  TRI 
NITY. 

Ob  blest  were  the  aocents  of  eariy  creation. 
When  the  woid  of  JehoFah  came  down  firom 
above; 

In  the  clods  of  QA  earth  to  infose  animation, 
And.wake  their  cold  atoms  to  life  and  to  love ! 

And  mighty  the  tones  whioh  the  firmament  vended , 
When  on  wheeb  oi  the  thunder,  and  wings  of 
the  wind. 
By  lightning,  and  hail,  and  thick  darkness  at- 
tended, 
He  uttered  on  Smai  his  laws  to  mankind. 

And  sweet  was  the  voice  of  the  Fint-bom  of 
heaven, 

(Though  poor  his  apparel^  though  earthly  hie 
form,) 
Who  said  to  the  mourner,  <*Thy  sins  are  for- 
^vent" 
^Be  wholer  to  the  sick,— and  '<Be  stiU!"  to 
the  storm. 

Oh,  Judge  of  the  worid!  when,  arrayed  in  tiiy 

Thy  summons  agahi  shall  be  heard  firom  on 
high, 
While  nature  stands  trembfing  and  naked  before 
thee. 
And  waits  on  thy  sentence  to  live  or  to  die; 

When  the  heaven  shall  fly  fast  from  the  sound  of 
thy  thunder. 
And  the  sun,  in  thy  lightningi,  grow  languid 
and  pale, 
And  the  sea  yield  her  dead,  and  the  tomb  cleave 
asunder, 
In  the  hour  of  thy  tenon,  let  mercy  prevail  I 


TWENTY-FIRST  SUNDAY  AFTER 
TRINITY. 

Tbs  sound  of  war !  In  earth  and  air 

The  volleying  thunders  loU : 
Their  fiery  darts  the  fiends  prepare, 
And  dig  the  pit,  and  spread  the  snan, 
Against  the  Christian's  soul 
The  tyrant's  sword,  the  rack,  the  flame. 

The  scomer's  serpent  tone. 
Of  bitter  doubt,  the  barbed  aim. 
All,  all  conspire  his  heart  to  tame : 
Force,  fraud,  and  hellish  fires  asMil 
The  rivets  of  his  heavenly  mail. 

Amidst  his  foee  abne. 

Godsofthevforid!  ye  warrior  host 

Of  darkness  and  of  air. 
In  vain  is  all  your  impious  boast. 
In  vain  each  missile  lightning  tost. 

In  vain  the  tempter's  sn^se! 
Though  fast  and  &i  fovt  arrovrs  fly, 

Though  mortal  nerve  and  bone 
Shrink  in  convulsive  agony, 
The  Christian  can  your  rage  defy ; 
Towers  o'er  hii  bend  salvation's  crasi, 
Faith,  like  a  buckler,  guards  his  iNreast, 

Undannted,  though  akMie. 

'T  is  pMtl 't  is  o'er !  in  foul  defeat 

The  demon  host  are  fled! 
Before  the  Saviour's  mercy-eBsl^ 
(His  live-kHig  work  of  faith  complete,) 

Their  conqoerar  bends  his  head. 
'<  The  siMil;  thyself  hast  gained,  Loidf 

riay  li^fare  thy  thfou^: 
Thou  vrert  my  inck,  my  ahield,  my  swonl; 
My  trust  was  in  thy  name  and  word: 
'T  was  in  thy  strength  my  heut  was 
Thy  spirit  went  vrith  mine  along; 

How  was  I  then  alone  T* 


TWENTY-SECOND   SUNDAY   AFTER 
TRINITY. 

Oh  Ood  I  my  lAna  are  manifold,  againat  my  lifr 

they  cry. 
And  all  my  goBty  deeds  fongene,  «p  to  thy  tsDi- 

pie  fly; 
Wilt  tiiod  release  my  trembling  soul,  that  to  d». 

spair  is  driven? 
Forgive!"  a  Uessed  voice  teplied,  **aad  thou 

shaU  be  forgiven!" 

My  foemen,  Lord  I  are  fierce  and  Tel!,  they  spam 

me  in  their  pride, 
They  render  evil  for  my  good,  my  patience  they 

deride; 
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Aiiie,  oh  King!  and  be  ihb  proud  to  righteous 

mill  driven! 
^Vafgtn]"  vk  awiiil  answer  came,  ''as  thou 

woidd'it  be  forgiven  t" 

Seven  tiines,  Oh  Lordl  I  pardoned  them^  seven 
tunes  they  sinned  again ; 

They  practice  still  to  work  me  wo,  they  triumph 
in  my  pain ; 

But  let  them  dread  my  vengeance  now,  to  just  re- 
sentment driven  I 

'  Fagiver*  the  Towe  of  thunder  spake,  **  or  never 
beftigivenr 


TWENTY-THIRD  SUNDAY  AFTER 
TRINITY. 

FsoK  fees  that  would  the  land  devour; 
From  goilty  pride,  and  lust  of  power; 
From  wild  sedition's  lawless  hour^ 

From  yoke  of  slavery ; 
From  bUnded  leal  by  faction  led; 
From  fpddy  change  by  fimcy  bred ; 
From  poisonous  error's  serpent  head, 

Good  Lord,  preserve  us  free  1 

Defend,  oh  God  I  with  guardian  hand, 

The  laws  and  ruler  of  our  land, 

Aud  grant  our  church  thy  grace  to  stand 

In  fidth  and  unity! 
The  spirit's  help  of  thee  we  crave, 
That  thou  whoeB  blood  vras  shed  to  save, 
Iday'st,  at  Ay  second  coming,  have 

A  flock  to  wekome  thsei 


TWENTY-F0I7RTH  SUNDAY  AFTER 
TRINITY. 

To  eonquer  and  to  save,  the  Son  of  God 
Came  to  his  own  in  great  humility, 
Who  wont  to  ride  on  cherub  wings  abroad, 
And  round  him  wrap  the  mantle  of  the  sky. 
The  mountains  bent  their  necks  to  form  his  road; 
The  ckNids  dnoptdown  their  fatness  from  on  high; 
Beneath  his  feet  the  wiM  wares  softly  flowed, 
And  the  vrinds  kissed  his  gannent' tremblingly! 

The  grave  unbolted  half  hisgridy  door, , 
(For  darkness  and  the  deep  had  heard  his  fiune, 
Nor  longer  might  their  ancient  role  endun;) 
The  mightlBet  of  mankind  stood  hushed  and  tame; 
And,  trooping  on  strong  wing,  bis  angels  eame 
To  work  his  vrill,  and  kingdom  to  securas 
No  etreagth  he  needed  save  his  Father's  name ; 
Babes  wero  his  heralds,  and  his  firimdi  the  poor! 
4» 


FOR  ST.  JAMES'S  DAY.      ' 

Tbouor  sorrows  rise  and  dangers  roll 
In  wavee  of  darkness  o'er  my  soul. 
Though  friends  aro  falM  and  love  decays^ 
And  fdvr  and  evil  are  my  days,  / 

Though  conscience,  fiercest  of  my  fbea, 
Swells  with  romembered  guilt  mjwoes, 
Yet  ev*n  in  ni^ura's  utmost  ill, 
1  love  thee,  Lord !  I  love  thee  stUl ! 

Though  Sinai's  cuise,  in  thunder  dread, 
Ftals  o'er,  mine  unprotected  head, 
And  memory  points,  with  busy  pain, 
To  grace  ai^  meroy  given  in  vain, 
Till  nature,  shrieking  m  the  strife, 
Would  fly  to  heU,  to 'scape  fium  Ufe, 
Though  every  thought  has  power  to  kill, 
I  love  thee.  Lord!  I  kve  thee sliU I 

Oh,  by  the  pangs  thyself  hast  bortM, 
The  ruffian's  blow,  the  tyrant's  scorn ; 
By  Sinai's  curse,  whose  dreadfbl  doom 
Was  buried  m  thy guiltleaa  tomb: 
By  these  my  pangs,  whose  heattng  smait 
Thy  grace  hath  planted  in  my  heart; 
I  know,i  feel  thy  bounteous  willl 
Thou  lovestme^  Lord!  thou  lovestms  still! 


MICHAELMAS  DAY. 

Oh,  captain  of  Qod*s  host,  whose  dreadfU  might 
Led  finrth  to  war  the  armed  Seraphim, 

And  from  the  starry  height, 

Subdued  in  burning  flght, 
Cast  down  that  ancient  dragon,  6aA  and  grim ! 

Thine  angels,  Christ!  we  hud  in  solemn  lays, 
Our  elder  brethren  of  the  crystal  sky, 

Who,  'mid  thy  glory's  blaie, 

The  ceaseleBi  anthem  raises 
And  gird  thy  throne  in  faithful  ministry  I 

We  celebrate  their  h>ve,  whose  viewless  wing 
Hath  left  for  us  soofi  their  mansion  high 

The  merdes  of  their  king. 

To  mortal  saints  to  bring, 
Or  guard  the  couch  of  slumberiug  infimey.  ' 

But  thee,  the  flrst  and  last,  we  gkrify. 
Who,  whenthy  world  vras  sunk  in  death  and  rii^ 

Not  vrith  tlune  hierarchy, 

The  armies  of  the  sky. 
But  didst  vrith  thine  own  aim  the  battle  wfai, 

Alone  didst  pass  the  dark  and  dimal  shoro 
Alone  didst  tread  the  wine-prass,  and  akms^ 

An  gkirious  in  thy  gore,    . 

Didst  light  and  life  restore, 
To  us  who  Uy  in  darknem  iiid  undone! 
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Therefors,  with  angels  and  arefaangeb,  w)b 
To  th J  dear  lote  our  thankfol  chomi  raise, 

And  ttuM  our  songs  to  tbee 

Who  ait,  and  ooght  to  be, 
And,  endlgss  as  thy  meroes,  foond  thy  praise! 


IN    TIMES   OF   DISTRESS   AND 
DANGER. 

6h  God,  that  madest  earth  and  sky,  the  darlme« 

andtheday, 
Give  ear  to  this  tky  fiunily,  and  help  na  trben  we 

pray! 
For  wide  tiie  waves  of  Uttemsss  aioiind  our  vw- 

selroar, 
And  heavy  giow»  the  pilot's  hMit  tp  vIeW  the 

rooky  shevsl 

The  cross  our  master  bore  for  us,  fee  hisa  We  fiun 

would  beat, 
But  mortal  stsangth  to  weakmis  tuns,  and  eom^ 

age  to  despair  I 
Then  mercy  <m  am  fidikiifB^  Lord!  our  «nkfaig 

fijthiMievrl 
•And  when  thy  sonowa  list  us^  oh.  nnd  thy  pa- 

tienoetool 


INTENDED  TO  BE  SUNG 

OK  OCCASION  or  BM  paBACBIlM  A  SERMOIf  FOE 

•ma  CEVRCH  MISSIOWART  SOCIETY,  IM 

APRIL,  1890. 

Faott  Gveenknd's 

From  India's  ooial  stiaAd, 
Wheie  Afrie^s  eupmy  tentains 

IL6I1  down  theb  golden  sand ; 
From  mai^  an  ancient  liv^, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deKver 
"  Their  land  fKHta  ervo/s  diallit 

Wliat  though  the  spicy  bieens 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle. 
Though  every' prospect  pleasesi 

And  only  man  is  vile : 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown, 
The  heathen,  in  bis  bfindnas% 

BMH»4om  Id  #oed  aaci  stoasi 

Can  vre,  whose  souls  afs  limited 

With  wMem  fromon  b^ 
Can  we  to  men  benighted 

Th«  faonp  or  life  deny  1 
SahratiDn  t  oh  saKa^n  f 

The  joyful  sound  prodftim. 
Till  each  remoteift  nation 

Has  Warned  Mensiah'anMs^ 


Waft,  waft,  ys  winds,  his  story. 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
TilI,likeaseaofglery, 

It  mreads  fium  pois  to  pole^ 
THl  o'er  our  ransomed  nature. 

The  lamb  for  sinneia  shdiv 
Redeemer,  King,  Cnator, 

In  bliss  vstums  fa  isigB  1 


AN  INTROIT 

TO  BE  mJHO  BrfWBBN  TBE  LITAKT  AMD 
mow  SBRTICB. 


Oh  most  merciful! 

Ohmostbounttiul!     - 

God  the  Father  Afani|^  I 

By  the  Redeemer's 

Sweet  interoesnon 

Hsar  us,  hdp  us  vHm&  w«  «iyt 


BEFORE  THE  SACRAMENT. 

Bread  of  the  vvorid,  in  merqr  faraken ! 

Wine  of  the  soul  in  men^  shed! 
By  whom  the  words  of  I^  were  spoken. 

And  in  whose  death  our  sins  are  deadi 

LodL'on  the  heart  by  sorrow  bixJcen, 
Look  on  the  tears  by  sinners  shed, 

And  be  thy  feast  to  us  the  token 
That  by  tby  grace  our  iouh  are  fed  r 


Af  A  FUNERAL* 

Bbmeath  our  feet  and  o'er  oar  head 

Is  equal  warning  given ; 
Beneath  us  lie  the  countless  ^dead, 

Above  uft  is  the  heaven! 

Their  names  are  graven  on  the  stons^ 
Their  bones  aito  m  (he  day  ^ 

And  ere  another  day  Is  done*, 
Omwfveo  may  be  aalhey. 

Death  rides  on  evaiy  passing  bnsa% 
H«  hvks  in  every  flower; 

BMih  season  haaits  own  disease^ 
Its  psiiloveory  bowl 

Our  eyes  have  seen  the  ro^  light 
Of  youth's  soft  cheek  decay, 

And  Fate  descend  in  sudden  n^ghl 
On  manhood's  middle  day. 

Ov  eyes  have  seei»  the  sispa  of  q^ 
Hah  feebly  towards  the  tomb, 

And  yet  shall  earth  our  hsai 
▲ad  dnama  of  dayala  oeaaal 
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Tuni,  mortalf  tarn !  thy  danger  know; 

Where'er  thy  foot  can  tread 
The  earth  rings  hollow  from  below, 

And  watne  thee  of  her  dead  I 

Turn,  (?hiietian,  tarn !  thy  lool  apply 

To  truths  divinely,  given ; 
The  bones  that  uxkierneath  thee  lie 

Shall  live  imr  hell  or  heavenl 


STANZAS 

ON  TBB  DE4Tt  OP  4  TtlEtm. 

Tmoa  art  gone  to  the  gravel  but  we  willnot  de- 
plore thee, 

Though  eorrowB  and  darkaees^  encompass  the 
tomb: 

Thy  Savioor  has  passed  thioogh  its  portal  before 
thee, 

And  the  lamp  of  his  love  is  thy  guide  through  the 
l^loom! 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  gravel  we  no  longer  behold 

thee,     ' 
Nor  tread  the  rough  paths  of  the  world  by  thy  sidei 
But  the  wide  arms  of  Mercy  are  spread  to  enfold 

thee. 
And  sinners  may  die,  for' the  sinless  has  died  I 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  gravel  and,  its  mansion fiir- 

safcing, 
Perchance  thy  weak  qfMiit  in  fear  lingered  longi 
But  the  mild  rays  of  pandise  beamed  on  thy 

waking, 
And  the  sound  which  thou  heardst  was  the  seE»' 

phim's  scMigl 

Thou  art  gotie  to  the  .grave!  but  we  will  not  de- 
plore thee. 

Whose  God  was  thy  ransom,  thy  guardian  and 
guide; 

Ho  gave  thee,  he  took  thee,  tnd  he  will  restore 
thee, 

And  death  has  no  sting,  for  the  Saviour  has  died  t* 


*  The  foibwuig  itaiisM  vera  writtan  M  an  addiiioQ  to  Uw 
ebofehymii,  t^  an  EogUdi  dtugfman,  oa  hearlqg  of  the  de- 
ems  of  the  author. 


ON  RECOVERY  FROM  SICKNESS. 

Oh,  Saviour  of  the  Mthfiil  dead, 
^    With  whom  thy  servanto  dwell, 
Though  cold  and  green  the  turf  is  spread 
Above  their  nanow  eeU,— 

No  more  we  cling  to  mortal  clay, 

We  doubt  and  fear  no  more, 
Nor  shrink  to  tread  the  darksome  way 

Which  thou  hast  trod  before  I 

'Twas  hard  from  those  I  loved  to  go, 

Who  knelt  around  my  bed, 
Whoee  team  bedewed  my  burning  bnm, 

Whose  arms  upheld  my  head  I 

As  fiuiing  from  my  dizzy  view, 

I  sought  their  forms  in  vain, 
The  Uttemess  of  death  I  knew, 

Add  groaned  to  live  again. 

Twas  dreadful  when  th'  aoeusei's  power 

Assidled  my  sinking  heart, 
Recounting  every  wasted  hour, 

And  each  unworthy  part: 

But,  Jesus  I  in  that  mortal  fray, 

Thy  bleeoed  comfort  stole, 
Like  sunshine  in  a  stormy  day. 

Across  my  darkened  soul! 

When  sooner  late  this  feeble  biealh 

No  more  to  thee  shall  pray, 
Support  me  through  the  vale  of  death, 

AJid  in  the  darkwme  wayl 

When  clothed  in  fleshly  wiseds  again 

I  wait  thy  dreed  decree, 
Judge  of  the  world  1  bethink  thee  then 

That  thou  hast  died  for  me. 


Thou  art  gone  to  the  gnvef  and  whole  natloni  bemoan  tha% 
Who  caught  ftom  thy  llpe  the  glad  tkUoffi  of  peaee : 

Tet  grateftd,  tber  adU  In  their  baana  iliaU  enthrone  tbai^ 
And  ne'er  ahall  thy  naae  fiom  their  mamofka  eeaaa. 

Thoa  an  gone  to  the  giavel  Imt  thy  woit  aballnot  peiM^ 
That  work  whtch  the  aplrit  of  wiadom  hatb  tatat ; 

**i  atrangth  tM\  wwtaln  it,  hie  comfotte riiaU  chai"  " 
Lnd  make  It  10  pcoqMT,  thoQgh  thou  an  at  n«. 
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t^vunnututnn  of  mtoiuv. 


THE  FIRST  OLYMPIC  ODE. 

TO  HIERO  OP  muCDSE,   VICTOR   lU   TflB 
RACE. 

CiN  earth,  or  fire,  or  Uqukl  air, 
-With  water's  sacred  stream  compare  1 
Can  aught  that  wealthy  tyraoU  hold 
Snrpaas  the  lordly  bUoe  of  gold  1— 
Or  lives  there  one,  whose  restless  eye 
Would  seek  along  the  empty  sky, 
Beneath  the  sun's  meridian  ray, 
A  warmer  star,  a  purer  dayl— 
O  thou,  my  soul,  whose  choral  song, 
Would  tell  of  contests  sharp  and  strong, 
Extol  not  other  lists  above 
The  circus  of  Olympian  Jove ; 
Whence  heme  on  many  a  tuneful  tongue, 
So  Saturn's  seed  the  anthem  sung, 
With  harp,  alid  flut$,  and  trumpet's  call, 
EUtth  sped  to  Hiero's  festival.— 

Over  sheep-clad  Sicily 
Who  the  righteous  sceptre  beareth, 

Every  flower  of  virtue's  tree 
Wove  in  various  vrreath  he  weaieth.-^ 

But  the  bud  of  poesy  ' 
Is  the  fairest  flower  of  all ; 

Which  the  bazds,  In  soda!  glee, 
Strew  round  EUeio's  wealthy  haJL^ 
The  harp  on  yonder  pin  suspended, 

Seize  it,  boy,  for  Pisa's  sake ; 

And  that  good  steed's,  whdse  thought  will 
A  joy  with  anxious  fondness  blended  :— 
No  sounding  lash  his  sleek  side  vended  ;— 

By  Alphens'  brink,  with  feet  of  flame, 
Self^riven,  to  the  goal  he  tended : 

And  earned  the  olive  wreath  of  fame 

For  that  dear  lord,  whose  righteous  name 
'  The  sons  of  Syracuse  tell:— 
Who  loves  the  generous  courser  well : 
Bebved  himself  by  all  who  dwell 
In  Pebp's  Lydian  colony. — 
—Of  earth-embracing  Neptune,  he 
The  darling,  when,  in  days  of  yore,  ' 
All  lovely  from  the  caldron  red 
By  Clotho's  spell  deUvered, 
The  youth  an  ivory  shoulder  bore.— 

—Weill— these  are  tales  of  mystery!— 
And  many  a  darkly-woven  lie 
With  men  will  easy  credence  gain ; 
While  truth,  calm  truth,  may  speak  in  vain; 
Forek)quence,  whose  honeyed  sway 
Oox  frailer  mortal  wits  obey, 


wajte 


Can  honour  give  to  actions  ill, 
And  fiuth  to  deeds  incredible;— 
And  bitter  bhune,  and  praises  high,     • 
Fall  truest  from  posterity.--* 

Bnt,  if  we  dare  the  deeds  reheane 

Of  those  that  aye  endoie^ 
'T  were  meet  that  in  such  dangeroas 

Our  every  woid  were  pure^— 
Then,  son  of  Tantalus,  receive 
A  plain  unvarnished  lay!- . 
My  song  shaU  elder  (ables  leave, 
And  of  thy  parent  say, 
TTiat,  when  in  heaven  a  favoured  guest, 
He  called  the  ^s  in  turns  to  feast 

On  Sipylus^  his  mountain  home: 

The  soyereign  of  the  ocean  foam, 
—Can  mortal  from  euch  favour  prove  1 
Rapt  thee  on  golden  car  above 
To  hi^est  house  of  mighty  Jove ; 

To  which,  in  after  day, 
Came  gc^den-haired  Ganymede, 
As  baM  in  ancient  story  read, 

The  dark-winged  eagle's  prey,-^ 


And  when  no  earthly  tongue  could  tell 
The  fiite  of  thee,  invisible  ;— 
Nor  friendd,  who  sought  thee  wide  in  vali^ 
To  soothe  thy  weeping  mother's  pain. 
Could  bring  the  wanderer  hon>e  again; 

Some  envious  neighbour's  spleen. 
In  distant  hints,  and  darkly,  said. 
That  in  the  caldron  hissing  red, 
And  on  the  god's  great  table  spread, 

Thy  mangled  limbs  were  seen.— 
But  who  shall  tax,  I  dare  not,  I, 
Th«  blessed  gods  with  gluttony?— 
Full  oft  the  sknd'rous  tongue  has  felt 
By  their  high  wrath  the  thunder  dealt;^ 
And  sure,  if  ever  mortal  head 
Heaven's  holy  watchers  honoured. 

That  head  was  Lydia's  IokI.— 
Yet,  could  not  mortal  heart  digest 
The  wonders  of  that  heavenly  feast ; 
Elate  with  piide,  a  thought  unblest 

Above  his  nature  soared. — 
And  now,  condemned  to  endless  dread,— 
(Such  is  the  righteous  doom  of  fete,) 
He  eyes,  above  his  guilty  head. 
The  shadowy  rocks'  impending  wei^t:^ 
The  fourth,  with  that  tormented  three(l) 
In  horrible  society  I— 
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For  that,  in  frantic  theft, 

The  nectar  enp  he  reft, 
And  to  hie  mortal  peeri  in  feasting  poured  * 

For  whom  a  sin  it  were 

With  mortal  life  to  share 
The  myadc  dainties  of  th'  immortal  board: 

And  who  by  policy 

Can'  hope  to  'scape  the  eye 
Of  him  who  sits  above  by  men  and  gods  adored*) 

For  soch  oflfence,  a  doom  severe, 
Sent  down  the  son  to  sojourn  here 
Among  the  fleeting  race  of  maii;— 
WhOi  when  the  curly  down  began 
To  dothe  his  cheek  in  darker  shade. 
To  ea»-bome  Pisa's  loyal  maid(2) 
A  lover's  tender  service  paid. — 
But,  in  the  darkness  flrst  he  stood 
Alone,  by  ocean's  hoary  flood, 
And  raised  to  him  the  suppliant  cry, 
The  hoarse  earth-shaking  deity.— 

Hor  called  in  vain,  through  cloud  and  storm 
llalf«een,  a  huge  and  shadowy  form, 

The  god  of  waters  came. — 
He  came,  whom  thus  the  youth  addressed— 
'<0h  thou,  if  that  immortal  breast  ' 

Have  felt  a  lover's  flame^ 
A  lover's  pnyer  in  pity  hear, 
Repel  the  tyrant's  braxen  spear 

That  guards  my  lovely  dame! — 
And  grant  a  car  whose  rolling  speed 
May  help  a  lover  at  his  need ; 
Condemned  by  Pisa'k  hand  to  bleed 
Unless  I  win  the  envied'  meed 

InElis'fleldof&mer— 

For  youthful  knights  thirteen 

By  him  have  slaughtered  been, 
£Bb  daughter  vexing  with  perverse  delay.'— 

Such  to  a  coward's  eye 

Were  evil  augury; — 
Kor  durst  a  coward's  heart  the  strife  essay! 

Yet,  since  alike  to  all 

The  doom  of  death  must  fell, 
Ah!  wherefore,  ntting  in  unseemly  shade, 

Wear  out  a  nameless  life, 

Remote  fiom  noble  strife. 
And  all  the  sweet  applause  to  valour  paidi — 
Yes!— I  will  dare  the  course  t  but,  thou, 
Immortal  friend,  my  preyer  aOow!"— 

Thus,  not  in  vain,  fab  grief  he  told — 

The  ruler  of  the  wat'ry  space 
Bestowed  a  wondrous  car  of  gold, 

And  tireless  steeds  of  winged  pace^— 
So,  victor  in  the  deathfiil  nee. 

He  tamed  the  strength  of  Pisa's  king, 
Andy  finun  hie  biide  of  beauteous  fece, 


Beheld  a  stock  of  warriors  spring. 

Six  valiant  sons^  as  legends  sing. — 
And  now,  with  feme  and  virtue  crowined, 

Where  Alpheus'  stream  in  wat'ry  ring, 
Encircles  half  his  turfy  mound, 
He  sleeps  beneath  the  piled  ground  ;(3) 

Near  that  blest  spot  where  strangtas  move 
In  many  a  long  procession  round 

The  altar  of  protecting  Jove- 
Yet  chief;  in  yonder  lists  of  fame, 
Survives  the  noble  Pdop's  name; 
Where  strength  of  liands  and  nimble  fbet 
In  stem  and  dubbus  contest  meet; 
And  high  renown  and  honeyed  praise^ 
And  following  length  of  honoured  days,  ' 
To  victor's  weary  toil  repays.— 

But  what  are  past  or  future  joys  1  . 

The  present  is  our  own  \ 
And  he  is  wise  who  best  employs 

The  passing  hour  alone.^ 
To  crown  with  knightly  wreath  the  king, 

.  (A  grateful  task,)  be  mine; 
And  on  the  smooth  JEolian  string 

To  praise  his  ancient  line ! 
For  ne'er  shall  wandering  mipstrel  find 
A  chief  so  just, — a  friend  so  kind ; 
With  every  grace  of  fortune  blest; 
The  mightiest,  wisest,  bravest,  best  I— 

God,  who  behoMeth  thee  and  all  thy  deed8,(^4) 
Have  thee  in  charge,  king  Hiero!-«-so  again 
The  bard  may  sing  thy  homy-hoofed  steeds 
}n  frequent  triumph  o'er  the  Olympian  plain; 
Nor  shall  the  Bard  awake  a  lowly  strain. 
His  wild  notes  flinging  o'er  the  Cronian  steep 
Whose  ready  muse,  and  not  invoked  in  vain. 
For  such  high  mark  her  strongest  shaft  shall  keep 

Each  hath  his  propei«  eminence ! 
To  kings  indulgent,  Providence 
(No  farther  search  the  will  of  Heaven) 
The.  glories  of  the  earth  hath  given. — 
Still  may'st  thou  reign  I  enough  for  me 
To  dweU  with  heroes  like  to  thee, 
Myself  the  chief  of  Gredan  nunstrelsy. — 


'  n. 

TO  THERON  OF  AGRAQAS,  VICTOR 
IN  THE  CHARIOT  RACE. 

O  SOMG !  whose  voice  the  harp  obeys, 
Accordant  aye  with  answering  string; 
What  god,  what  hero  wilt  thou  praise, 
What  man  of  godlike  prowess  sing  1** 
Lo,  Jove  himself  is  Pisa's  king ; 
And  Jove's  strong  son  the  first  to  raise 
Thebarrien  of  th*  Olympic  ring.— 
And  now,  victorious  on  the  whig 
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Of  aoanding  whedi,  our  buds  pTOckdm 
The  stranger  Therou's  honoured  name. 
The  flower  of  no  ignoble  race,(5) 
And  pkop  of  ancient  Agragaa  1— 

His  patient  sires,  fix  many  a  year, 
Where  that  blue  river  rolls  its  flood, 
Mid  fhikless  war  and  civU  blood 

Essayed  their  sscred  home  to  rsar,— 
Till  time  assigned,  in  fatal  hoar, 
Their  native  virtues,  wealth  and  power; 
And  made  them  from  their  low  diegise, 
The  eye  sf  warlike  Sicily. 

And,  may  that  power  of  ancient  birth, 
From  Saturn  sprang,  and  parent  Earth, 

Of  taU  Olympus'  lord. 
Who  sees  with  still  benignant  ^ye  - 
The  games'  long  splendour  sweeping  iiy 

His  Alpheus*  holy  Ibrd:— 
Appeased  with  antheins  chanted  high, 
To  ThflTon's  late  postoity 

A  happier  doom  accord  !— 
Or  good  or  ill,  the  past  is  gone, 
'Not  tame  himsel(  tiie  parent  one, 
Can  make  the  former  deeds  ondoos 

But  who  would  these  recall- 
When  happier  days  would  lain  efface 
The  memory  of  each  past  disgrace, 
And,  from  the  gods,  on  There's  ttM 

Unbounded  blessings  fall  1 — 

Example  meet  for  such  a  song, 
Ths  sister  queens  of  Laius'  blood ; 

Who  sorrow's  edge  endured  long, 
Made  keener  by  remembered  good ! — 
Vet  now,  she  breathes  the  air  of  Heaven 
(On  ecurth  by  smouldering  thunder  riven.) 
Long-haired  Semele : —  ' 

To  Pallas  dear  is  she ;-: 
Dear  to  the  sire  of  gods,  and  dear 
To  him,  her  son,  in  dreadftd  glee 
Who  shakes  the  ivy-wreathed  spear.— 

And  thus,  they  tell  that  deep  below 
The  soonding  ocean's  ebb  and  flow, 
Amid  the  daughtere  of  the  sea, 
A  aster  nymph  must  Ino  be, 
And  dwell  in  bliss  eternally : — 

But,  ignorant  and  blind, 
We  little  know  the  coming  hour; 
Or  if  the  latter  day  shall  lower; 
Or  if  to  natum's  kindly  power 

Our  life  in  peace  resigned, 
Shall  rink  like  fell  of  summer  eve, 
And  on  the  face  of  dsAness  leav* 

A  ruddy  smile  behiiid.— 
For  grief  and  joy  wflh  fitful  gale 
Our  craiy  bark  by  tarns  assail. 

And,  whano*  oar  hfcwinfi  fbw, 


That  same  tremendoys  Providenee 
Will  oft  a  vsTying  doom  dispense, 
And  lay  the  onghty  ^w<r^ 

To  Theban  Laius  that  befeO, 

Whose  son,  with  murder  dyed^ 
Fulfilled  the  former  oracle, 

Unconscious  parricide ! — 
Unconscious  I — ^yet  avenging  heD 
Pursued  th'  offender's  stealthy  pace, 
And  heavy,  sure,  and  hard  it  fell, 
The  curse  of  blood,  on  all  hu  race  1^ 

Spared  from  their  kindred  strife, 

The  young  Thefsander'slife, 
Stem  Polynices'  heir,  was  left  alone : 

In  every  martial  game. 

And  in  the  field  of  fame, 
For  early  force  and  matchless  prowess  koosm. 

Was  lefi,  the  pride  and  prop  to  be 

Of  good  Adrastus'  pedigree. 

And  hence,  through  bins  of  ancient  kiq^i^ 

The  warrior  blood  of  Theron  springs ; 

Exalted  name !  to  whom  belong 

The  minstrel's  harp,  the  poet's  song, 
In  feir  Olympia  crowned ; 
And  where,  mid  Pythia's  olives  blue, 
An  equal  lot  his  brother  drew : 
And  where  his  twice-twain  courKre  flow 

The  isthmus  twelve  times  round. — 
Such  honour,  earned  by  toil  and  caie^ 
May  best  his  ancient  wrongs  repair, 

And  wealth,^  unstained  by  pride. 
May  laugh  at  fortune's  fickle  power. 
And  blameless  in  the  tempting  boor 

Of  syren  ease  abide : — 
Led  by  that  star  of  heavenly  ray, 
Which  best  may  keep  our  darkling  way 
O'er  life's  unsteady  tide!-- 

For,  whoso  holds  in  righteousness  the  fhtooB, 

He  in  his  heart  hath  known 
How  the  feul  spirits  of  the  guilty  dead, 

In  chambers  dark  and  dread. 
Of  nether  earth  abide,  and  penal  flatte 

Where  he,  whom  none  may  nanie^(6) 
Lays  bare  the  soul  by  itera  neuuAy ; 

Seated  in  judgment  high ; 
The  minister  of  God  whose  arm  is  tb^ 
In  heaven  alike  and  heD,  almighty  eveiy  when ! 

But,  ever  bright,  by  day,  by  iiigfat^ 
Exulting  in  exesss  of  light ; 
From  labour  free  and  long  distress. 
The  good  enjoy  their  happines.— 
No  more  the  stubborn  soii  thej  cleM«, 
Nor  stem  for  seanty -feed  the  wave  | 

But  with  the  veneiiabfe  gods  they  dwdl>-* 
No  tear  bedims  their  thankful  eye^ 
Nor  man  their  long  tranquillity; 

While  those  Mciinsd  howl  In  paogft 
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But,  bat  who  the  thrice-renewed  probatbii 
Of  either  world  may  well  eodure; 
And  ke^p  with  lighteow  destinatioR 
The  eool  from  all  transgresMon  pure ; 
To  each  and  each  alone  »  given, 
To  walk  the  rainbow  paths  of  hea^n, 
To  that  tafl  eity  of  almighty  time, 
Where  OoBai^  balmy  breeies  play, 
And,  flaaking  to  the  weatem  day, 
The  goi^geoQB  bkMHoms  of  each  bteaiad  oiime, 
Now  in  the  happy  ielee  are  seen 
Sparkling  thmugh  the  gloves  of  green ; 
And  now,  all  giorions  to  behold, 
Tingetbs  wwve  with  iloating  gold.-^ 

Henoe  are  their  girisnds  woTeii*-4ieiios  thdr 


nied  with  triimipbal  boughs  ;--4ho  righteous 


Of  Rhadamanthus,  whom,  o'er  these  his  lands, 
A  blameless  judge  in  evexy  time  to  come, 
Chrauss^  old  Cbronos,  dre  of  gods  hath  placed ; 

Who  with  his  consort  dear, 

Dread  Rhea,  reigneth  here, 
Ob  cloudy  throne  with  deathlesB  honour  graced. 

And  still,  they  say,  in  high  communion, 
Peleus  and  Cadmus  here  abide; 
And,  with  the  bleat  in  blessed  union, 
(Nor  JoTo  has  Thetis*  prayer  demed-X?) 
The  datighter  of  the  ancient  sea 
Hath  brought  her  warrior  boy  to  be; 
Him  whose  stem  avenging  blow 
Laid  the  prop  of  IHum  low, 
Htetor,  trainsd  to  slaughter,  fell, 
By  all  but  him  invincible;--^ 
And  sesrhom  Cycnus  tamed ;  and  slew 
Aurora's  knight  of  Ethlop  hue.-^ 

Beneath  my  rattling  belt  I  wear 
A  sheaf  of  arrows  keen  and  clear, 
Of  Tocal  shafts,  that  wildly  fly. 
Nor  ken  tl|e  base  their  import  high, 
Yet  to  the  wise  they  breathe  no  vulgar  melody. 
Yes,  hs  is  wise  whom  nature's  dower 

Hath  raised  above  the  crowd. — 
But,  trained  in  study's  formal  hour. 
There  axe  who  hate  the  minstrel's  power,(8) 
As  daws  who  mark  the  eagle  tower, 

And  croak  hi  envy  loud  I — 
So  let  them  rail !  but  thou,  my  heart  I 
Rest  on  the  bow  thy  levelled  dart ; 

Nor  seek  a  worthier  aim 
For  arrow  sent  on  ftieudship's  wing, 
'  Than  him  the  Agragantine  king 

Who  best  thy  song  may  daioL^^ 
Fdr,  by  eternal  truth  I  swear, 
£Qb  parent  town  shall  scantly  bear 
A  Mul  to  every  friend  so  dear, 

A  breast  so  void  of  blame ; 


Though  twenty  lustres  rolling  round 
With  rising  youth  her  nation  crowned, 
.  In  heart,  in  hand,  should  none  be  found 

Like  Thersn's  honouled  name,— 
Yes !  we  have  heard  the  Ihctious  Be  U^ 
But  let  the  babbling  vulgar  try 
To  blot  his  worth  with  tyranny.-* 

Seek  Aon  the  ocean  strand  I — 
And  when  thy  soul  would  fidn  record 
The  bounteous  deeds  of  yonder  lord, 

Go-<-reckott  up  the  sand  f 


m. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Mat  my  sidemn  sthdn  ascending 

Please  the  long-haired  Helen  weU, 

And  those  brave  twins  of  Leda's  shell 

The  stranger's  holy  eause  defending  I 

With  whose  high  name  the  ehoms  hitmdl^ 

To  ancient  Agragas  diall  rise. 

And  Theron  for  the  ehariot  priae 

Again,  and  not  in  v^,  contending.— 

The  muee,  in  numberrt  bold  and  high, 

Hath  taught  my  Dorian  note  to  fly. 

Worthy  of  silent  awe,  a  strange  sweet  harmony. 

Yes ! — as  I  fix  mine  eager  view 

On  yonder  wreath  of  paly  Mue, 

That  elite  wreath,  whose  ^lady  round 

Amid  the  courser's  mahe  i*  bounded ; 

I  feel  again  tH&  sacred  glow 

That  bids  my  strain  of  raptun  flow, 

With  shrilly  bieath  of  Spartan  fluts^ 

The  many-voiced  harp  to  suit} 

And  wildly  fling  my  numbers  sweet, 

Again  mine  ancient  ficiend  to  gieeL-^ 

Nor,  Pisa,  thee  I  leave  unstrung } 

To  men  the  parent  of  renown. 

Amid  whose  shady  ringlets  strong, 

Etolia  binds  her  olive  orown ; 

Whose  saptiog  root  from  Soythi^down 

And  Ister's  fount  Akddes  bare,(9) 

To  deck  his  parent's  hallowed  town ; 

With  placid  brow  and  suppliant  prayer 

Soothing  the  lavouied  northern  seed. 

Whose  homy-hoolsd  victims  bleed 

To  Pheebus  of  the  flowing  hair. 

A  boon  firom  these  the  hero  prayed : 
One  graft  of  that  delightfol  tree ; 
To  Jove's  high  hill  a  weksome  sfaAde^ 
To  men  a  blessed  fruit  to  be. 
And  orown  of  future  vietoiy.— 
Per  that  fair  moon,  whose  slender  lighl 
With  inefficient  horn  had  shone. 
When  late  on  Pisa's  aliy  height 
He  realed  to  Jove  the  altar  stons; 
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Sow,  tbrongh  the  duppled  air,  alooei 
Iq  perfect  ring  of  gkny  bright, 
Guided  her  golden-wheeled  throne ; 
The  broad  and  baming  eye  of  night— 
And  now  the  days  were  told  aright, 
When  Alphew,  finun  hia  sandy  eooice, 
Should  judge  the  champion's  eager  might, 
And  mark  of  wheels  the  rolling  force.— 
Nor  yet  a  tvse- to  cheer  the  sight 
The  Croniaa  vale  of  Pelops  bore  ;— 
Obnoziocis  to  the  noonday  weight 
Of  summer  suns,  a  naked  shore.** 

But  she  who  sways  the  silent  sky, 
Latbna's  own  equestrian  maid. 
Beheld  how  &r  Alcides  strayed, 
Bound  on  adventure  strange  and  high : 
Patih  from  the  glens  of  Arcady 
To  Istrian  locks  in  ice  arrayed 
He  uiged  th'  interminable  race, 
(Such  penance  bad  Euiystheus  laid,) 
The  golden-homed  hind  to  chase, 
Which,  grataftd  for  Diana's  aid, 
By  her  rede^ned  from  £>ul  embrace. 
Old  Atlae'  daughter  haUowed.-(10) 
Thus,  following  where  the  quarry  fled. 
Beyond  the  biting  North  he  past, 
Beyond  the  regions  of  the  bUst, 
And,  all  unknown  to  traveller's  tread, 
He  saw  the  blessed  land  at  last— 
He  stopt,  he  gazed  with  new  delight. 
When  that  strange  verdure  met  his  sight ; 
And  soft  desire  enflamed  his  soul 
(Where  twelvMimes  round  the  chariots  idU,) 
To  plant  with  such  the  Pisan  goal. 

But  now,  unseen  to  mortal  eyes. 

He  comes  to  Thenm's  sacrifice ; 

'And  with  him  brings  to  banquet  there 

High-bosomed  Leda's  knightly  pair.—- 

Himself  to  high  Olympus  bound, 

To  thefe  a  latest  charge  he  gave, 

A  solemn  annual  feast  to  found. 

And  of  contending  heroes  round 

To  deck  the  strong,  the  swift,  the  brave. — 

Nor  doubt  I  that  on  Thevon's  head, 

And  on  the  good  Emmenides, 

The  sons  of  Jove  their  blessings  shed ; 

Whom  still,  with  bounteous  tables  spread, 

That  holy  tribe  delight  to  please ;      . 

Observing  with  religious  dread 

The  ho^^bie  god's  decrees.— 

But,  wide  as  water  passeth  earthy  clay. 
Or  eun-bright  gold  transcendeth  baser  ore ; 
Wide  as  from  Greece  to  that  remoteiA  shore 
Whose  fock-buiit pUlars  own  Alddes'  sway; 
Thy  fame  hath  past  thine  equals!— To  explore 
The  fiuther  ocean  all  in  vain  essay. 
Or  feols  or  wise ;— hero  from  thy  perilous  way 
Cm* anchor  here,  my  baric!  I  dare  no  more  1— 


IV. 

TO  PSAtTMIS  OP  CAMARINA. 

Oh,  urging  on  the  tireless  speed 
Of  Thunder's  elemental  steed, 
Loid  of  the  world,  Almighty  ^ovel- 
Sinoe  these  thine  hours  have  me  foitb 
The  witness  of  thy  champions'  worth, 
And  prophet  of  tldne  olive  grove  ^^ 
And  since  the  good  thy  poet  hear, 
And  hold  his  tuneful  message  dear  ;— 
Satumian  Lord  of  Etna  hiH ! — 
Whose  storm-cemented  rocks  encage 
The  hundred- headed  rebel's  rage ; 
Accept  with  favourable  will 
The  Muses'  gift  of  harmony ; 
The  dance,  the  song,  whose  numbers  high 
Forbid  the  heroes  dame  to  die, 
A  crown  of  life  abiding  still!— 

Harkl  round  the  car  of  victory. 
Where  noble  Psaumis  sits  on  high, 

The  cheering  notes  resound ; 
Who  vows  to  swell  with  added  fiune 
Hii  Camarina's  ancient  name ; 

With  Pisan  olive  crowned.— 
And  thou,  oh  father,  hear  his  prayer! 
For  much  I  praise  the  knightly  caro 

That  trains  the  warrior  steed: — 
Nor  leas  the  hopiUble  hall 
Whoee  open  doors  the  stranger  call  ;— 
Yet,  praise  I  Psaupois  most  of  all 

For  wise  and  peaceful  rede, 
And  patriot  k>ve  of  liberty. — 
— What! — do  we  wave  the  glaring  Uel— 
Then  whoso  list  my  truth  to  try, 

The  proof  be  in  the  deed  !— 

To  Lemnos's  laughing  dames  of  yore, 
Such  was  the  proof  Emicus  bore,(U) 

When,  matchless  in  his  speed. 
All  braien-armed  the  racer  hoar,  * 
Victorious  oh  the  applauding  shore, 

Sprang  to  the  proffered  meed  i — 
Bowed  to  the  queen  his  wreathed  head  ;— 
**  Thou  seest  my  lunbs  are  fight,"  he  said ; 

"  An4,  lady,  raay'st  thou  know. 
That  eveiy  joint  is  firmly  strung. 
And  hand  and  heart  alike  are  young; 
Though  treacherous  time  my  locks  among 

Have  strewed  a  summer  snow  T 


V. 
TO  THE  SAME. 
AocBPT  of  these  Olympian  games  the  crown, 
Daughter  of  Ooean,  rushy  Camarine  I— 
The  flower  of  knightly  worth  and  high  renowi^ 
Whkb  car-bofne  Psaumis  on  thy  parent  shrim 
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''(PlMumis,  the  patriot,  whom  thy  peopled  town 
lie  leoond  aathor  owns,)  with  rite  divine 
Suspends !— His  pnuse  the  twice  six  akais  teH 
Of  the  great  gods  whom  he  hath  feasted  well 

,  With  blood  of  bolls;  the  praiat  of  victory, 
Where  cars  and  mules  and  steeds  contest  the  piiae ; 
And  that  green  garland  of  renown  to  thee 
He  hallows,  virgin  daughter  of  the  sea  I 
And  to  his  sire  and  household  deities — 
Thee  too,  returning  home  from  Peleps'  land, 
Thee,  go^idian  Pallas,  and  thy  holy  wood, 
He  hails  with  song ;  and  cool  Oanus'  flood } 
And  of  his  native  pool  the  rushy  strand ; 
And  thy  broad  bed,  refreshing  Hipparis, 
Whose  silent  waves  the  peopled  city  kiss ; 
That  eity  which  hath  blest  hb  bounteous  hand, 
Rearing  her  goodly  bowers  on  high. — (IS) 
That  now,  redeemed  from  late  disgrace, 
The  wealthy  mother  of  a  oouiitless  race, 
She  lifts  her  front  in  shining  majesty. — 

'Tis  ever  thusi  by  toil,  and  pain, 
And  cumbiDus  cost,  we  strive  to  gain 
SoBoe  seeming  prize  whose  issues  lie 
In  darkness  and  futurity. 
And  yet,  if  conquest  crown  our  aim, 
Then,  ftoemost  in  the  rolls  of  fkme, 
Even  fifom  the  envious,  herd  a  forced  applause  we 

daim. 
>  O  cfend-enthroned,  protecting  Jove, 
Who  sitt'st  the  Cronian-cliffii  above,. 

And  Alpheus*  ample  wave, 
And  that  dark  gloom  hast  deigned  to  k>ve 

Of  Ida's  holy  cave  I 
On  softest  L3rdian  notes  to  thee 

I  tune  the  choral  prayer. 
That  this  thy  town,  the  brave,  the  free. 
The  strong  in  virtuous  energy, 

May  feel  thine  endless  care. — 

'And,  victor  thou,  whose  matchless  might 

The  Pinn  wreath  hath  bound; 
StiD,  Psaumis,  be  thy  chief  delight 

In  generous  ooursen  found. — 
Calm  be  thy  latter  age,  and  late 
And  gently  fall  the  stroke  of  fate. 

Thy  children  standing  round ! — 
And  know,  when  favouring  gods  have  given 
A  green  old  age,  a  temper  even, 

And  wealth  and  fkme  in  store, 
The  task  were  vain  to  scale  the  heaven ;— 

— ^Have  those  immortals  more  1 


VI. 

TO  AGESIAS  OF  SYRACUSE. 

Who  seeks  a  goodly  btfweir  to  laiw, 
Conspicuous  to  the  stranger's  eye, 
With  gold  the  Hntel  overiays, 
And  ckAhes  the  pnch  in  ivoiy.-^ 
6       ' 


So  bright,  so  bold,  so  wonderful, 
The  choicest  themes  of  verse  I  cuU, 

To  eaeh  high  song  a  firontal  high  1 — 
But,  lives  there  one  whose  brovrs  around 
The  green  Olympian  wreath  ia  bound ; 
Prophet  and  priest  in  those  abodes 
Where  Pisans  laud  the  sire  of  gods ; 
And  Syraeusa*s  deniaen  '^ '' 
Who,  'mid  the  sons  of  mortal  men, 

While  envy*s  self  before  his  name 

Abates  her  rage,,  may  fitlier  claim 

Whate'er  a  bard  may  yield  of  fame  7 

For  sure  to  no  forbidden  strife, 

In  hallowed  Pisa's  field  of  praise, 

He  came,  the  priest  of  blameless  life ! — 

Nor  who  in  peace  hath  past  hii  days, 
Marring  with  canker  sloth  his  might. 
May  hope  a  name  in  standing  fight 

Nor  in  the  hollow  ship  to  raise ! — 
,  By  toil,  illustrious  toil  alone. 
Of  elder  tiroes  the  heroes  shone ; 
And,  bought  by  like  emprize,  to  thee,     v 
Oh  warrior  priest,  like  honour  be! — 
Scicb  praise  as  good  Adra^tus  bore 
To  him,  the  prophet  chief(13)  of  yore, 
When,  snatched  from  Thebes'  accursed  fight^ 
With  steed  and  cur  and  armour  bright, 
Down,  down  he  sank  to  earthly  night. 

When  the  fight  was  ended, 
And  the  sevenfold  pyres 
All  their  funeral  fires 
In  one  sad  lustre  blended. 

The  leader  of  the  host 

Murmured  mournfully. 

"  I  lament  for  the  eye 

Of  all  mine  army  lost!-* 

To  gods  and  mortals  dear, 

Either  art  he  knew; 

Augur  tried  and  true. 

And  strong  to  wield  the  spear !" 

And  by  the  powers  divine. 

Such  praise  is  justly  thine, 

Oh  Syracusian  peer, 
For  of  a  gentle  blood  thy  race  is  sprung. 
As  she  shall  truly  teU,  the  muse  of  hone^  toqgnt 

Then  yoke  the  mules  of  winged  pace. 
And,  Phintis,  efimb  the  car  with  me  -,(14) 
For  well  they  know  the  path  to  trace 
Of  yonder  victor'^  pedigree  I — 

Unbar  the  gktes  of  song,  unbar  !— 

For  we  to  day  must  journey  fiir, 
To  Spartat  and  to  Pitane.^ 

She,  moumfii]  nymph,  and  nursing  long 
Her  silent  pain  and  virgin  wtong. 
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To  Neptaiie'B  rape  a  daughter  fidi, 

Evadne  of  the  gtoeqr  hair, 

(Dark  as  the  violet's  darkert  shade,) 

In  sotitary  sorrow  fattfe. 

Then  to  her  nurse  the  inftnt  maid 

She  weeping  gave,  and  hade  convey 

To  high  PheVNtna>  hall  away; 

Where  woman-grown,  and  <k)omed  to  pfove   - 

In  turn  a  god's  disastrous  lote, 

Her  charms  allured  the  lord  of  day. 

Nor  kmg  the  niontbs,  ere,  fierce  in  pride, 

The  painful  fokens  (tf  disgrace 

Her  foster-father  sternly  eyed, 

Fruit  of  the  furtiire  god's  embrace.— 
He  spake  not,  but,  with.soul  on  flame, 
He  sought  th*  unknown  offender's  name, 

At  Phmbus'  Pythian  dwelling  place.— 

But  she,  beneath  the  greenwood  spray, 
Her  xone  of  purple  silk  untied ; 
And  flung  the  silver  clasp  away 
That  radely  pressed  her  heavuig  side;(l&) . 
While,  in  the  solitary  wood, 
Ludna's  self  to  aid  her  stood, 
And  fibte  a  secret  force  supplied.— 

But,  who  the  mother's  pang  can  tell 

As  sad  and  slowly  she  withdrew, 

And  bade  her  babe  a  long  farewell. 

Laid  on  a  bed  of  violets  blue  t 
When  ministers  of  Heaven's  decree, 
(Dire  nurses  they  and  strange  to  see,} 

Two  scaly  snakes  of  asure  hue 
Watched  o'er  his  helpless  infancy. 
And,  rifled  from  the  mountain  bee, 
Bare  on  their  forky  tongues  a  harmless  honey  dew.- 

Swift  roll  the  wheels !  from  Delphos  home 
Arcadia's  car-borne  chief  is  come; 

But,  ah,  how  changed  his  eye ! — 
His  wrath  is  sunk,  and  past  his  pride, 
<*  Where  is  Evadne's  babe,"  he  cried, 

"ChUdofthedeityl 
**  'T  was  thus  the  augur  god  replied, 
"  Nor  strove  hb  noble  seed  to  hide ; 
'     **  And  to  his  favoured  boy,  beside, 

"  The  gift  of  prophecy, 
'*  And  power  beyond  the  sons  of  men 
**  The  secret  things  of  fate  to  ken, 

"  His  blessing  wiU  supply."— 

But,  vainly,  from  his  liegemen  round, 

He  sought  the  noble  child ; 
Who,  naked  on  the  grassy  ground. 

And  nurtured  in  the  wild, 
Was  moistened  with  the  sparkling  dew 

Beneath  bis  hawthorn  bower; 
Where  mom  her  wat'ry  radiance  threw. 
Now  golden  bright,  now  deeply  blue^ 

Upon  the  violet  flower.^-^ 


From  that  daik  bed  of  breathing  btoon 

His  mother  gave  his  name; 
And  lamns,  tiuough  years  to  oome, 

WiU  Ave  in  lading  fame; 
Who,  when  the  blossom  of  his  days, 

Had  ripened  on  the  tree,  , 

From  fiMth  the  brink  where  Alphsos  ^rftyi^ 
Invoked  the  god  whose  aoeptre  sways 

The  hoarse  resounding  sea; 
And,  whom  the'  Delian  isle  obeys. 

The  archer  deity. — 
Alone  amid  the  nightly  shade, 
Beneath  the  naked  heaven  he  prayed, 
And  sire  and  grandsire  called  to  idd ; 
When  k)^  a  voice  that  lood  and  dread 

Burst  from  the  horizon  liree ; 
"  Hither  1"  H  spake,  "  to  Pisa's  shore : 
"My  voice,  oh  son,  shall  go  belbn, 

"Beloved,  foUow  me!"— 

So,  in  the  visbns  of  his  aire,  he  WMt 
Where  Groninm's  scarred  and  banoi  hum 
Was  red  with  morning's  earliest  gkyw 
Though  darkness  wrapt  the  nether  ekinwl.  ^ 
There^  in  a  k>ne  and  craggy  dell, 
A  double  spirit  on  him  iell, 
Th'  unlying  voice  of  birds  to.  tell, 
And,  (when  Alcmena's  son  should  Ibund 
The  holy  games  in  Ehs  crowned,) 
By  Jove's  high  altar  evermore  to  dwell, 
Prophet  and.  priest  1— From  him  desosnd 
The  fathers  of  our  valiant  friend. 
Wealthy  alike  and  jusTand  wise, 
Who  trod  the  plain  and  open  way; 
And  who  b  he  that  dare  despise 
With  galling  taunt  the  Cionian  piise^ 
Or  their  illustrious  toil  giinsay, 
Whose  chariots  whirling  twelve  times  ram. 
With  burning  wheeb  the  Olympian  grofuat. 
Have  gilt  their  brow  with  gloiy's  ray  1 
For,  not  the  steams  of  sacrifice 
From  cool  Cyllene's  height  of  snow,(16) 
Nor  vainly  from  thy  kindred  rise 
The  heaven-appeasing  litanies 
To  Hermes,  who  to  men  below. 
Or  gives  the  garland  or  denies : — 
By  whose  high  aid,  Agesias,  know, 
And  his,  the  thunderer  of  the  skies, 
The  olive  wreath  hath  bound  thy  brow  l-^ 

Aread&an !  Yes,  a  warmer  leal 

Shall  whet  my  tongue  thy  praise  to  tell  \  > 

t  feel  the  sympathetic  flame 

Of  kindred  bve;— a  Theh^nl, 

Whose  parent  nymph  from  Arqady 

(Metope's  daughter,  Thebe)  came. — 

Dear  fountain  goddeai^  warrior  maid, 

By  whose  pure  rills  my  youth  hath  played  ( 
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Who  DOW  Msembled  Giwee  amoog^ 
To  caKborne  chiefr  mid  warriora  strong, 
HaTO  wove  the  roany-oolouied  eong. — 

Then,  minatiel!  bid  thy  chorus  rise 
To  Jnno,  queen  of  deities,(17) 
Parthenian  lady  of  the  skies! 
For,  live  there  yet  who  dare  defame 
With  sordid  mirth  our  country's  name ; 
Who  tax  with  scorn  our  ancient  lino, 
And  call  the  brave  Boeotians  swine; — 
Yet,  JEneas,  sure  thy  numbers  high 
May  charm  their  brutish  enmity ; 
Dear  herald  of  the  holy  muse. 
And  teeming  with  Parnassian  dews, 
Cup  of  untasted  harmony ! — 
That  Itrain  once  more ! — The  chqrua  raise 
To  Syracusa's  wealthy  praise, 
And  his  the  lord  whose  happy  reign 
Controls  Trincria's  ample  plain, 

Hiero,  the  just,  the  wise, 

Whose  steamy  offerings  rise 
To  Jove,  to  Ceres,  and  that  darling  maid. 

Whom,  rapt  in  chariot  bright. 

And  horses  silver-white. 
Dawn  to  his  dusky  bower  the  lord  of  hell  conveyed ! 

Oft  hath  he  heard  the  muses^  string  resound 
His  honoured  name;  and  may  his  latter  days, 
With  wealth  and  worth,  and  minstrel  garlands 

crowned, 
Mark  with  no  envious  ear  a  subject  prai8e,(i8) 
Who  now.firom  ftdr  Arcadia's  forest  wide 
To  Syracnsa,  homeward,  from  his  liome 
Returns,  a  common  eaie,  a  common  pride, — 
(And,  whoso  darkling  bra^ves  the  ocean  foam. 
May  safeliest  moored  with  twofold  anchor  ride.) 
Arcadia,  Bicily,  on  either  side 
'  Ouard  him  with  prayer ;  and  thou  who  rulest  the 

deep, 
Fair  Aniphitrile*s  lord!  in  safety  keep 
Hk  toHdng  keel,— ^nd  evermore  to  me 
No  meaner  theme  assign  of  poesy ! 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  28,  cd.  2. 

His  Ibaith  with  thai  tormenied  ihne. 

The  three  were  Sisyphus,  Tityui^  and  Ixioh. 
The  author  of  the  Odyssey,  or,  at  least,  of  that 
passage  which  describes  the  punishments  of  Tan- 
talus, aarigns  him  an  eternity  of  hunger,  thirst,  and 
disappointment  Which  of  these  opinions  is  most 
andent;  is  neither  very  easy  nor  very  material  to 
decide.  The  impending  rock  of  Pindar  is  perhaps 
a  less  appropriate,  but  surely,  a  more  picturesque 
mode  of  pmuahmeat 


Note  3,  page  29,  col.  1. 

Our-borae  Pin's  royal  maid. 
(Enomaus,  king  of  Pisa,  had  promised  his  daugh-^ ' 
ter,  the  heiress  of  his  states,  in  marriage  to  any 
warrior  Who  should  excel  him  in  the  chariot  race, 
On  condition  however  that  the  candidates  shouU 
stake  their  lives  on  the  issue.  Thirteen  had  essay«> 
ed  and  perished  before  Pek)ps. 

Note  3,  page  29,  col.  2. 
Sieepa  benesm  the  piled  giooiid 
Like  all  other  very  early'tombs,  the  monmnent 
of  Pelops  was  aWrrow  or  earthen  mound.  I  know 
not  whether  it  may  still  be  traced.  The  spot  is 
very  accurately  pointed  out,  and  such  ^orks  are 
not  easily  obliterated. 

.Note4,  page29,  col2, 
Ck)d  who  beholdMh  thae  and  an  U17  doadb 
The  solemnity  of  this  prajrer  contrasted  witk 
its  object,  that  Hiero  might  again  succeed  in  the 
chariot  race,  is  ridiculous  to  modem  ears.  I  do 
,not  indeed  believe  that  the  Olympic  and  other 
games  had  so  much  importance  attached  to  them 
by  the  statesmen  and  warriors  of  Greece,  as  is  pre- 
tended by  the  sophists  of  later  ages ;  but  where  the 
manners  are  most  simple,  public  exhibitions,  it 
should  be  remembered,  are  always  most  highly  es- 
timated, and  religious  prejudice  combined  with  the 
t)stentation  of  wealth  to  give  distin^on  to  the 
Olympic  contests. 

Note  5,  page  30,  col.  1. 
The  flofreroTno  ignobto  isoe. 
Theron  was  a  descendant  of  CEdipus,  and  con 
sequently  of  Cadmus.  Hu  family  had,  through 
a  long  line  of  ancestors,  been  remarkable,  both  in 
Greece  and  Sicily,  for  misfortune;  and  he  was 
himself  unpopular  with  his  safafeets  and  engaged 
in  civil  war.  Allostoos  to  these  etrcumstances  of- 
t^n  occur  in  the  present  ode. 

Note  6,  page  30,  ool.  3. 
■  ' '  He  whom  none  may  name. 
In  the  original  "  tjc,*'  "  a  certain  nameless  per- 
son." The  ancients  were  often  scrupulous  about 
pronouncing  the  names  of  their  gods,  particularly 
those  who  presided  over  the  region  of  Aiture  hopes 
and  fears ;  a  scruple  corresponding  with  the  Rah- 
binical  notions  of  the  inefiabfe  word.  The  pic- 
tures which  follow  present  a  striking  discrepancy 
to  the  mythology  of  Homer,  and  of  the  general 
herd  of  Grecian  poets,  whose  Zeus  is  as  fiir  inA- 
rior  to  the  one  supreote  divinity  of  Pindar,  as  the 
religion  of  Pindar  himself  falls  short  of  the  clear- 
ness and  majesty  of  Revelation.  The  connexion 
of  these  Eleusinian  doctrines  with  those  of  Hin- 
dustan, is  in  many  points  suflicitatly  stiikiiig. 
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Soothey  and  Pindar  might 
the  lainepouroe. 


to  have  drunk  at 


Note  7,  page  31,  ool.  1. 
Nor  JoT«  bu  ThetW  prayer  denied. 
I  know  not  why,  except  for  hie  bmtalitj  to  the 
body  of  Hector,  Achilles  is  adtnitted  with  eo  much 
difficulty  into  the  ielande  of  the  bleesed.  That 
this  was  obtisidered  in  the  time  of  Pindar  as  suffi- 
cient to  exclude  him  without  particulaf  interccs* 
abn,  shows  at  least  that  a  great  advance  had  been 
made  in  moral  feeling  since  the  days  of  Homer, 

Note  8,  page  31,  col.  1. 

Tnined  in  study's  formal  hour, 
nnrean  who  bate  the  mioatrcra  power. 

>  It  was  not  likely  that  Pindar's  pecnliarities 
should  escape  criticism,  nor  was  his  temper  Such 
as  to  bear  it- with  a  very  even  mind.  He  treats 
his  rivals  and  assailants  with  at  least  a  sufficient 
pQrtion  of  disdain  as  servile  adherents  to  rule,  and 
mere  students  without  genius.  Some  of  their  sar- 
casms passed  however  into  proverbs.  "  Atoc  Hiofif- 
dw^"  an  expression  in  ridicule  of  Pindar's  perpe- 
tual recurrence  to  mythology  and  antiquities,  is 
preserved  in  the  Phsdon:  while  his  occasional 
mention  of  himself  and  his  own  necessities,  is  pa- 
rodied by  Aristophanes.  1  can  not  but  hope,  how- 
ever, that  the  usual  conduct  of  Pindar  Hinkself, 
was  leas  obtrusive  and  importunate  than  that  of 
the  Dithyrambic  poet  who  intrudes  on  the  fiastival 
of  Nephelocoggugia,  like  the  Gshc  bard  in  "  Christ's, 
kirk  0'  the  green." 

Note  9,  page  31,  col.  2. 

Whose  aspling  root  from  Scythian  down 
And  iMr^foontAkidss  bars.  , 

There  seems  to  haye  been,  in  mil  countries,  a 
disposition  to  place  a  region  of  peculiar  happiness 
and  fertility  among  inaccessible  mountains,  and  at 
the  souioe  of  their  principal  rivers.  Perhaps,  in- 
deed, the  Mount  Mem  of  Hindustan,  the  blame- 
less Ethbpians  at  the  head  of  the  Nile,  and  the 
happy  Hyperborean  regions  at  the  source  of  the 
Ister,  are  only  copies  of  the  garden  and  ri  vr  of 
Qod  in  Elden.  Some  truth  is  undoubtedly  mixed 
with.the  tradition  here  preserved  by  Pindar.  The 
olive  was  not  indigenous  in  Greece,  and  its  first 
•pedoMns  were  planted  near  Pisa.  That  they  as- 
cribed its  introduction  to  the  universal  hero,  Her- 
culeS|  and  derived  its  stock  irom  the  land  of  the 
blessed,  need  not  be  wondered  at  by  those  who 
knpw  the  importance  of  such  a  present.  The  Hy- 
perborean or  Atlantic  region,  which  continually 
receded  in  proportion  as  Europe  was  explored,  stUI 
seems  to  have  kept  its  ground  in  the  fancies  of  the 
vulgar,  under  the  names  of  the  island  of  St.  Bran- 
da^,  of  Flath  Innis^  or  the  fortunate  land  of  Cock- 


ayne, till  the  discovery  of  America  peopled  H* 
western  ocean  withsomething  less  illusive. 

Note  10,  page  ^,  coL  1. 
CNd  Atlas*  daogbisr  hsiknred. 
Taygeta. 

Note  11,  page  32,  ool.  3. 

*  To  LfenuMB^  laughing  dames  of  yosB^ 
Sath  was  the  proof  Emicoi  bore. 

Emicus  was  one  of  the  Argonauts,  who  disliii- 
guished, himself  in  the  games  celebrated  at  !>■- 
nos  by  its  hospitable  queen  Hypsipile,  as  victor  in 
the  foot-race  of  men  clothed  in  armour.  He  was 
prematurely  gray-headed,  and  therefore  derided  by 
the  Lemnian  women  before  he  had  given  tliis  pnoT 
of  his  vigour.  It  u  not  impossible  that  Psaiunis  lad 
the  same  singularity  of  appearance. 

There  is  a  sort  of  playfulness  in  this  ode,  whidi 
would  make  us  suspect  that  Pindar  had  no  verf 
sincere  respect  for  the  ch&racier  of  Psaumis.  Per* 
haps  he  gave  offence  by  it;  for  the  fotlovring  poem 
to  the  same  champion  is  in  a  veiy  diflerent  style. 

Note  1%  pa^B  33,  coL  1. 
Rearing  her  goodly  toweis  on  Ugh. 
Camarina  had  been  lately  destroyed  by  fire,  and 
rebuilt  in  a  great  measure  by  the  liberality  of  Pns- 
mis. 

.  Note  13,  page  33,  ool.  9. 

Such  praise  SB  good  Adnstui  bora 
To  him  the  piophec  chief. 

The  prophet  chief  is  Amphiaraus,  who  wis 
swallowed  up  by  the  earth  before  the  attack  of  Po- 
lynices  and  his  allies  on  Thebes,  either  beeanse 
the  gods  determined  to  rescue  his  virtues  fvom  th/B 
stain ^f  that  odious  conflict;  or  according  to  the 
sagacious  Lydgate,  because,  being  a  sorcerer  and 
a  pagan  "  byshoppe,"  the  time  of  his  eompnot  was 
expired,  and  the  infernal  powers  laid  claim  to  Ua. 

Note  14,  page  33,  col.  9. 

Than  yoke  the  mnlsi  of  wiogad  paes^ 
And  Phlntii  dlmb  the  car  whb  ma. 

Agesias  had  been  victor  in  the  Apene  or  chaikl 
drawn  by  mules ;  Phintis  was,  probably,  his  chft* 
rioteer. 

Note  15,  page  34,  col.  1. 

And  flung  the  diver  dasp  away 
That  rudely  prsit  her  heaving  sUk 

I  venture  in  the  present  instance  to  translate 
"  tuojrit^  a  clasp,  because  it  was  undoubtedly  used 
lor  the  stud  or  buckle  to  a  horse's  hit,  as  *'  luo^afm^ 
signifies  to  run  by  a  horse's  side  holding  the  bridle. 
The  "  »«x«£"  too,  appended  to  the  belt  of  Hercu- 
les, which  he  left  with  his  Scythian  mistress^  should 
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teem,  from  the  maimer  in  which  Herodotus  men- 
tioni  it,  to  have  been  a  olasp  or  stud,  nor  can  I  in 
the  present  paesage  understand  why  the  pregnant. 
E^ne  should  encumber  heieelf  with  a  v^aler-pot, 
or  why  the  water-pot  and  zone  should  be  mention- 
ed as  laid  aside  at  the  same  time.  But  the  round 
and  cup-like  form  of  an  antique  cTasp  may  ,weU 
•OQount  £»  such  names  being  applied  to  it. 

Note  16,  page  34,  col.  3. 

..-4>m1  GjOeoB^  beif ht  of  ■noir. 
Cyllenewas'^  mountain,  in  Arcadia  dedicfitod 
io  Mertory. 

Note  17,  page  35,  col.  1. 

Hhi^  mlnsinll  bM  thy  chofOi  rise 

lb  Mao  qoMD  of  debits. 
Bdbh  pa«ageB  as  ttiis  appear  t6  pioTe,flrst|  that 
the  Odes  of  Pkidar,  instead  of  being  danced  and 
ehranled  by  a  chorus  of  hired  musicians  and  ac> 
lon^  in  the  absurd  alnd  impossible  manner  pretend^ 
ed  by  the  later  Ghndaa  writers,  (whose  ignorance 
iiepecthig  their  own  antiquities,  is  in  many  instan- 
oee  apparent,)  were  recited  by  the  poet  himself 
sitting,  (his  iron  chair  was  long  presenred  at  Del- 
phcs,)  ajid  accompanied  by  one  or  more  musicians, 
such  as  the  Tbeban  JEneas  whom  he.  here  com- 
pliments. Secondly,  what  will  account  at  once 
Ibr  the  iirtquiUties  of  his  style  and  the  rajndity  of 
his  trandtions,  we  may  infer  that  the  Dincsan 
■wan  was,  often  at  least,  an  '*  improvisatore."  I 
know  ]|ot  the  origin  of  the  Boeotian  agnomen  of 
swfaie.  In  later  times  we  find  their  region  called 
"  verteeum  patiia."    - 

Note  18,  page  35,  cot  1. 
Mak  wUmo  fliHoasMr  a  sai^ieofi  pnlsB. 
Either  the  poet  was  led  by  his  vanity  to  ascribe 
«  greater  consequence  to  his  Terses  than  they  real- 
ly possessed,  when  he  supposes  that  the  praise  of 
Agesiasmay  move  hie  sorereign  to  jealousy;  or 
we  may  faiftr  from  this  fittle  drcumstanoe  that  tho 
iipinlanni  attached  to  the  Olympic  priie  has  not 
been  so  greatly  otferratedby  poeto  and  antiquaries, 
and  that  it  was  indeed  '*  a  gift  more  vduable  than 
AhmdradtrophiM." 
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SONNET  BY  THE  LATE  NAWAB  OP 
OUDE,  ASUP  UD  DOWLA. 

Ix  tboeo  eyes  the  team  that  glisten  as  in  pity  ibr 

my  pain, 
Aie  they  gems,  or  onl/  dew-dropsl  eaa  they,  will 

they  long  remain  1 


Why  thy  strength  of  tyrant  beauty  thoa,  with  seem- 
ing ruth,  restrain? 

Better  breathe  my  last  belbie  thee,  than  in  Unger- 
ing  grief  remain  1 

To  yoD  planet,  Fate  has  giren  every  month  to  wax 

and  wane; 
And*-^y  world  of  .bhafamg  brighfriiM    ooii  It, 

will  it,  long  remain? 

Health  and  youth  in  bafany  moisture  on  thy  eheitk 

their  seat  maintain ; 
Botr-the'dew  that  steeps  the  rose-budi-ean  it,  will 

it  long  remain  1 


Asuf!  why,iamouiniulaambai^efthiiieftboeMt 

thus  complain, 
ChuMe  had  joined  us,  chance  has  pcBted  l-^flMfH 

on  earth  can  long  i 


In  the  worid,  may'st  thou,  beloved  1  five 

from  grief  and  paint  ' 

On  my  Hps  the  breath  is  fieeting,  can  it,  wiD  H 
long  remahi? 


PROM  THE  QULISTAN. 

'*  BaoTHBR !  know  the  world  deeeifetht 
Trust  on  Him  who  safely  giveth  I 
Fix  not  on  the  world  thy  trust, 
She  feeds  u»— but  she  turns  to  dust, 
And  the  bare  earth  or  kingly  thiono 
Alike  may  serve  to  die  upon  T 


FROM  THE  dAME. 

"  The  man  who  leaveth  life  bebhMi, 
May  well  and  boldly  speak  his  raSnd ; 
Where  flight  is  none  from  battle  field, 
We  bUthely  anatoh  the  swoid  anithlsM|» 
Where  hope  is  past,  and  hate  is  strol^ 
The  wreteh's  tongue  is  sharp  and  kag; 
Myself  have  seen,  in  wild  despair^ 
The  leeble  cat  the  mastiff  tear." 


FROM  THE  SAME. 

"  Who  the  rilent  man  can  priv, 
If  a  fiiol  he  be  or  wise? 
Yet^  though  kmely  seem  the  wood^ 
Therein  may  lurk  the  beast  of  bloo^ 
Often  bashful  looks  conceal 
Tongue  of  fire  and  heart  of  sletf, 
And  deem  not  thou  in  Ibrest  gsaj» 
Every  daf^Ied  skin  thy  prey; 
Lest  thou.rouse,  with  lucklees  spoai^ 
The  tiger  for  the  faUow-deerP 
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S^i»ttli»ut0u»  ^otmu. 


THE  PASSAGE  OF  THE  RED  SEA. 
With  heato'erkboured  and  the  length  of  waj, 
On  Ethanes  beach  the  bands  of  Israel  lay.  ' 
T  'Was  silence  all,  the  sparkling  sands  along, 
Save  wheiQ  the  locust  trilled  her  feeble  song, 
Or  .blended  soft  in  drowsy  cadence  fell  / 

The  wave's  low  whisper  or  the  camel's  bell. — 
>T  was  silence  all  S—the  flockis  for  shelter  fly 
Where,  wkving  light,  the  acacia  shadows  fie; 
Or  where,  ttom  &r,  the  flattering  vapours  make 
.  The  noon-tide  semblance  of  a  misty  lake : 
While  the  mute  swain,  in  careless  safety  spread, 
With  arms  enfolded,  and  dejected  head,     . 
Dreams  o'ier  his  wondrous  call,  his  lineage  high, 
jA.nd,  late  revealed,  liis  children's  destiny. 
For,  not  in  vain,  in  thraldom's  darkest  hour. 
Had  sped  irom  Amram's  sons  the  word  of  power; 
Nov  failed  the  dreadful  wand,  whose  god-like  sway 
•Could  lure  the  locust  from  her  airy  way ; 
With  reptile  war  assail  their  proud  abodes, 
And  mar  the  giant  pomp  of  Egypt's  gods. 
'Oh  helpless  gods!  who  nought  availed  to  shield 
From  fiery  rain  your  Zoan's  favoured  field  It— 
*Oh  helpless  godsl  who  saw  the  curdled  blood 
Taint  the  pure  lotus  of  your  ancient  flood, 
^nd  fourfold-knight  the  wondering  earth  enchain, 
While  Memnon's  orient  harp  was  heard  in  vain ! — 
'£lach  musings  held  the  tribes,  till^now  the  west 
With  milder  influence  on  their  temples  prest; 
.And  that  portentous  cloud  which,  all  the  day, 
Hung  its  dark  curtain  o'er'their  weary  way, 
•(A  cloud  by  day,  a  friendly  flame  by  night,) 
Rolled  back  its  misty  veil,  and  kindled  into  light ! — 
Soft  fell  the  eve  :-^But,  ere  the  day  was  done, 
Tall,  waving  banners  streaked  the  level  sun  ] 
And  wide  and'  dark  along  th'  horizon  red, 
In  sandy  surge  the  rising  desert  spread. — 
r"  Mark,  Israel,  mark  !"~On  that  strange  sight  in- 

'  tent, 
In  breathless  terror,  every  eye  was  bent ; 
.And  busy  faction's  undistinguished  hum 
.And  female  shrieks  arose,   **They  come,  they 

comel'V 
They  come,  they  come !  in  scintillating  show 
tO'er  the  dark  mass  the  brazen  lances  glow ; 
JUid  sandy  clouds  in  eountiess  shapes  combine, 
.As  deepens  or  extends  the  long  tumultuous  line ; — 
.And  fancy's  keener  glance  e'en  now  may  trace 
The  threatening  aspects  ef  each  mingled  race; 
For  many  a  coal-black  tribe  and  cany  speat. 
The  hiiding  guards  of  Misroim's  throne,  were 

there. 


From  distant  Curii  they  trooped,  a  wanior  tram, 
Siwah's(l)  green  islejind  Sennaor's  marly  ploiit: 
On  either  wing  their  fiery  coursers  check 
The  parched  and  sinewy  sons  of  Amalek : 
While  close  behind,  inured  to  feast  on  blood, 
Decked  in  Behemoth's  spoils,  the  tall  Shangalla(3) 

strode. 
'Mid  blazing  helms  and  bucklers  loagh  with  gold 
Saw  ye  how  swift  the  scythed  chariot  .rolled  1 
Lo,  these  are  they  whom,  bids  of  Afric's  &tes, 
Old  Tbebefl  had  poured  through  all  her  hundrad 

gates. 
Mother  of  armies ! — ^How  the  enieralds(3)  glowed, 
Wliere,  flushed  with  power  and  vengeance,  Ph*- 

raoh  rode ! 
And  stoled  in  white,  those  brazen  wheels  befove, 
Osiris'  ark  his  swarthy  wizards  bore; 
And  still  responsive  to  the  trumpet's  cry 
The  priestly  sieitrum  murmured — Victory? — 
Why  swell  these  shouts  that  rend  the  desertfa 

.  gloom? 
Whom  come   ye  forth  to   combat  l-i-warrion^ 

whom? — 
These  flocks  and  herds-*this  fidnt  and  weoiy 

train — 
Red  from  the  scouige  and  recent  firom  the  cliaini 
God  of  the  poor,  the  poor  and  firiendless  save ! 
Giver  and  Lord  of  freedom,  help  the  slave ! — 
North,  south,  and  west  the  sandy  whirlwinds  fly, 
The  circling  horns  of  E^pt's  chivalry. 
On  earth^s  last  margin  tlnong  the  weeping  tram: 
Their  cloudy  guide  moves  on: — "And  must  we 

swim  the  main  7* 
'Mid  the  light  spray  their  snorting  camels  stood, 
Nor  bathed  a  fetlock  in  the  ni^useous  flood- 
He  comes — their  leader  comes  1 — the  man  of  God 
O'er  the  wide  waters  lifts  his  mighty  rod, 
And  onward  ^eads— The  dicHng  waves  idtiml ' 
In  hoane  deep  murmurs,  from  his  holy  feet; 
And  the  chased  surges,  inly  roaring,  show 
The  hard  wet  sand  and  coral  hills  bebw. 
With  limhs  that  fidter,  and  with  hearts  that 

sweH, 
Down,  down  they  paB»— a  steep  and  slippery  doD 
Around  them  rise,  in  pristine  chaos  hurled. 
The  ancient  rocks,  the  secrets  of  the  world ; 
And  flowisrs  that  blush  beneath  the  ocean  graen. 
And  caves,  the  searcalves'  low-roofed  haunt,  on 

seen. 
Down,  safely  dowh  the  narrow  pass  they  treftd ; 
The  beetling  waters  storm  above  their  head : 
While  far  behind  retires  the  sinking  day. 
And  fades  on  Edom's  hills  its  latek  rmy. 


MISCELLANEOtrS. 


W 


Yetnot  fnm  kr^l  ted  the  friendly  light, 
Dr  dark  to  them,  or  cheerletf  came  the  night, 
Still  in  their  yan,  along  that  dreadful  road, 
Blazed  broad  and  fierce  the  brandished  torch  of 

Qod. 
.  to  meteor  glare  a  tenfold  lustre  gave 
Dn  the  long  mirror  of  the  rosy  wava: 
While  its  blest  beams  a  sunlike  heat  supply, 
Warm  every  cheek  and  dance  in  every  eyo— 
To  them  alone — for  Misraim^s  wizard  train 
Invoke  for  light  their  monster-gods  in  vain : 
Clouds  heaped  on  clouds  their  struggling  sight  con- 
fine, 
And  tenfold  darkness  broods  above  their  line.  - 

>  Yet  on  they  tare  by  reckless  vengeance  led, 
And  range  unconscious  through  the  ocean's  bed. 
Till  midway  now — that  strange  and  fiery  form 

.Showed  his  dread  visage  lightening  through  the 


With  withering  splendour  blasted  all  tjieir  might, 
And  brake  their  chariot-wheels,  and  marred  their 

coarsen'  flight 
"  Fly,  Misraim,  fly  T-^The  ravenous  floods  they 

see, 
And,  fiercer  than  the  floods,  the  Deity. 
**  Fly,  Misratm,  fly !"— From  Edom's  coral  strand 
Again  the  prophet  stretched  his  dreadful  wand 


And  every  pause  between,  as  Miriam  sang, 
From  tribe  to  tribe  the  martial  thunder  rang, 
And  loud  and  far  their  stormy  chorus  spread, — 
'*  Shout,  Israel,  for  the  Lord  hath  triumphed !" 


LINES 

SPOKEN  fN  THE  THBATRiS,  OXFORD,  OS  LORD  GRSM 
TfLLE's  IN8T4LLATt6v  AB  CHAKCELLOR. 

Ye  viewless  guardians  of  these  sacred  shade^,(4) 
Dear  dreams  of  early  song,  Aonian  maids  1 — 
And  you,  illustrious  dead  I  whose  spirits  speak 
In  every  flush  that  tints  the  student's  cheek, 
As,  wearied  with  the  worid,  he  seeks  again 
The  page  of  better  timefl  and  greater  men ; 
If  with  pure  worship  we  your  steps  pursue,         i 
And  youth,  and  health,  and  rest  forget  for  you, 
(Whom  moat  we  serve,  to  whom  oar  lamp  borM 

bright 
Through  the  long  toils  of  not  ingraMul  night,; 
Yet,  yet  be  present ! — Let  the  worldly  train 
Mock  our  cheap  joys,  and  hate  our  useless  strain, 
Intent  on  freighted  wealth,  or  proud  to  rear 
The  fleece  Iberian  or  the  pampered  steer  j-^ 
Let  sterner  sdenoe  with  unwearied  eye 
Explore  the  dreling  spheres  and  map  the  sky ; 
His  kmg-drawn  mole  let  lordly  commerce  scan, 


With  one  wild  crash  the  thundering  waters  sweep,  |  And  of  his  iron  aVch  the  rainbow  span : 


And  all  is  waves — a  dark  and  lonely  deep — 
Yet  o'er  those  lonely  waves  such  murmurs  past, 
As  mortal  wailing  swelled  the  nightly  blast : 
And  strange  and  sad  the  whispering  breezes  bore 
The  groans  of  Egypt  to  Arabia's  shore. 


Yet,  while,  in  burning  characters  Imprest, 
The  poet's  lesson  stamps  the  youthfbl  breast 
Bids  the  rapt  boy  o'er  suflering  virtue  bleed, 
Adore  a  brave  or  bless  a  gentle  deed, 
And  in  worm  feeling  from  the  storied  page 


Oh !  welcome  came  the  morn,  where  Israel  stood  Arise  the  saint,  the  hero,  or  the  sage ; 


In  trustless  wonder  by  th'  avenging  flood ! 
Oh !  weloome  came  the  cheerful  mom,  to  show 
The  drifted  wreck  of  Zoan^s  pride  below ; 
The  mangled  limbs  of  men — the  broken  car — 
*  A  few  sad  relics  of  a  nation's  war: 
Alas,  how  few!— Then,  soft  as  El'im's  we1],(3) 
The  precious  tears  of  new-bom  freedom  fell. 
And  he,  whose  hardened  heart  alike  had  borne 
The  house  of  bondage  and  th'  oppressor's  scorn, 


I  Such  be  our  toil ! — Nor  doubt  we  to  explore 

I  The  thorny  maze  of  dialectic  lore. 

I  To  climb  the  phariot  of  the  gods,  or  scan 

I  The  secret  workings  of  the  soul  of  man  *, 

'  Upborne  abft  en  Plato's  eagle  flight, 

)  Or  the  sk>w  pinion  of  the  Stagyrite. 

I  And  those  gray  spoils  of  Herculanean  pride, 

I  If  aught  of  yet  untasted  sweets  they  hide  ;•— 

'  If  Padua's  sage  be  there,  or  art  have  power 


The  stubborn  slave,  by  hope's  new  beams  subdued.  To  wake  Menander  from  his  secret  bower. 

In  faltering  accents  sobbed  his  gratitude —  |  Such  be  our  tpil !— Nor  vain  the  labour  proves, 

Till  kindling  into  warmer  zeal,  around  .Which    Oxford   honours,  and  which  Grenvilld 

The  virgin  timbrel  waked  its  silver  sound:  l6vesl 

And  in  fierce  joy,  no  more  by  doubt  supprest,         — On,  eloquent  and  firm  I — whose  warning  high 

The  struggling  spirit  throbbed  iii  Miriam's  breast.  Rebuked  the  rising  surge  of  anarchy, 

She,  with  bare  arms,  and  fixing  on  the  qky,'  |  When,  like  those  brethren  stars  to  seamen  knowDi 

The  dark  transparence  of  her  lucid  eye,  ;  In  kindred  splendour  Pitt  and  Qrenville.  shone ; 

Poured  on  the  winds  of  heaven  her  wild  sweet  har-  On  in  thy  glorious  course  1  not  yet  the  wAve 

mony.  Has  ceased  to  lash  the  shore;  nor  storm  forgot  to 

"Where  now,"  she  sang,  *' the  tall  Egyptian'        lave. 

spearl  Go  on !  and  oh,  while  adverse  (actions  raiM 

"  On's  sonlike  shield,  and  Zoan's  chariot,  where  1  To  thy  pure  worth  involuntary  praise ; 
*'  Above  their  ranks  the  whelramg  watera  spread.  While  Gambia's  swarthy  tribes  thy  mercies  bicas, 
**  Shout,  Israel,  for  the  Lord  has  triumphed !"—    I  And  from  thy  counsehi^date  their  happiness; 
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Say,  (for  thine  I0U  yet  recaJli  with  pride 

Thy  youthful  triumphs  by  her  leafy  side,) 

Say,  hast  thou  icomed,  mid  pomp,  and  wealth, 

and  power, 
The  aober  transpoTts  of  a  studious  hour?^ 
Mo,  statesman,  no!--Chy  patriot  firs  was  fed 
From  the  waim  embers  cf  the  mighty  dead ; 
And  thy  strong  s(wit's  patient  grasp  combined 
The  souls  of  ages  in  a  ftngle  mind. 
•^By  arts  like  these,  amidst  a  world  of  foes, 
Eye  of  the  earth,  th'  Athenian  gloiy  rose  ;— 
Thus,  last  and  best  of  Romans,  Brutus  atione; 
Our  Somers  thus,  and  thus  our  Clarendon ; 
Such  Cobham  was;  such„Qfenville,  long  be  thoii^ 
Our  boast  befine— our  chief  and  champion  now  I 


EPITAPH  ON  A  YOUNG  NAVAL  OFPI- 
CER,  / 

DmONBp  FOR  A   TOMB   IK  A  fBAPOIlT  TOWN   IK 
NORTH  WALES. 


Sailor  I  if  vigour  nenw  thy  finune,  - 
If  to  high  deeds  thy  soul  is  strung, 

Revere  this  stone  that  gkes  to  ftmt 
The  brave,  the  virtuous,  and  the  youivl— (5) 

For  maiiiy  beauty  deoked  his  form, 
His  bright  eye  beamed  with  mental  power. 

Resistless  as  the  winter  storm, 
Yet  mild  as  summer's  mildest  shower. 

In  war*s  hoarae  rage,  in  ooean^s  strife, 
For  skiU,  for  force,  kr  raerey  known ; 

Still  prompt  to  shield  a  comrade**  life, 
And  greatly  careless  of  his  own.' — 

Yet  youthful  seaman,  mourn  not  thou 

The  fate  these  artlos  line»  mcall ; 
No,  Cambrian,  no,  be  thine  the  vow^ 

Like  him  to  live,  like  him  to  latl(«- 

But  hast  thou  known  a  fathei's  cars, 
Who  sorrowing  sent  thee  forth  to  sea; 

Poured  for  thy  weal  th*  unceasing  prayer, 
And  thought  tl^e  sleepless  night  on  thee?  * 

Has  6'er  thy  tender  fancy  0own, 

When  winds  wej«  strong  and  waves  were  Ugh, 
Where,  listening  to  the  tempest's  moan, 

Thy  sisters  heaved  Che  anzions  sigh? 

Or,  in  the  daikest  how  of  dread, 
Mid  war's  wiM  din^  and  ocean's  swell, 

Hast  mourned  a  hero  brother  dea^ 
And  did  that  brother  love  thee  well?— 

Then  pity  those  .whose  sorrows  flow 
In  vain  o'er  Shipley's  empty  gravel — 

'  Saibr,  thou  weep'st: — Indulge  thy  wo; 
Such  tean  will  not  diiyrace  the  brave  I — 


AN  EVENING  WALK  IN  BENQAI*. 
Our  task  Is  done!  on  Gunga^s  breaal(6) 
The  sun  ia  sinking  down  to  rest ; 
And  moored  beneath  the  tamarind  boqgh. 
Our  bark  has  found  its  harbour  now. 
With  foiied  sail  and  pamted  side, 
Behold  the  tiny  frigate  ride. 
Upon  her  deck,  'mid  charcoal  gleams. 
The  Moslems'  savoury  supper  steams^ 
While  all  apart,  beneath  the  wood, 
The  Hindoo  cooks  his  simpler  food. 

Come  walk  with  me  the  jungle  througA; 
If  yonder  hunter  tok)  us  true; 
Far  oO;  in  desert  dank  and  rude, 
The  tiger  holds  his  solitnde; 
Nor  (taught  by  secret  diarm  to  shun 
The  thunderv  of  the  English  gun,) 
A  dreadful  guest  but  rarely  seen, 
Returns  to  scare  the  village  green. 
Come  boldly  on  f  no  venomed  snake 
Can  shelter  in  so  oobi  a  brake: 
Child  of  the  sun!  he  loves  to  lie 
'Mid  nature's  eniben  parched  and  dry, 
Where  o'er  some  tower  in  ruin  laid. 
The  peepul  spreads  its  haunted  shade. 
Or  round  a  tomb  his  scales  to  wreathe. 
Fit  warder  in  the  gate  of  death! 
Come  on!  yet  pause!  behold  us  now 
Beneath  the  bamboo's  arched  bough. 
Where  gemming  od  that  sacFed  gloom, 
Glovrs  the  geranium's  scarlet  Uoom, 
And  winds  our  path  through  maiiy  a  bower 
Of  fragrant  tree  and  giant  flower; 
Thb  ceiba's  crimson  pomp  displayed 
O'er  the  broad  plaintain's  humbler  shade. 
And  dusk  anana's  prickly  blade ; 
While  o'er  the  brake,  so  wild  and  fair, 
The  betel  waves  his  crest  in  air. 
With  pendent  train  and  rushing  wing% 
Aloft  the  gorgeous  peacock  springs ; 
And  he,  the  bird  of  hundred  dyes,(7) 
Whose  plumes  the  dames  of  Ava  priie. 
80  rich  a  shade,  so  green  a  sod, 
Our  EngHsh  fairies  never  trod', 
Yet  who  in  In<fian  bower  has  stood. 
But  thought  on  England's  "good  gruen  woodf 
And  blessed  beneath  the  palmy  shade, 
Her  hazel  and  her  hawthorn  glade. 
And  breathed  a  prayer,  (how  oft  in  ▼ainf). 
To  gaxe  upon  her  oaks  again? 

A  truce  to  thought!  the  jackal's  cry 
Resounds  like  sylvan  revelry; 
And  through  the  trees,  yon-^dling  ray 
Will  scantly  serve  to  guide  our  way. 
Yet,  mark  1  as  fode  the  upper  skies, 
Each  thicket  opes  ten  thousand  eyes. 
Before,  beside  us,  and  above. 
The  fire-fly  lights  his  lamp  of  lovd» 


BatlSCELLANBGtTS. 


Aetmiliiig,  xAamng,  nnJatkg,  toarhig, 
The  dftrkxwtB  of  the  oopee  exploring; 
While  to  this  cooler  air  oonfest, 
The  broed  Dhatan  banse  her  biewt, 
Of  firapant  acene,  and  Tiigin  white, 
A  peari  aidUnd  the  locks  of  nigbtJ. 
Still  aa  we  pe«  in  aoftened  hvm, 
Along  the  bfeezy  valleys  eome 
The  viUage  aong,  the  horn,  the  drum. 
Still  as  we  pass,  from  bnah  and  briar, 
The  ahriU cigala  atifkea  hia  lyre-, 
And,  what  is  ahe  whose  Kqtud  strain 
Tlirillt  thrcNigh  yon  copse  of  sogar-eaoel 
I  know  that  soul-entrandng  swell  | 
it  Is,— it  QMtft  be,— Philomel! 

Enough,  enough,  the  fnsCHng  tie« 
Annoanoe  a  shower  upon  fim  fmeae,— 
The  flashy  of  the  summer  sky 
Aflntae  a  deeper,  nddier  dye; 
Yon  Ump  that  trenkUes  on  the  stieMSi, 
From  forth  our  cabin  sheds  its  beam; 
Asd  we  nraat  eairly  sleop  to  find 
B«Ciniei  Ibe  mondag's  healthy  wind. 
But  O I  iN^th  thanl^  hearts  cenfeaa, 
fiv^  fanwthere  mayhe  h^ipmess^ 
And  Hb,  thebonnteovES  Sire,  has  givm 
Bs  peaoefn  earth,  his  hope  of  heavwi! 


LINES  WRITTEN  TO  HIS  WIPE, 
WHILE  o»  A  rimr  to  itppuk  irdza. 

Irlhoa  wert  by  my  side,  my  lo?e! 

Bow  fast  woidd  evening  ihfl 
In  gceen  Beimpda's  piilmy  grove, 

Listening  the  nightingale! 

If  thoa,  my  love!  wert  by  my  aide, 

My  babies  at  my  koee. 
Hew  gaily  would  our  pinnace  glide 

'0%  Qnnga's  mimie  aea ! 

I  miss  thee  at  the  dawning  gray,  ' 

When,  on  «ur  deck  Teettned, 
Cn  caieles  ease  my  limbs  I  lay, 

A]id  WTO  the  eookr  wind. 

J  ffiiBB  thee  when  by  Gnnga's  stream 

My  twilight  steps  I  guide. 
Bat  most  beneath  the  lamp's  pale  beam, 

I  miss  thee  from  my  side. 

I  spread  nybeok%  my  pencil  try, 

The  lingering  noon  to  cheer, 
But  nasB  thy  kind  approving  eye 

Thy  meek  attentive  ear. 

But  when  of  mom  and  eve  the  star 

Beholds  me  on  n^knee^ 
I M,  though  thou  art  distant  &r, 

Thy  praycn  ascend  fi>r  me. 


Then  on !  Then  on!  wheitf  dutylea^ 

My  course  be  onwaxd  sfiH, 
On  bfoad  Hindostan's  sultry mead^ 

O'er  bhu:k  Ahnorah^  hill. 

That  coune,  nor  DelhTs  kingly  gat^s, 

Nor  mild  Malwah  detain, 
For  sweet  the  blise  us  both  awaits. 

By  yond«  i 


Thy  towen,  Bombay,  glea«i  bii«hl,  they  su^ 

Acnes  the  dark  Uae  sea, 
But  never  were  hearto  so  Hgbt  Mid  «i^, 

As  then  shall  meet  in  thee! 


HAYPINESS. 

Onk  momii^in  the  month  of  May, 

I  wandered  o'er  the  U; 
Though  nature  all  Around  was  guy, 

My  heart  was  heavy  stia 

Can  God,  I  thought,  the  just,  the  gmH, 
Theee  n^oier  ereaturea  bkei^ 

And  yet  dsDy  to  man*seet«le 
The  boon  ofhaj^Nnesef 

Tell  me,  ye  woods,  ye  smiling  ^bana^ 

Ye  blessed  birds  around. 
In  which  of  nature's  wide  domains 

Can  bliss  for  man  be  found. 

The  biids  wild  caroOed  over  head, 

The  breexe  around  me  blew, 
And  nature  awfol  choras  said^ 

No  bliss  for  man  she  kiiew. 

I  questioned  love,  whose  early  ray, 
/    •  So  rosy  bright  appears. 
And  heard  the  timid  genius  say 
Hie  lighl  was  dimmed  by  tean. 

I  questioned  friendship:  Friendship  dghed^ 

Add  thus  her  answer  gaf»^ 
The  few  whom  fortune  never  tried 

Were  withered  in  the  gtmve  I 

I  asked  if  vice  <3ould  bliss  bestow  7 

Yioe  boasted  lead  and  weH, 
Bat  fading  from  her  withersd  brow, 

The  borrowed  rosea  ftIL 

I  wugfat  of  feeling,  if  her  skill 
Could  sooth  the  wounded  breast ; 

And  feund  her  mourning,  fidnt  and  ^if. 
For  others'  woes  distr^sed ! 

I  questioned  virtue :  virtue  sighed. 

No  boon  could  she  dispens»~ 
Nor  virtue  was  her  name^  she  cried 

But  hmnble  penitence. 


HEBER'S  POEMa 


1  queitkMied  death — the  grisly  shade 
Relaxed  hia  brow  serefe-- 

And  "  I  am  happineai/'  he  aaid, 
'*  If  Yirtue  guldfla  thee  here." 


THE  MOONLIGHT  MARCH. 

I  8EE  them  on  their  winding  way, 
About  their  ranks  the  moonbeams  play ; 
Their  bfty  deeds  and  daring  high 
Blend  with  the  notes  of  victoiy. 
And  waving  armS;  and  banners  bright^   ' 
Are  glanc&ng  in  the  mellow  liglit : 
They  're  lost— «nd  gone,  the  moon  is  past, 
The  wood's  dark  shade  is  o'er  them  cast  j 
And  fainter,  fainter,  fainter  still 
The  march  is  rising  o'er  the  hill. 

Again,  again,  the  pealing  dram, 
The  clashijQg  horn— they  come,  they  oome; 
Through  ro^y  pass,  o'er  wooded  steep 
In  long  and  gfittering  files  they  sweep. 
And  neafeer,  nearer,  yet  more  near, 
Their  softened  chorus  meets  the  ear; 
Forth,  forth,  and  meet  them  on  their  way ; 
The  trampling  hoofs  brook  no  delay; 
'With  thrilling  fife  and  pealing  dram, 
And  clashing  horn,  they  come,  they  come. 


LINES. 


Rbflxcted  on  the  lake  I  love 
To  see  the  stars  of  evening  gk>w ; 

So  tranquil  in  the  heavens  abova^ 
So  restless  in  the  wave  below. 

Thus  heavenly  hope  Wall  serene, 
Bat  earthly  hope,  how  bright  so  e'er,* 

Still  fluctuates  o'er  this  changing  scene, 
As  fidse  and  fleeting  as  'tis  fair. 


FAREWELL. 

When  eyes  are  beaming 
What  never  tongue  might  tell. 

When  tears  are  streaming 
From  their  crystal  cell ; 

When  hands  are  Unked  that  dread  to  part, 

Aod  heart  is  met  by  throbbing  heart, 

Oh !  bitter,  bitter  is  the  smar 
Of  them  that  bid  laiewell ! 

When  hope  b  chidden 

That  fiiin  of  bliss  would  tell,    . 
And  love  fortndden    . 
.  In  the  breast  to  dwell ; 


When  fettered  by  a  viewless  chain, 
We  turn  and  gaxe,  and  torn  again. 
Oh !  death  were  meroy  to  the  pain 
Of  them  that  bid  farewell! 


VESPERS. 


QoD  that  madest  E^h  and  Heaven, 

Darkness  and  light ! 
Who  the  day  for  toil  hast  given. 

For  rent  the  night ! 
May  thine  angel  guards  defend  us. 
Slumber  sweet  thy  mercy  send  us, 
Holy  dreams  and  hopes  attend  us. 

This  livelong  night! 


TO  lieutenant^eneral,  sir 

.    ROWLAND  HILL,  K.  B. 

Hill  !  whose  high  dating  with  renewed  unrnfas 
Hath  cheered  our  tardy  war,  what  time  the  dood 
Qf  expectation,  dark  and  oomfortleas, 
Hung  on  the  mountains;  and  yon  &ctUNis  ennvi 
Blasphemed  their  country's  valour,  babUing  kmd! 
Then  was  thine  arm  revealed,  to*  whose  joang 

might, 
By  Toulon's  leaguered  vrall,  the  fieroeet  bowed 
Whom  Egypt  honoured^  and  the  dubkna  fSgfaft 
Of  Sad  Coranna's  winter,  and  mors  bright 
Douro,  and  Talaverm^l  gory  bays; 
Wi*,  modest,  brave,  in  danger  foremost  found,— 
O  still,  young  warrior,  may  thy  toil-earned  ] 
With   England's  love,  and   England's 

crowned. 
Gild  with  delight  thy  Father's  latter  days! 


IMITATION  OF  AN  ODE  BY  KOOI>- 
RUT,  IN  HINDOOSTANEE. 

Ambition's  voice  was  in  mine  ear,  she  wlmpaod 

yesterday,  * 
**  How  goodly  is  the  land  of  Room,(9}  bow  mi^ 

the  Russian  sway! 
How  blest  to  conquer  either  realm,  and  dwcO 

through  life  to  come, 
Lulled  by  the  harp's  melodious  string,  dieered  by 

the  northern  dram !" 
But  Wisdom  h6ard;  ''O  youth,"  she  said,  **!« 

paaion's  fetter  tied, 
O  come  and  see  a  sight  with  me  shall  core  the*  «f 

thy  pride!" 
She  led  me  to  a  bnely  dell,  a  sad  and  shftdy 

ground, 
Where  many  an  ancient  sepolcfare  gleamad  m  tbi 

moonshine  round. 
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Aad  "Hen  S«emidcr(10)  ■leeiM,'''the  cried; — 

''thkiehieriVal^eetone; 
▲nd  here  the  mighty  chief  reelinee  who  reared  the 

.  Medien  thiwe^ll) 
Inqove  «f  theee,  doth  aught  of  all  (heir  ancient 


Save  late  regret,  and  bitter  teafs  i>r  ever,  and  in 

'  vainl  , 

Return^  retonii  and  in  thy  heart  engraTon  keep 

mj  lore  9  ' 

The  leaeer  wealth,  the  lighter  load,— MnaD  blame 
betidee  the  poor.*' 


NOTES. 

Note  1,  page  88,  ooL  S. 
Otffih. 
Oaik  .  SeBnaar.*-Merae. 

Note  3»  page  38^  ooL  3. 


The  blaek  tribee  whom  Bmob  connden  aa  the 
aboriginal  NaUana,  an  ao  called.  For  their  gi- 
gantie  etatore,  and  their  coitem  of  ornamenting 
themeelvea  and  their  honeee  with  the  epoila  of  the 
elephant^  eee  the  aoooont  he  giTee  of  the  penon 
and  reiidenoe  of  one.  of  their  ehiefr  whom  he  list- 
ed on  hii  departore  fiom  Raa  el  Feel. 

Noted,  page  38,  0^9. 


The  emerald,  or  whaterer  the  ancients  dignified 
bj  the  name  of  unaragdoi,  is  said  to  have  been 
ftnnd  in  great  qnantities  in  the  mountain  now 
cilfed  Gebul  Znmmd  (the  moont  of  emeralds.) 

Nolo  4,  page  39^  ool.  1. 


It  is  interesting  to  obeerve  with  what  pleasure 
and  minuteness  Moses,  amid  the  Arabian  wilder- 
mss,  enumerates  the  "  twelve  wells  of  water,''  and 
the  "dueeeoore  and  ten  palm-traes,''of  EDm. 

Note  5,  page  39,  eoL  a. 

Te  vttntai  gnsidiHis  oftlMSB  nend  riMdsL 

These  Hnee  wen  spoken  (as  is  the  custom  of  the 

BBifairfty  on  the  installation  of  a  new  chanoellor) 

bj  a  young  nobleman,  whoee  difBdenee  niduoed 


him  to  content  himself  wfth  the  composition  of  an- 
other. Of  this  diffidence  his  friends  have  reason 
to  complain,  as  it  suppressed  some  elegant  fines 
of  his'own  on  the  same  oocaoon. 

Note6,pag^40,eoLl. 
The  biave^  the  Tlniioii%  and  the  ycnng. 
,  Ci^itain  Conway  Shipley,  third  son  to  the  dean 
of  St.  Asaph,  perished  in  an  attempt  to  cut  out  an 
enemy's  vessel  ftom  the  Tague  with  the  boats  of 
his  majesty's  fiigato  La  Nymphe,  April  33,  1808, 
in  the  5i6th  year  of  hb  age,  and  after  nearly  six- 
teen yeanof  actual  service;  distinguished  by  every 
quality  both  of  heart  and  head  which  could  adom 
a  man  or  an  offioer.  Admiral  Sir  Chariea  Cotton^ 
and  the  captains  of  his  fleet,  have  once  ereeted  a 
monument  to  his  memory  in  the  neighbourhood 
ofFortSt  Jutian. 

Note7,page40^OQl.flL 

OaQoagtfubnmL. 

These  fines  were  written  at  asmaU  village  on 

the  banks  of  the  Ghtnges,  which  he  was  aaocna&tf 

in  a  pinnace,  on  his  first  visitation  of  his  diocese, 

in  August,  1824. 

Note  8,  page  40,  coL  2. 
Ths  blid  of  famidral  ^ysa 
"  The  Mucharungar— many  coloured.  I  learned 
at  Daccai  that  while  we  were  at  peace  with  the 
Bvrmans,  many  traden  used  to  go  over  all  the 
eastern  provinces  of  Bengal,  buying  up  these  beao- 
tlfiil  birds  for  the Gtolden  Zennanah;  at  Ummesa- 
poora  it  was  said  that  they  were  sometimes  worth 
a  gold  mohur  each." 

Note  9,  page  43,  coL  2. 
Tlw  lud  of  Room. 
The  oriental  name  of  the  Turkish  Empire. 

Note  10,  page  43,  ooL  1. 


Alezahder  the  Great 

Note  11,  page  43,  ooL  1. 
Hw  nlf^  Gblef  ntD  nsnd  the  lltdk 
The  Ibunder  of  the  Bledian  thiona 
Eaooe,  or  Deiioees. 
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A  POEM,  UX  TEN  BOOKS. 

BT  BOBEBT  FOLLOK,  A.  M. 


THE 


BOOK  I. 


Etibmal  Spirit  I  God  of  Truth]  to  whom 
All  things  teem  asLthey  «re;  Thou,  who  of  old 
The  prophetV  oye  ooicalod,  that  nightly  saw, . 
While  huiwj  sleep  fell  down  on  other  men, 
In  holy  won  timnoed,  the  future  pan 
Befiue  him,  and  to  Jiibdah's  harp  attuned 
Burdens  which  made  the  pagan  mountains  shake, 
And  Zdon's  cedan  bow,— inspire  my  song ; 
My  eye  unaeale ;  me  what  is  substance  teach, 
And  shadow  what,  while  I  of  things  to  coote, 
Ai  past,  rehearsing,  smg  the  Courw  of  Time, 
The  aaooiMl  Inrth,  and  final  docxn  of  man. 
>   The  muse,  that  soft  and  sickly  wooes  the  ear 
pf  love,  or  chanting.  Joud  ia  windy  rhyme 
Of  £ibled  hero,  raves  through  gaudy  tale 
Not  overfranght  with  sense,  I  ask  not:  such 
A  stndn  befits  not  argument  so  high. 
Me  thought,  and  phrase  severely  sifting  out 
The  whde  idea,  grant,  uttering  as  'tis 
The  essential  truth— time  gone,  the  righteous 

nved, 
The  wicked  damned,  and  providence  approved. 

Hold  my  right  hand,  Ahnightyl  and  me  teach 
To  strike  the  lyre,  but  seldom  struck,  to  notes 
Harmonious  with  the  morning  stan^  joid  pure 
As  those  by  sainted  bards  and  angels  sung. 
Which  wake  the  echoes  of  Eteinity; 
That  fook  may  hear  and  tremble,,  and  the  wise, 
Instructed,  listen,  of  ages  yet  to  come. 

Long  was  the  day,  so  long  expected,  past 
Of  the  eternal  doom,  that  gave  to  each 
Of  all  the  human  race  his  due  reward. 
The  sun,  earth's  son,  and  moon,  and  stars,  had 


To  number  seasons,  days,  and  months,  jmd  yean 
To  mortal  man«    Hope  was  forgotten,  and  fear: 
And  time,  with  all  its  chance,  and  change,  and 


And  fiequent  tears,  and  deeds  of  viDany, 
Or  righteousness,  once  talked  of  much,  as  things 
Of  great  renown,  was  now  but  ill  lemembeied; 
In  dim  and  shadow^  nuaa  of  the  past, 


Seen  flur  remote,  as  countiy,  which  has  left 
The  traveller's  speedy  step^  retiring  back 
From  mom  till  even;  and  I019  Eternity 
Had  rolled  his 'mighty  years,-and  with  his  years 
Men  had  grownold.  The  sainte,  all  home  rstumec! 
From  pi%rimage,  and  war,  and  weeping,  k>qg 
Had  rested  in  the  bowers  of  peace,  that  skirt 
The  stream  of  life;  and  long— «las,  how  long 
To  them  it  seemed ! — the  wicked,  who  refused 
To  be  redeemed,  had  wandered  in  the  dark  # 

Of  helTs  despair,  and  drunk  the  burning  cup 
Their  sins  had  filled  with  everlasting  wo. 

Thus  far  the  years  had  rolled,  which  none  but 
Qod 
Doth  number,  when  two  sons,  two  youthful  sons 
Of  Paradise,  in  conversation  sweet, — 
For  thus  the  heavenly  muse  instrucU  me,  wooed 
At  midnight  hour  with  ofiTering  sincere 
Of  all  the  heart,  poured  out  in  holy  prayer, — 
High  on  the  hills  of  immortality, 
YThenpe  goodliest  prospect  looks  beyond  the  walk 
Of  heaven,  walked,  casting  oft  their  eye  far  through 
The  pure  serene,  observant  if,  returned 
From  errand  duly  finished,  any  came, 
Or  any,  first  in  virtue  now  complete. 
From  other  worlds  arrived,  confirmed  in  good. 

Thus  viewing,  one  they  saw,  on  hasty  wing 
Directing  towards  heaven  his  comae;  and  now 
His  flight  ascending  near  the  battlemente 
And  bfty  hills  on  which  they  walked,  approached 
For  round  and  round,  in  spacious  circuit  wide, 
Mountains  of  tallest  stature  circumscribe 
The  pUins  of  Paradise,  whose  tops,  arrayed 
In  uncreated  radiance,  seem  so  pure, 
That  naught  but  angel's  foot,  or  saint's,  elect 
Of  God,  may  venture  there  to  walk.    Here  oft 
The  sons  of  bhss  take  mom  or  evening  pastime^ 
Delighted  to  behold  ten  thousand  worlds 
Around  their  suns  revolving  in  the  vast 
External  q;>aoe,  dr  Uaten  the  harmonies 
That  each  to  other  in  ite  motion  sings. 
And  hence,  in  middk  heaven^remote,  is  seen 
The  mount  of  Qod  in  awful  gk>ry  br^t 
Within,  no  orb  create  of  moon,  or  star. 
Or  sun,  givei  light;  for  God's  own  oonntenanos^ 
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Bwiming  eternally,  gives  light  to  all« 

But  farther  than  these  sacied  hiUs,  his  will 

Forbids  it  flow,  too^bright  for  eyes  beyonil. 

This  is  the  last  aaoent  of  Virtue;  here 

AH  trial  ends,^and  hope ;  here  perfect  joy, 

With  perfect  righteousness^  which  to  these  h^ghUi 

Alone  can  rise,  begins,  ah«ve  itt  fiUL 

Ahd  now,  on  wing  of  holy  ardour  strong, 
Hither  ascends  the  stranger,  borne  upnght,^' 
For  stranger  be  did  seem,  with  curious  eye. 
Of  nice  inflection  round  surveying  all, — 
And  at  the  feet  alights  of  those  that  stood 
His  eoming,  who  the  hand  of  welcome  g&ve, 
And  the  embrace  sincere  of  holy  love; 
.  And  thus,  tfritb  comely  greeting  kind,  began. 

Hail,  broliherT  hsB,  thou  son  of  happiness. 
Thou  son  'beloved  6t<3hA,  -welcome  to  lieaven, 
TobOssthat'nevertidesI  thy  day  is  pa<l 
Of  trial,  and  of  fear  to  fidl.    Well  done, 
Thtfu  good  and  feiihful  servant ;  enter  now 
Into  the  joy  eternal  of  thy  Lord. 
Cone  with  us,  and  befaoid  fe^  fai^i6r  sight 
Than  e*er  thy  heart  desired,  or  hope  oonodved. 
*See,  yonderts  the  gloriouB  hill  of  God, 
'Bove  mngef  s  gaze  in  brightness  riling  high. 
Come,  jdo  our  wing,  and  we  wi9  guide  thy  flight 
To  mysteries  of  everlasting  bliss, 
The  tree,  and  fount  of  life,  the  eternal  thfone^ 
And  presehce-chaxnber  of  the  King  oTkinga. 
But  what  concern  hangs  on  thy  countenance, 
Unwont  within  this  place  ?  Perhaps  thou  deemtf 
Thyself  unworthy  to  be  1)ronght  before 
The  always  Andent  Onel   So  «iie  ^  too 
Unworthy;  but  our  God  is  all  in  all, 
And  gives  us  boldness  to  appioftch  1^  ihnine. 

Sons  of  the  IBghestI  citizens  of  heaveni 
Began  the  new  arrived,  riglit  have  ye  Judged : 
Unworthy,  most  unworthy  is  your  servant. 
To  stand  in  pfesence  of  the  King,  or  hold 
Most  distant  and  most  humble  place  in  tiiis 
Abode  of  excellent  glory  unrevealed. 
But  God  Almighty  be  for  ever  praised, 
Who,  of  his  fiilness,  fills  me  with  aO  grace 
And  ornament,  to  tnake  me  in  his  si^t 
Wdl  pleasing,  apd  accepted  in  his  court. 
But,  if  your  Idsuitf  waits,  ^ort  namttve 
Will  toll,  why  etrange  concern  thus  overhangs    • 
My  fece,  ill  seennng  here;  and  haply,  tooi 
Your  elder  knowledge  can  instruct  my  youth. 
Of  what  seems  dark  and  doiibeftd,  unexplained. 

Our  Msure  watts  thee.    Bpeak ;  and  what  we 
can. 
Delighted  most  to  giv«  deli^fht,  we  nHD ; 
Though  much  6f  mystery  yet  to  us  remains. 

Virtue,  I  need  ndt  tell,  when  proved/  and  fidl 
Bdatured,  Inclines  us  up  to  God  and  heaven. 
By  law  of  sweet  compulnon  strong  and  sure ; 
Ae  gravitation  to  the  laiger  orb 
The  less  attracts,  through  matter**  whole  domaSa. 


Virtue  in  me  was  r^.    I  spea^  nbt  this 
In  boeet;  for  what  1  am  to  God  I  owe, 
Entirely  •we,  and  of  myself  am  naught 
Equ^ped  and  bent  for  heaven,  I  left  yon  wold. 
My  native  seat,  which  tcaroe  your  eye  can  vaadi, 
RoUii^  aBsand  her  dentzal  sun,  far  out 
QnwlBiestvflqge^l^t    But  first,  to  see 
What  lay  beyond  the  visible  cteatioD, 
6tr6ng  curiosity  n^  flight  impelled. 
Long  was  my  way,  and  stnuige.    I  paawd  tte 

bounds 
Which  God  doth  set  to  lights  and  life  and  krr*; 


Where  darkness  meets  vnth  day,where  order 
Disorder,  dieacUul,  wasto,  and  wild ;  and  down 
The  dark,  eternal,  onevdMted  aSght 
Ventured  alone.    Long,  long  on  rapid  wing, 
I  sailed  through  empty,  nameless  regions  vast, 
Where  utter  Nothing  dweOs,  unformiBd  and  ^nAL 
Tfajoe  neither  eya,  nor  ear,  taor  any  eenas 
Of  being  most  acute,  finds  object;,  there 
For  aQgkt  external  still  you  seaidi  in  vdn. 
Try  touch,  or  sight,  or  smell ;  try  whaft  you  "wfll^ 
Tou  strangely  "find  naught  liut  yomself  alone. 
But  why  should  I  in  Words  attinipt  te  tel 
Whatthat  is  t'ke,  which  Is,  and  yet  is  ooti 
This  |»ised,  my  path  descendbigled  me  ilfll 
O'er  unclaimed  oontinente  of  desert  gloom 
Immense,  where  gravitation  shifting  turns 
The  other  way;  and  to  some  dread,  unknown, 
Infenial  cenftre  downward  we^hs :  and  now,— » 
Far  travelled  from  the  edge  of  >daitneas,  far 
Aafrom  that  glorieus  motmt  uf  God  to  lights 
Remotest  limb,— dire  sighte  I  saw,  dne  soQndi 
I  heard;  and  suddenly  before  my  eye 
A  wall  of  fiery  adamant  sprung  up, 
Wall  mountainous,  tremendous,  flanang  higih 
Above  afl  flig^  Of  hope.    I  paused,  and^koked; 
And  saW|  where'er  I  looked  upon  thai  monndy 
Sad  figures  traced  in  ^^  not  motionleai, 
But  imitating  Hfe.    One  I  remarked 
Attentively;  butliow  shall  I  describe 
What  nau^  resembles  lAw  my  eye  hafli  tecnl 
Of  worm  or  serpent  kind  it  somelihing  loaked. 
But  monstroup,  with  a  thousand  snaky  heads^ 
Eyed  each  with  double  orbs  of  glaring  wrath  ; 
And  with  as  many  tafis,  that  twisted  out 
In  honid  revolution,  lipped  with  stings ; 
And  aU  ite  mouths,  that  wide  and  darkly  gaped, 
And  breathed  most  poisonooa  breath,  had  ea^  a 

sdnit, 

Forked,  and  long,  and  venomous,  and  dmrp; 
And,  In  its  writhing!  infinite,  It  grasped 
Mal^nantly  what  seemed  a  Jieart,  ■wqUo^  Itek, 
And  quivering  wiA  torture  most  intense; 
And  still  the  heart,  with  anguish  throbbing  fal^ 
Made  effifft  to  escape,  but  oould  not ;  fbr, 
Howe'er  it  turned,  and  oft  it  vainly  .turned, 
These  eom{^cated  foldings  lield  it  fiist 
And  stiH  the  monstrous  beast  with  stiflf  of  head 
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Or  lail  tnaMpmnad  it,  btwdlng  cipemoM. 
What  Uia  eoidd  liiia«(e;  muck  1  sMfchad  takiiowf 
An4  while  I  stood,  and  gand,  and  wondaiad  long, 
A  Toioa^  ftom  wheno?  I  know  not,  for  no  «im 
Immt^  cBstincUy  whisperad  in  my  ear 
These  wopde:  Thiaietke  worm  thai  never  diei« 

FiMby  theade  qf  thi»  uniightly  Iking 
Another  waa  {Mntrnjed,  moie  hideoM  itill: 
Who  sees  it  once  shall  wish  to  see^t  no  moie;  • 
For  eter  undeeeribed  let  it  remain! 
Only  i^  much  I  may  or  can  onlbid. 
FarW  it  thrust  a  dart  that  might  have  made 
The  knees  of  tenor  ^mke,  and  on  it  hm^, 
Within  the  triple  haifas,  a  being  piesoed 
Throogh  soul  and  body  both.    Of  hearenly  make 
Oiig^  the  being  ssemed,  but  Alien, 
Ajfed  wem  and  wwted  with  entormons  isol 
And  itiit  aioond  the^eveilasting  lanoe, 
It  writhed,  oonmlsed,  and  ntlend  mimic  gioens; 
And  tiied,aiKi  wished,  and  ever  tiied  ami  wished 
Tedie;  but  eookl  not  die.    Oh,  hoirid  sight! 
I  trembling  gand,  and  Hstened,  and  bsaid  tfiis 


AppMach  my  ear :  Thn  is  Eternal  Death. 

Nor  theae  akme.    Upon  that  bonhig  watt 
In  hdfrible  emblaaonry,  were  IJpihed 
AD  shapes,  all  ibfms,  all  modes  of  wretchedness^ 
And  agony,  and  grief,  and  desperate  wo. 
And  prominent  in  characters  of  fire. 
Where'er  the  eye  oouM  light,  these  words  you 

-read:   ' 
*'  Who  oomee  this  vray,  behold,  and  fear  to  sin!" 
Amazed  1  stood ;  and  thought  such  imagery 
Foretokened,  vrithtn,  a  dangeimis  Aods. 
But  yet  to  see  the  worst  a  wish  arose. 
For  virtue,  by  the  holy  seal  of  God 
Accredited  and  stamped,  immortal  all, 
And  all  inTulnerable,  fears  no  hurt. 
As  easy  as  my  wish,  as  rapidly, 
I  tfarimgh  the  honrid  rampart  paared,  unscathed 
ibid  unoppoeed ;  and,  poised  on  steady  wing, 
1  hovering  gaaed.    Eternal  justice  I  sons 
Of  God!  tell  me,  If  ye  can  tell,  what  then 
I  saw,  what  then  I  heard.    Wide  was  the  place, 
And  deep  as  wide,  and  ruinous  as  deep. 
Beneath,  I  saw  a  lake  of  burning  fire, 
With  tempest  tost  perpetually,  and  stitt 
The  waves  of  fieiy  daricness  'gainst  the  rodcs , 
Of  dark  damnation  broke,  and  musfa:  made 
Of  melancholy  soft;  and  over  head 
And  all  around,  wind  warred  with  wind,  storm 

howled 
To  storm,  and  lightning  Ibriied  llgbtning  crossed. 
And  thunder  answered  thunder,  muttering  sounds 
Of  rollen  wrath;  and  fiur  as  sight  couhl  pieroe,  ' 
Or  down  descend  in  caves  ofhopelesB  depikh, 
Through  all  that  dungeon  of  unfading  fiie^ 
I  saw  most  miserable  beings  walk. 
Burning  opntinually,  yet 


For  ever  wasting/ ye^  enduring  stfll ; 

Dying  perpetually,  yet  never  dead. 

Seme  wandered  kmelyin  the  desert  flames^ 

Andsome  inM  eooounter  6ersdymet, 

With  cureealoud,  and  blasphemies^  that  mad»v 

The  cheek  of  darkness  pale;  and  as  they  fought, 

And  cussed,  and  gnashed  tlaeir  tedth,  and  wishad 

to  die, 
Their  holl<yw  eyes  did  utter  stvMons  of  weu 
And  there  were  groans  that  ended  pot,  and  sighs 
That  always  sighed,  and  tean  thai  ever  wept,     ' 
And  ever  fell,  but  not  in  Meivy's  Jigbt. 
And  Borrow,  and  Repeotanoa,  and  Despair, 
Among  them  walked,  imd  to  their  thirsty  tips 
Preeemed  fre^pmnt  oups  of  bnRiin|  gall. 
And  as  I  Ksteded,  I  heard  theae  bsta^  cnme 
Almighty  Ctod,  and  curse  the  Lamb,  and  cuna 
The  earth,  the  resurraction  morii,  and  seek, 
Andever  ▼ainly  seek,  for  utter  deajh. 
And  to  thifir  everiasling  anguish  still, 
The  thunden  horn  above  responding  spoke 
Tbeee  woids^  whieh,  through  the  caverns  of  pe^ 


Forlornly  echoing^  fell  on  every  eay: 
"  Ye  knew  your  doty,  but  ye  did  i||iot.'' 
And  back  again  recoiled  a  deeper  groan. 
A  deeper  groan  I  Oh,  what  a  groan  was  that  I 
1  waited  not,  but  swift  on  ^Mcdiest  wiog. 
With  unaccustomed  thougikts  conversing,  back 
Retraced  my  venturous  path  liom  dark  to  light 
Then  up  ascending,  long  ascending  up, 
I  haatiDd  on ;  though  whiles  the  chiming  sphere^ 
By  God's  own  finger  touched  to  harmony  1 
Held  me  delaying,  till  I  here  arrived, 
Drkwn  upward  by  the  eternal  love  of  God, 
Of  wonder  full  and  grange  astonishment. 
At  what  in  yonder  den  of  darkness  dwells. 
Which  now  your  higher  knowledge  will  unfold. 
They  answering  said.    To  ask  and  to  bestow 
Knowledge,  Is  much  of  heaTen's  delight  j  and 

now 
Most  joyfully  what  thou  requimst  vre  would; 
For  much  of  new  and  unaooountaUe 
Thoubfingst   Something  indeed  we  heard  before^ 
In  passing  conversation  slightly  tottched, 
Of  such  a  place;  yet,  rather  to  be  Uught, 
Than  teaching,  answer,  what  thy  marvel  asks, 
We  need;  for  we  ourselves,  though  hera,  are  but 
Of  yesterday,  creation's  younger  sons* 
But  there  Is  one,  an  andent  bard  of  Earth, 
Who,  by  the  stream  of  life,  sitting  in  blias, 
Has  oft  beheld  the  eternal  yean  complete 
The  mighty  circle  round  the  throne  of  God;    < 
Great  in  all  leamibg,  in  all  wisdom  great 
And  great  in  song ;  whose  harp  in  kifty  strain 
Tefis  frequendy  of  what  thy  wonder  craves, 
While,  roimd^hun  gathering,  stand  the  youth  ol 

heayen, 
With  truth  and  melody  drligfaled  both. 
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To  him  this  path  directs,  an  easy-path, 
And'easj  flight  will  bring  us  to  his  seat 

So  saying,  they  Itnkad  hand  hi  hand,  spread  oat 
Their  golden  wings,  by  living  breetes  fanned, 
And  over  heaven's  broad  champaign  sailed  serene.. 
O'er  Mil  and  valley,  clothed  with  verdure  green, 
That  never  fiides;  and  tree,  and  herb,  and  0ow,er, 
That  never  fiulee ;  and  many  a  river,  rich  . 
With  nectar,  winding  pleasantly,  th^  P*»^) 
«  And  mansion  of  celestial  mould,  an4/woirk 
Divine.    And  oft  delicious  music,  sung     • 
By  saint  and  angel  bands  that  walked  the  vafeS) 
Or  mountaiQ  tops,  and  harped  upon  their  harps, 
Their  ear  inclined,  and  held  by  sweet  constraint- 
Their  wing;  not  iofig,  for  Btron|r  desire  awaked 
Of  knowledge  that  to  holy  use  might  turn, 
Still  pressed  them  on  to  leave  what  rather  seemed 
Pleasure,  due  only  when  all  duty's  done. 

And  now  beneath  them  lay  the  wished-finr  ifpoi. 
The  sacred  bower  of  that  renowned  baidj 
That  ancient  bard,  ancient  in  days  and  songj 
But  in  immortal  vigour  young,  and  young 
■  In  rosy  health ;  to  pensive  solitude 
Retiring  oft,  as  was  his  wont  on  earth- 
Fit  was  the  place,  most  fit,  for  holy  muring. 
Upon  a  little  mount,  that  gently  rose. 
He  sat,  dethed  in  white  robes ;  and  o'er  ius  head 
A  laurel  tree  of  lustiest,  eldest  growth, 
Stately  and  tall,  and  shadowing  fiicand  wide,— 
Not  fruitless,  as  on  earth;  but  bloomed,  and  rich 
With  frequent  clusters,  ripe  to  heavenly  taste^ — 
Spread  its  eternal  boughs,  mnd  in  its  arms  . 
A  myrtle  of  un£iding  leaf  embraced" 
The  rose  and  lily,  fiesh  with  iragrant  d6w, 
'  And  every  flower  of  fairest  cheek,  around 
Him,  smiling  flocked.    Beneath  his  feet,  fiist  by, 
And  round  his  sacried  hill,  a  streamlet  walked,  ■ 
Warbhng  the  holy  melodies  of  heaven ; 
The  hallowed  zephyrs  brought  him  incense  sweet, 
And  out  before  him  opened,  in  prospect  long. 
The  river  of  fife,  in  many  a  winding  maxe 
Descending  from  the  lofty  throne  of  God, 
That  with  excessive  glory  closed  the  scene. 
Of  Adam's  race  he  was,  and  lonely  sat. 
By  chance  that  day,  in  meditation  deep, 
Reflecting  much  of  time,  and  earth,  and  Qian. 
And  now  to  pensive,  now  to  cheerful  notes, 
He  touched  a  harp  of  wondrous  melody. 
A  goldeti  harp  it  was,  a  precious  gift. 
Which,  at  the  day  of  judgment,  with  the  crown 
Of  life,  he  had  received  from  Gknl's  own  hand, 
Reward  due  to  his  service  done  on  earth.    . 

He  sees  their  coming,  and  with  greeting  kind, 
And  welcome,  not  of  hollow  forged  smiles, 
And  ceremonious  compliment  of  phrase, 
But  of  the  heart  sincere,  into  his  bower 
Invites.    Like  greeting  they  returned.    Not  bent 
In  low  obeisancy,  from  creature  most  -  • 

Unfit  to  creature  f  but- with' manly  &tm , 


Upright  they  entered  in ;  though  high  fats  IMll^ 
His.vrisdom  high,  and  mighty  his  renown. 
And  thus,  deferring  all  apology, 
The  two  their  new  companion  introduoed. 

Ancient  in  knowledge !  bard  of  Adam^s  lacel 
We  bring  thee  one,  of  us  inquiring  what 
We  need  to  learn,  and  with  him  wish  to  lesziL 
His  asking  will  direct  thy  answer  best. 

Most  ancient  bardl  began  the  new  airived. 
Few  words  will  set  my  wonder  forth,  and  guide 
Thy  wisdom's  light  to  what  in  me  is  dark. 

Equipped  for  heaven,  I  left  my  native  plaoe. 
But  first  beyond  the  leabos  of  light  I  bent 
-My  course;  and  there,  in  utter  darkness,  At 
RMuote^  I  beings  saw  Ibriom  in  wo, 
Burning  continually,  yet  unoonsumed. 
And  there  were  groans  that  ended  not,  and  dgfai 
That  ^ways  sighed,  tnd  tean  that  ever  wept 
And  ever  fell,  but  not  in  Mercy's  sight. 
And  still  I  heaid  these  wretched  beings  cone 
Almighty  God,  and  curse  the  Lamb,  and  cons 
The  eaith,  the  resurrectioh  mom,  and  seek 
And  ever  vainly  seek,  for  utter  death.     . 
And  from  above  the  thnnden  answered  stifl, 
*"  Ye  knew  your  duty^  but  ye  did  it  not" 
And  every  where  tl^roughout  that  horrid  den, 
I  saw  a  fiyrm  of  excellence,  a  form 
Of  beauty  without  spot,  that  naught  could  ae^ 
And  not  admire,  admire  and  not  adoire. 
And  from  its  own  essential  beams  it  gave 
Light  to  itself,  that  made  the  gloom  more  daik. 
And  «veiy  eye  in  that  infernal  pit 
Beheld  it  still ;  and  £rom  its  face — how  tuxl 
O,  how  exceeding  fair  !-^or  ever  sought, 
But  ever  vainly  sought,  to  turn  away. 
That  image,  as  I  guess,  was  Virtue ;  for 
Naught  else  hath  God  given  oountenanoa  so  fidr 
But  why  in  such  a  place  it  shouU  abide? 
What  place  it  is  1    What  beings  there  lament  ? 
W)ienoe  came  they  1  and  for  what  their  finiBiBi 

groani 

Why  curse  they  God  1  why  seek  th^  uttcrdeatfal 
And  chiefl  what  means  the  resurrection  mom  1 
My  yoQth  expects  thy  reverend  |ge  to  tell  1 

Thou  rightly  deem'st,  fair  youth,  began  the  baid. 
Tjie  form  thou  saw'st  was  Virtoe,  ever  feir. 
Virtue,  like  God,  whose  excellent  majesty, 
Whose  glory  virtue  is,  is  omnlpressnt. 
No  being,  once  created  rational. 
Accountable^  endowed  with  moral  sense, 
With  sapience  of  right  and  wrong  endowed. 
And  charged,  however  fallen,  debased,  destroyed ; 
However  lost,  Ibriom,  and  miserable; 
In  guilt's  dark  shrouding  wrapped,  however  tliic^ 
However  drunk,  delirious,  and  mad. 
With  sin's  full  cup;  and  with  whatever  damiM^ 
Unnatural  diligenoe  it  work  and  tcnl* 
Can  banish  Viitue  from  its  sight,  or  onee 
Foigetthatfheisfeir.    Hkles  it  in  night, 
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Inoeiitral'iiight;  takes  it  the  I^htning's  wing, 
And  ffiea  for  erer  on,  bejrond  Uie  bound* 
Of  all;  drinks  it  the  maddest  cap  of  Bin ; 
Dives  it  beneath  the  ocean  of  despair ; 
It  direa,  it  drinks,  it  flies,  it  hides  in  Tain.    ' 
For  still  the  eternal  beauty,  image  fidi, 
OndB  stamped  upon  the  soul,  before  the  eye 
AH  lovely  stands,  nor  will  depart ;  sb  dod 
bnkdns;  and  lorely  to  the  worst  she  seems, 
And  ever  seems ;  and  as  they  look,  and  still 
Must  ever  look,  upon  her  loveliness. 
Remembrance  din  of  what  they  were,  of  what 
They  might  haw^bten,  and  bitter  sense  of  what 
They  are,  poUuted,  rained,  hopeless,  Ibst, 
With  most  repenting  torment  rend  their  hearts, 
fio  Grod  ordains,  theb  punishment  severe, 
Etenally  inflicted  liy  themselves. 
'TSs  this,  this  Yhftue  hovering  evermore 
Before  the  vision  of  the  damned,  and  in.  ' 

Upon  their  monstrous  moral  nakedness 
Castiiig  unweioome  light,  that  makes  their  wo. 
That  makes  the  essence  of  the  endless  flame. 
Where  this  is,  there  is  hell,  darker  than  aught, 
frbfit  ha,  the  bard  three-visioned,  darkest  saw. 
The  piaee  thou  sawst  was  hell ;  the  groans  thou 
'heardst 
l*he  waifings  of  the  damned,  of  those  who  Would 
Not  b9  redeemed,  and  at  the  judgment  day, 
Long  past,  for  unrepentedsins  weredamned. 
The  seve^  loud  thunders  whkh  thou  heardst,  de^ 

dare 
The  eternal  wrath  of  the  Almighty  God. 
But  whence,  or  why  they  came  to  dwell  in  wo,' 
Why  they  curse  God,  what  means  th6  glorious 

mom 
Of  resurrection,  these  a  longer  tale  -  - 

Demand,  and  lead  the  mournful  lyre  for  back 
Through  memory  of  sin  and  moitid  man. 
Yet  haply  not  rewardless  we  shall  trace 
.  The  durk  disastrous  years  of  finished  Time. 
Sorrowa  remembered  sweeten  present  joy. 
Nor  yet  shall  all  be  sad ;  foi^GK)d  gave  peace, 
Much  peace,  on  earth,  to  all  who  feared  his  name. 

Bui  first  it  needs  to  say,4hait  other  style 
Alid  other  language  than  thy  ear  is  wont^ 
•Thou  must  expect  to  hear,  the  dialect 
Of  man.    For  each  in  heaven  a  relish  holds 
Of  former  speech,  that  pmnts  to  whenbe  hie  came. 
But  whether  I  of  person  speak,  or  place^ 
Event  or  action,  moral  or  diiine ;    '  / 

Or  things  unknown  compare  to  things  unknown; 
Allude,  imply,  suggest,  apostrophize; 
Or  touch,  when  wandering  through  the  past,,  on 

moods 
Of  mind  thou  never  fdtst;  the  meaning  still, 
With  easy  apprehension,  thou  shalt  tfdra. 
So  perfect  here  is  knowledge,  and  the  strings 
Of  sympathy  so  tuned,  that  every  word 
'  That  each  to  cither  speaka,  though  never  heard 


Before,  at  once  is  fiiUy  understood, ' 
And  every  feeling  utfered,  lulfy  felt 

So  shalt  thou  find,  as  from  my  various  song^ 
That  backward  rolls  o*er  many  a  tide  of  years, 
Directly  or  inferred,  thy  asking,  thou. 
And  wcmdeiing  doubt,  shalt  leatn  to  answer,  wMb 
I  eketcb  in  brief  the  lustory  of  man. 
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This  ssid,  he  waked  the  golden  harp,  and  (hiis^ 
While  on  him  inspiration  brsathed,  began. 

As  fifom  yen  everiasting  hills  that  gird 
Heaven  northward,  I  thy  course  es{»ed,  I 'judge 
Thou  from  the  arctic  segions  camel  Perhaps  * 
Thou  noticed  on  thy  way  a  Rttle  orb, 
Attended  by  one  moon,  her  lamp  by.  night,  • 
With  her  feir  sbterhoodof  phmets  ieven,- 
Revolving  round  their  central  sun  j  she  third 
In  place,  in  magnitude  the  fourth.    That  orb, 
New  made,  new  named,  inhabited  anew, — 
Though  whiles  we  sons  of  Adam  yisit  still, 
Our  na^ve  place,  not  changed  so  for  but  we 
Can  trace  our  ancient  walks,  the  scenery 
Of  childhood,  youth,  and  prime,  and  hoary  age 
But  scenei^r  most  of  suflTering  and  wo, — 
That  little  orb,  in  days  remote  of  old, 
When  angels  yet  were  young,  was  made  fqr  man, 
And  titled  Earth,  her  primal  viigin  name  ;>— 
Created  first  so  lovely,  so  adorned 
With  hin,  and  dale,  ancl  lawn,  and  vrinding  vale, 
Woodland,  and  stream,  and  lake,  and  ruling  seas, 
Green  mead,  and  fruitful  tree,  and  fertile  grain,' 
And  herb  and  flower;  so  lovely,  so  adorned 
With  numerous  beasts  of  tevery  kind,  with  fowl 
Of  every  wing  and  every  tuneful  note, 
And  with  all  fish  that  in  the  multitude 
Of  waters  swam ;  so  Ibvely,  so  adorned. 
So  fit  a  dwelfing  place  for  man,  that,  as 
She  rose,  complete,  at  the  creating  word,  ^ 

The  morning  etars,  the  sons  of  Clod,  aloud 
Shouted  for  joy;  and  Gtxl,  beholding,  saw 
The  fidr  detign,  that  from  eternity 
His  ndnd   conceived,  accomplished,  and,  well 

pleased, 
His  six  days  finished  vrork  most  good  pronounced^ 
And  man  declared  the  sovereign  prince  of  all. 

All  eli^  was  prone,  irrational,  and  mute, 
And  uiiacoountable,  by  instinct  led. 
But  man  he  made  of  angel  form  erect. 
To  hold  communion  with  the  heavens  above ; 
And  on  his  soul  impressed  hid*  image  fidr, 
His  own  simiKtude  of  holiness, 
Of  virtue,  truth,  and  love;  with  reason  high 
To  balance  right  and  wrong,  and  conscience  qmek 
To  ch6oee  or  to  reject;  with  knowledge  great, 
Prudenos  and  wisdom,  vigilance  and  strength 
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Toguazdallfomofergvile;  andflaifcofatt,.     . 

The  highflit  gift  of  Gkid's  ^unduit  gTao% 

WiMi  perfisct,  fiee,  imbibed  wfll.    Tlraa  man 

W«u»  made  vprigfai,  imnKntel  made,  and  crowawl 

The  king  af  all ;  to  cat,  to  drink,  to  do 

Fvaete  and  soTsreigiilj  hla  will  entim. 

By  one  command  akne  certraiaed,  to  pid^   • 

Aa  waa  moat  juat,  hia  filial  love  ainoere, 

Hia  lovaity,  obadiem^  due,  and  ftith. 

And  tnua.the  ptofaib&tion  ran,  azpreaiad, 

Aa  God  ia  wont,  in  terma  of  plai^uat  troth. 

Of  every  tree  that  fax  the  garden  growa, 
Tl»on  mayeat  freely  eat ;  bat  of  the  tieo 
That  knowledge  hath  of  good  and  ill,  eat  not, 
Nor  toach.;  for  in  the  day  thoa  eateat,  thon 
Shalt  die.    Go,  and  thia  one  fmnmand  obay» 
Adam,  livb  and  be  ha|>py,  and,  with  thy  Eva, 
Fit  conaort,  multiply  and  fill  the  eaiCh. 

Thoa  they,  the  repreaantatiwa  of  men, 
Were  placed  in  Edmifchoioaat  apot  of  eaitlL 
With  royal  honour  and  with  gk^  crowned, 
Adan^  the  Lord  of  aU,  mijeatic  walked, 
With  gpdlike  countenance  aublime,  and  torn 
Of  lofty  towering  atiength;  andbyhiaflda    • 
Etb,  ikir  aa  mooming  atar,  with  moderty 
Arrayed,  with  virtue,  grace,  and  perlect  love: 
In  holy  maniAge  wed,  and  eloquent 
Of  thought  and  comely  worda,  to  worahip  GKxl 
And  aing  hia  praiqe,  th^  Giver  of  all  good : 
Glad,  in  each  other  glad,  and  glad  in  hope; 
Rejoicing  in  their  future  bappy«raoe. 

O  lovely,  happy,  l^leat,  immortal  pair! 
Plaaaad  with  the  preaent,  full  of  gloiioua  hope. 
But  abort,  alaa,  the  aong  that  ainga  their  hliaal 
Henceforth  the  hiatory  of  mangvowa  dark ! 
Shade  after  aha/^  of  deepening  gloom  deaoenda ; 
And  Innocence  lamenta  her  rohea  d^ed. 
Who  farther  ainga,  muat  change  the  pleaianfi  Ijn 
Toheavynoteaofwo.    Whyldoatthou  aak, 
Sufpriaed'?  The  anawer  vwll  surpiiae  thee  moce. 
Man  ainned;  tempted,  he  ate  the  gnaided  tree^ 
Templed  of  whom  thou  afteiwardi  ahalt  bear  ;— 
Audaooua,  onbeliBving,  pioud,  ungraftefbl. 
He  ate  the  interdicted  fruit,  and  611; 
And  in  hie  fall,  hia  univerBal  race ; 
For  they  in  him  by  delegatkui  were, 
In  him  to  atand  or  fall,  to  live  or  die. 

Man  moat  ingrate !  ao  full  of  grace,  to  iin, 
Here  interpoaed  the  new  arrived,  aoftdl 
Of  bliaa,  to  ain  againat  the  Gradoua  Onal 
The  holy,  juat,  and  ggod!  the  Eternal  I^ovel 
TJnaeen,  unheard,  unthought  of  wickedneaal 
Why  alumbered  vengeance  1  No,itahmiberadnot 
The  ever  juat  and  righteoua  Grod  would  let 
Hia  ftury  looae,  and  aatiafy  hia  threat 

That  had  been  juat,  replied  the  reverend  bard. 
Hut  done,  £ur  youth,,  thou  ne'er  hadat  met  me  here; 
I  ne'er  had  aeen  yon  glonoua  throne  in  peace. 

Thy  poweia  are  great,  originally  grpat, 


And  purified  even  at  the  fount  of  Kglit. 
Exert  them  novr,  call  all  their  vigour  oat  j 
Take  room,  think  vaatly,  meditate  inteneelyv 
Reaaon  pn^nd|y;  aend  conjecture  fbltl^ 
Let  fiuocy  ily,  atoop  down,  aaoeod;  all  kngtl^ 
All  breadth  explore,  all  moral,  all  divine; 
Aak  prudence,  juatioe,  mercy  aak,  and  n^gfats 
Weigh  good  vrith  evil,,  balance  right  with  wxoq 
With  virtue  vice  compare,  haired  vrith  love; 
God'a  holineae,  Qod'a  juatice,  and  God'a  truth. 
Deliberately  and  cantioualy  compare 
With  infill,  wicked,  rile,  rebellwua  man; 
And  aee  if  thou  canat  puniahain,  and  let 
Mankind  go  free.    Thou  fidlat ;  be  not  i 
I  bade  thee  aearch  in  vain.    Eternal  love^ 
Haip,  lift  thy  voioe  on  high!  etenial  Inva^ 
Eternal,  aovereign  love,  and  aaiereign  gcaca^ 
Wildom,  and  power,,  and  mercy  infinite^ 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Spirit,  Ggd, 
Deviaed  the  wondroua  {4an,  deviaed,  acliiBivwl^ 
And  in  achieving  made  the  marvel  mora. 
Attend,  ye  heavena !  ya  heaven  of  hoavenal  i 
Attend  and  wonder,  wonder  evermore  I 
When  man  had  faUen,  rabeilad,  inaulled  Gods 
Waa  moat  polluted,  yet  moat  madly  proud; 
Indebted  infinitely,  yet  moat  poor; 
Captive  to  ain,  yet  vrilling  to^be  bound: 
To  Grod'a  inccaaaiid  juatioe  and  hot  wrath 
Expoaed,  due  victim  of  eternal  death 
And  utter  w<^«-Haip,Jift  thy  voice  on  higUl 
Ye  eveilaating  hilla  2  ye  angek !  bow, 
Bow,  ye  redeemed  f»f  men  (— <3od  wan  made  fltak 
And  dwelt  vrith  man  on  earth  1  theSonoCGod^ 
Only  begotten,  and  wail  beloved,  between 
Men  and  hia  Father'a  juatice  interpooed{ 
Put  human  nature  on;  Hia  wrath  auatained; 
And  in  their  name  auflbred,  obeyed^  and  dlai^ 
Making  hie  aoul  an  of&ring  fi>r  rin; 
luat  for  unjuat,  and  innocence  for  guilt, 
By  doing,  aujQbring,  dying,  nneonahramed, 
Save  by  (Mnnipotence  of  boundieae  fln^oa^ 
Complete  atonement  made  to  God  appeaaed ; 
Made  honourable  hia  inaulted  law. 
Turning  the  wrath  aaido  finm  pardoned  ] 
Thua  Truth  and  Mercy  met,  and  J 
Stooping  fromhigheat  heaven,  embracedfoirPMoi^ 
That  vralked  the  earth  in  Hdlovrahip  vrith  Low. 

O  love  divine!  O  mercy  infinite  I 
The  jRidience  here  in  glowing  rapture  ht6k% 
O  love,  all  height  above,  all  depth  bebw, 
Surpaaring  for  all  knowledge,  all  deaiia^ 
All  thought!   TbeBoly  Onaforainneadtal 
The  Lord  of  life  for  guilty  rebela  Ueeda, 
dtienchee  eternal  fira  vrith  blood  divinel 
Abundant  mercy !  overflowing  grace  1 
There,  whence  I  came,  I  aotnething  heard  of  bmb 
Their  name  had  reached  ua,  and  ngatt  did  apoik 
Of  aome  abominable  horrid  thing,- 
Of  denante  <?ffifiitffft  Uier  had  conunitted. 
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And  son^thiog  toe  ef  wondrous  grace  we  heard. 
And  oft  of  our  celealial  vkUants 

,  Whai  man,  what  Grod  had  done,  inquired ;  but 

they, 

L         Forhid,  our  aaking  never  met  directly, 
Exhorting  still  to  penevere  upright, 

.       .  ^d  we  should  hear  in  heaven,  though  greatly 

;  blest 

Ofpelves,  new  wonders  of  Qed*s  wondrous  love. 

I         This  hinting,  keener  appetite  to  know 

Awaked ;  and  as  we  talked,  and  much  adoueed 
What  new  we  there  should  ieima,  we  hasted  each 
To  nourish  virtue  to  perfection  «>p, 

i         That  we  might  have  our  wondering  resolved 
An4  leave  of  louder  praise  to  greater  deeds 
Ofloving  kindness  due.    Mysterious  love  I 
GKmI  was  made  flesh,  and  dwelt  with  men  on  earth  I 
Blood  holy,  blood  divine  for  sinners  shed ! 
My  asking  ends,  but  makes  my  wonder  meie. 
Saviour  of  men !  bencefcrth  be  thou  my  ^ie»e;  ' 
Redeeming  love,  my  study  day  and  night 
Mankind  were  lost,  all  lost,  and  all  redeemedi 

Thou  ecrst  again,  but  innocently  errst, 
Not  knowing  sin'^  depravity,  nor  man's 
Sinoeva  and  persevering  wiekednev. 
AU  were  redeemed )  Not  all)  or  thoo  hadst  heard 
No  human  voice  in  hell.    Many  refused, 
Although  beseeched,  refuted  to  be  redeemed, 
Rsdeemed  from  death  to  life,  from  wo  to  bliss  1 

Canst  thou  believe  my  song  when  thus  I  singl 
When  man'  had  fallen,  was  rained,  hopeless,  lost — 
Ye  choral  harps !  ye  angels  that  excel 
In  Btrengthl  and  loudest,  ye  redeemed  of  men! 
To  Qod,  to  Him  th«t  sits  upon  the  throne 
On  higb,  and  to  the  Lamb,  sing  honour,  sing 
Dominion,  glory,  blessing  sing,  and  praise  I — 
When  man  had  iaUen,  was  onned,  hopeless,  lost, 
Messiah,  Prince  of  Peace,  Eternal  King, 
Died,  that  the  dead  maght  live,  the  lest  be  saved. 
Wonder,  O  lieavens  I  and  be  astonished,  earth  I 
Thou  aaeient,  thou  ibj^gotteii  earth  J  ye  worids  adr 

miwl 
Admire  and  be  confounded!  and  thou  hell, 
Deepen  tiiy  eternal  gcoan !— men  wouU  not  be 
Redeemed,  --I  speak  of  many,  not  of  all,— 
Would  not  be  saved  for  lost,  have  life  for  death '. 
Mysterbus  song  1  t' e  new  arrived  exclaimed, 
Mysterioos  mercy  i  most  mysterious  hate! 
To  disobey  vnm  mad,  this  madder  lar, 
Incurable  insanity  of  will  ( 
What  now  but  vrrath  could  guHty  men  expect  9 
What  more  could  k>ve,  what  ilxice  oouM  maicy  do? 
No  more,  resumed  the  bard,  no  more  they  eould. 
Thou  hast  seen  hell.    The  widced  there  lament 
And  wfayl  for  hwe  and  mercy  twice  despised. 
The  hodxHidman,  who  slu^ishly  forgot 
In  spring  to  plough  and  sow,  could  censure  n«n 
Though  winter  elamonred  xonnd  his  empty  ban& 
Bu^  he  who,  having  thus  neglected,  did 


Refuse,  when  autumn  came,  >and  fiimine  threat- 
ened,   . 

To  reap  the  golden  field  that  charity 
Bestowed ;  nay,  more  obdurate,  proud,  and  blind, 
And  stupid  0dll,  refused,  though  muph  beseeched, 
And  long  entreated,  even  with  Mercy's  tears, 
To  eat  what  to  his  very  lips  was  held. 
Cooked  temptingly, — ^he  certainly^  at  least, 
Deserved  to  die  of  hunger,  Unbemoaned. 
Se  did  the  wicked  spurn  the  grace  of  Giod ; 
And  so  were  punished  with  the  second  death. 
The  first,  Ao  doubt,  punition  less  severe     - 
Intended ;  death,  belike,  of  jJl  entire. 
But  this  incurred,  by  God  discharged,  and  Hie 
Freely  presented,  and  again  despised, 
Despised,  though  bought  with  Mef<*v's  proper 

blood, 

'Twas  this  dug  hell,  and  kindled  all  iU  boundi 
With  wrath  and  inextinguishaUe  fire. 

Free  was  the  ofler,  free  to  all,  of  Hie 
And  of  salvation ;  but  the  proud  of  heart. 
Because  'twas  free,  would  not  accept ;  and  still 
To  merit  willed ;  and  choosing,  thus  unshipped, 
Uncompassed,  unprovisioned,  and  bestonned, 
To  swim  a  sea  of  breadth  immeasumble. 
They  scorned  the  goodly  bark,  whose  wings  the 
V      breath 

Of  God's  eternal  Spirit  filled  lor  heaven, 
That  stopped  to  take  them  in,  and  so  were  lost 

What'  wonders  dost  thou  tell  7   To  merit,  htmt 
Of  creature  meriting  in  light  of  God, 
As  right  of  service  done,  I  never  heaiod 
Tin  now.    We  never  fell ;  in  virtue  stood 
Upright,  and  persevered  in  holiness; 
But  stood  by  grace,  by  grace  we  persevered. 
Ourselves,  our  deeds,  our  holiest,  highest  dee^ 
Unworthy  aught ;  grace  worthy  endless  praise^ 
If  we  fly  swift,  obedient  to  his  will. 
He  gives  ua  wings  to  fly ;  if  we  resist 
TemptiitkAi,  and  ne'er  fiJl,  it  is  his  shield 
Omnipotent  tiiat  wards  it  off;  if  we, 
With  kwe*  unquenchable,  befirae  him  bum, 
'Tis  h«  that  lights  and  keeps  alive  the  flame. 
Men  surely  lost  their  reason  in  their  fidl. 
And  did  not  understand  the  ofi^  made. 

They  might  have  understood,  the  bard  replied;: 
They  had  the  Bible.    Hast  thou  ever  beaid 
Ofsuchabookl   The  author,  God  himself ; 
The  sul^,  God  and  man,  sahalion,  lifb 
And  death— eternal  life,  eternal  deadk—    * 
Diead  words !  whose  meaning  baa  no  end,  B0> 

bounds —     '    t 
Most  wondrous  book  I  bright  oaodleof  the  Locdl 
Star  of  eternity !  tt»  only  star 
By  which  the  bark  of  man  could  navigate 
The  sea  of  life,  and  gain  the  coast  of  UiM 
Securely !  only  star  which  rotfe  on  Time, 
And  on  ite  dark  and  troubled  billows,  still, 
Ajb  generalion,  drifting  swifUy  br, 
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Succeeded  generation,  threw  a  ray 

Of  heaven's  own  light,  and  to  the  hillfi  of  Grod, 

The  eternal  hills,  pointed  the  sinner's  eye. 

By  prophets,  seeza,  and  priests,  and  sacred  bards, 

ETangeJists,  apostles,  men  inspired. 

And  by  the  Holy  Ghost  anointed,  set 

Apart  and  consecrated  to  declare 

To  Earth  the  counseh  of  the  Eternal  One, 

This  book,  this  holiest,  this  sublimest  book, 

Wa^  sent.    Heaven's  wiU>,  Heaven's  code  of  laws 

entire. 
To  man,  this  book  contained ;  defined  the  bounds 
Of  vice  and  virtue,  and  of  life  and  death ; 
And  what  was  shadow,  what  was  substance  taught. 
Much  it  revealed ;  important  all ;  the  least 
Worth  -more  than  what  else  seemed  of  highest 

worth, 
fiut  this  of  plainest,  most  essential  truth : 
That  God  is  one,  eternal,  holy,  just, 
Omnipotent,  omiiiscient,  infinite ; 
Most  wise,  most  good,  mos(  merciful  and  true ; 
In  all  perfection  most  unchangeable : 
That  nvin,  that  every  man  of  every  clime 
And  hue,  of  every  age  and  every  n^ik, 
Was  bad,  by  nature  and  by  practice  bad ; 
in  understan<]ingbllnd,4n  wiU  perverse. 
In  heart  corrupt ;  in  every  thought,  and  word, 
imagination,  passion,  and  desire. 
Most  utterly  depraved  throughout,  and  ill, 
'In  sight  of  Heaven,  though  less  in  sight  of  man ; 
At  enmity  with  Gkxl  his  maker  bom, 
And  by  his  very  fife  an  heir  of  death : 
'That  man,  that  every  man  was,  fitrther,  most  • 
'Unable  to  redeem  himself,  or  pay 
One  mite  of  hit  Ta^t  debt  to  God",  nay,  more, 
Was 'most  reluctant  and  averM  to  be 
^Redeemed,  and  nn's  most  voluntary  slave : 
That  Jesus,  Son  of  Gtod,  of  Mary  bom  ' 
In  Bethlehem,  and  by  Pilate  crucified        ^ 
On  Calvary,  fiyr  man  thus  fkllen  and  lost, 
il>ied ;  and,  by  death,  life  and  salvtation  bought, 
.And  perfect  righteousness,  for  all  who  should 
In  his  great  name  believe :   That  He,  the  third 
In  the  eternal  Essence,  to  the  prayer 
Sincere  should  come,  should  come  as  soon  as  asked, 
Proceeding  from  the  Father  and  the  Son,  ■ 
To  give  faith  and  repentance,  such  as  Qod 
Accepts ;  to  open  the  intellectual  eyes, 
Blinded  by  sin ;  to  bend  the  stubborn  will, 
Perversely  to  the  side  of  Wrong  inclined, 
*To  GhKl  and  his  commandments,  just  and  good ; 
The  wild,  rebellious  passions  io  subdue, 
And  bring  them  back  to  harmony  with  heaven; 
To  purify  the  conscience,  and  to  lead 
The  mind  into  sll  truth,  and  to  adom 
With  every  holy  ornament  of  grace. 
And  sanctify  the  whole  renewed  soul, 
Which  henceforth  might  no  more  fall  totally, 
JBut  persevere,  though  erring  oft,  aanidst 


The  mists  of  Time,  in  piety  to  God, 

And  sacced  worics  of  charity  to  men : 

That  he  who  thus  believed,  and  practised  thnsi, 

Should  have  his  sins  forgiven,  howeyei  vile ; 

Should  be  sustained  at  mid-day,  inorn,  and  e««i» 

By  God's  omnipotent,  'eternal  grace : 

And  in  the  evil  hour  of  sore  disease, 

Temptation,  persecution,  war,  and  death, — 

For  tiemporal  death,  although  unstihged,  lemafc^ 

ed,- 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  Almighty's  wings 
Should  sit  unhurt,  and  at  the  judgment-day, 
Should  share  the  resurrection  of  the  just, 
And  reign  with  Christ  in  bliss  for  evermore : 
That  all,  however  named,  however  great, 
Who  would  not  thus  believe,  nor  practise  that, 
But  in  their  sins  impenitent  remained. 
Should  in  perpetual  fear  and  terror  live; 
Should  die  unpardoned,  unredeemed,  unsaved ; 
And,  at  the  hour  of  doom,  should  be  cast  out 
To  utter  darkness  in  the  night  of  hell. 
By  mercy  and  by  God  abandoned  there 
To  reap  the  harvests  of  eternal  wo. 

This  did  the  book  declare  in  obvious  phrase^ 
In  most  sincere  and  honest  phrase,  by  God  ' 
Himself  selected  and  arranged,  so  clear, 
So  plain,  so  perfectly  distinct,  that  none. 
Who  read  with  humble  wish  to  understand, 
And  asked  the  Spirit,  given  to  all  who  asked. 
Could  miss  their  meaning,  blazed  in  heavenly  h^jhi. 

This  book,  this  holy  book,  on  every  line 
Marked  with  the  seal  of  high  divinity. 
On  every  leaf  bedewed  with  drops  of  lovs 
Divine,  and  with  the  eternal  heraldry 
And  signature  of  G^od  Almighty  stamped 
From  first  to  last,  this  ray  of  sacred  light, 
This  lamp,  from  off  the  everlasting  throne, 
Mercy  took  down,  and  in  the  night  of  Time 
Stood,  casting  on  the  dark  her  gracious  bow; 
And  evermore  beseeching  men,  with  tears 
And  earnest  sighs,  to  read,  believe,  and  live. 
And  many  to  her  voice  gave  ear,  and  read, 
Believed,  obeyeijf;  and  now,  as  the  Amen, 
Trae,  Faithful  Witness  swore,  with  snowy  ieb« 
And  branchy  palms,  surround  the  fount  of  fife, 
And  drink  the  streams  of  immortality. 
For  ever  happy,  and  "for  ever  young. 

Many  believed ;  but  more  the  troth  of  God 
Turned  to  a  Ue;  deceiving  and  deceived; 
Each  with  the  accursed  sorcery  of  sin, 
To  his  own  wish  and  vile  propensity 
Transforming  stiH  the  meaning  of  the  text. 

Hear,  while  I  briefly  tell  what  mortals  proved, 
By  effi>rt  vast  of  mgpnuity, 
Most  wondrous,  though  perverse  and  damnable, 
Proved  from  the  Bible^  which,  as  thou  hast  haaod 
So  plainly  spoke  that  all  could  understand. 
First,  and  not  least  in  number,  argued  some, 
From  out  this  boc^  itself,  it  was  a  lie, 
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A  &ble  firaaied  by  crafty  men  to  cheat 

The  siiiiple  herd,  and  make  them  bow  the  knee 

To  kinf^  and  priests.   These  in  their  wisdom  left 

The  light  revealed,  and  turned  to  fancies  wild ;  ■ 

Maintaining' loud,  that  mined,  helpless  man, ' 

Needed  no  Savioar.    Others  proved  that  men 

Might  live  and  die  in  sin,  and  yet  be  saved,^ 

For  «>  it  was  decreed ;  binding  the 

By  God  left  free,  to  unconditior^^^^  "i  '^ 

UnreCflonable  late.    Others  IJIe^       <^ 

That  he  who«was  most  crimj 

Condemned,  and  dead,  anai< 

The  heights  of  virtue;  to  a 

Giving  a  lame,  half-way  obediei 

By  useleeB  eflfort  only  serv^  to  show 

The  impotence  of  him  who  vainly  strove 

With  finite  arm  to  measure  infinite ; 

Most  useless  efibrt,  when  to  justify 

In  sight  of  God  it  meant,  as  proof  of  fidth 

Most  acceptable  and  worthy  of  all  praise. 

Another  held,  and  from  the  Bible  held. 

He  was  infallible,  most  fallen  by  such 

Pretence ;  that  none  the  Scriptures,  open  to  all| 

And  most  to  humble-hearted,  ought  to  read, 

But  priests ;  that  all  who  ventured  to  disclaim 

His  foraged  authority,  inctirred  the  wrath 

Of  Heaven ;  and  he  who,  in  the  blood  of  such, 

Though  father,  mother,  daughter,  wife,  or  son, 

Imbrued  his  hands,  did  most  religious  work, 

Well  pleanng  to  the  heart  of  the  Most  High. 

Others  in  outward  rite  devotion  placed, 

In  meats,  in  drinks,  in  robe  of  certain  riiape, 

In  bodily  abasements,  bended  kneea; 

Days,  numbers,  places,  vestments,  words,  and 

names; 
Absurdly  in  their  hearts' imagining. 
That  God,  like  men,  was  pleased  with  outward 

show. 
Another,  stranger  and  more  wicked  still, 
'  With  dark  and  dolorous  labour,  iU  applied, 
With  many  a  gripe  of  conscience,  and  with  most 
Unhealthy  and  abdrtive  reasoning. 
That  brought  his  sanity  to  serious  doubt, 
'Mong  wito  and  honest  men,  maintained  that  He, 
First  Wisdom,  Great  Messiah,  Prince  of  Peace^ 
The  second  of  the  uncreated  Three, 
^  Was  naught  but  man,  of  earthly  origin : 
Thus  making  void  the  sacrifice  divine, 
And  leaving  guilty  men,  God's  holy  law 
Still  unatoned,  to  work  them  endless  death. 

These  are  a  part ;  but  to  relate  thee  all 
The  monstrous,  unbapCized  fantasies, 
Imaginations  fearfully  absurd, 
Hobgoblin  rites,  and  moon-struck  reveries, 
Distracted  creeds,  and  visionary  dreams. 
More  bodiless  and  hideously  misshapen 
Than  ever  fancy,  at  the  noon  of  night. 
Playing  at  will,  framed  in  the  madman*s  brain,  ' 
That  from  this  book  of  simple  truth  were  pioired, 
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Were  proved,  as  foolish  men  yrem  wont  to  prove, 
Would  bring  my  word  in  doubt,  and  thy  belief 
Stagger,  though  here  I  sit  and  sing,  within 
The  pale  of  truth,  where  falsehood  never  came. 

The  rest,  who^  lost  the  heavenly  light  revved, 
Not  wishing  to  retain  QoA  in  their  minds. 
In  darkness  wandered  on.    Yet  could  they  not, 
tjigh  mora]  night  around  them  drew  her  pa^ 
^inH^i  rest  in  utter  unbelief 
The  v<;^  Whin,  the  voice  of  God,  that  naught 
(<sii|Un^  W  ^I^P)  though  steeped  in  sorceries 
w  iiei,  j^  iiuch  abused  by  whisperings 
Of  A^ilLspij^  in  the  dark,  announced 

;ment  and  a  Judge,  a  day 
_  or  bliss :  'and,  being  ill 

At  ease,  for  gods  they  chose  them  stocks  and  stones, 
Reptiles,  tod  weeds,  and  beasts,  and  creeping 

things, 
And  ^irits  accursed,  ten  thousand  deities! 
Imagined  worse  than  he  who  craved  their  peace; 
And,  bowing,  worshipped  these,  as  best  beseemed, 
Wfth  midnight  revelry  obscejfie  and  loud; 
With  dark,  infernal,  devilish  ceremonies. 
And  horrid  sacrifice  of  human  flesh. 
That  made  the  fair  heavens  bhnh.    So  bad  wa* 

iin; 
So  lost,  so  rmned,  so  depraved  was  man. 
Created  first  in  God's  own  image  fair. 

Oh,  cursed,  cursed  Sm !  traitor  to  God, 
And  miner  of  man !  mother  of  Wo, 
And  Death,  and  Hellf  wretched,  yet  seeking 


Polluted  roost,  yet  wallowing  in  the  mire ; 
Most  mad,  yet  drinking  Frenzy's  giddy  cup; 
Depth  ever  deepening,  darkness  darkeiiing  sdll ; 
FoUy  for  wisdom,  guilt  for  innocence ; 
Anguish  for  rapture,  and  for  hope  despair ; 
DeAroyed,  destrojping;  in  toitnenting,  pained; 
Unawed  by  wrath,  by  mercy  unredahned ; 
Thing  most  unsightly,  most  foiiom,  most  sad, 
Thy  time  on  earth  is  passed,  thy  war  with  Gtod 
And  holiness.    But  who,  oh,  who  shall  tell. 
Thy  uniepentaUe  and  rmnous thoughts! 
Thy  sighs,  thy  groans !  who  reckon  thy  burning 

tears. 
And  damned  looks  of  everiasting  grief. 
Where  now,  with  those  who  took  their  part  with 

thee. 
Thou  dtt'st  in  heU,  gnawed  by  the  eternal  Worm, 
To  hurt  no  more,  on  all  the  hdy  hills  I 

That  those,  deserting  once  the  lamp  of  truth, 
Should  wander  ever  on,  from  worse  to  wofst ' 
Erroneously,  thy  wonder  needs  not  ask : 
But  that  enlightened,  reasonable  men. 
Knowing  themselves  accountable,  to  whom 
God  spoke  from  heaven,  and  by  his  servants  warn* 

ed, 
Both  day  and  night,  with  earnest  pleading  vmob^ 
Of  retribution  equal  to  their  works, 
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Should  penevera  in  etil,  vni  be  lost, — 
Tfai*  itrangeneas,  this  unpardonable  guift, 
Demanda  an  anfwer,  which  my  ton^  anibUi^ 
In  pan,  directly;  but,  hereafter,  more. 
To  Aatiafy  thy  wonder  thou  shah  learn, 
Inferring  much  from  What  is  yet  to  sing. 

Know,  then,  of  pien  who  aat  in  highest  plan, 
Exalted,  and  &ff  sin  by  oihen  done 
Were  chargeable,  the  king  and  priests  wen  cfaiet 
Many  were  faithful,  boty,  just,  upright, 
Faithfiii  to  GK)d  and  man,  Aiigning  renowned 
In  righteousness,  and,  to  the  people,  loud 
And  fearless,  speakii^  all  the  words  of  life. 
These,  at'tfae  judgment^y,  aa  thou  ahalt  twar, 
Abundant  harvest  iteaped.    But  many,  too^ 
Alas,  how  many  I  famous  new  in  hell, 
Were  wicked,  pruel,  tyrajinoua,  and  vile ; 
Ambitious  of  themselves,  abandoned,  mad; , 
And  still  from  asrvanta  hssting  lo  be  godsy 
8uch  gods  as  now  they  serve  in  Erebua. 
I  pass  tlwir  lewd  example  by,  that  led 
So  m^ny  wrong,  for  courtly  lesbian  lost. 
And  proTe  them  guiHy  ef  one  crime  alone. 
Of  every  wi<;ked  ruler,  prince  supreme, 
Or  magistrate  be)ow,  the  one  intent^ 
Purpose,  desire,  and  struggle,  day  and  Di|^t, 
Was  evermoR  to  wiest  tbe  crown  fimn  off 
Messiah's  head,  and  put  it  on  his  own ; 
And  in  Qis  place  give  spiritual  laws  to  men ; 
To  bind  religion,  free  by  birth,  by  God 
And  nature  free,  and  made  sccountaUe 
To  none  but  Grod,  behind  the  wheels  of  stale ; 
To  make  the  holy  altar,  when  thePiince 
Of  life,  incarnate,  bled  to  ransom  man, 
A  footstool  to  the  throne.    For  thif  they  mst, 
Assembled,  counselled,  meditated,  planned  \ 
Devised  in  open  and  in  secret ;  and  for  this 
Enacted  creeds  of  wondrous  texture,  creeds 
The  Q^ble  never  ovnied,  unsanctioned  too» 
And  reprobate  in  heaven ;  but  by  the  power 
That  made,— exerted  now  in  gentler  form, 
Monopolizing  rights  and  privileges, 
Equal  to.  all,  and  waving  now  the  sword 
Of  persecution  lieree,  tempered  in  hell,— 
Forced  en  the  conscience  of  inferior  men : 
The  conscience,  that  sole  monaichy  in  man, 
Owing  allegiance  to  no  earthly  prince; 
Made  by  the  edict  of  creation  free; 
Made  sacred,  made  above  aU  human  laws; 
Holding  of  heaven  akme;  of  meet  divine 
And  indefeasible  authority; 
An  individual  eovereignty,  that  none 
-  Created  might,  unpunished,  bind  er  touch ; 
Unbound,  save  by  the  eternal  laws  of  God^ 
And  unamenable  to  all  below. 

Thus  did  the  uncircumcised  potentates 
Of  earth  debase  religion  in  the  sight 
Of  those  they  ruledj  who^  looking  up,  beheld 
The  fai«-  celestial  gift  despised,  enslaved } 


And,  mimickjng  the  folly  of  the  gnat, 
With  prompt  docility  despised  her  too. 

The  prinoB  dt  magistrate,  hoWever  nasied 
Or  .praised,  who,  knowing  better,  aoted  thue^ 
Was  wicked,'  and  received,  as  he  deWved, 
Damnation.  But  the  unfaithful  priest,  what  to^gor 
Enough  shaU  execiatel   His  doctrine  may 
Be  passed,  though  mixed  with  most  ■nhaBosiud 

leaven, 
That  proved,  to  those  wbe  foolishly  peilook, 
Eternal  bitterness.    But  thk  was  stiH 
His  sin,  beneath  what  cloak  soever  veiled, 
His  ever  glowing  and  perpetual  sni, 
First,  last,  and  middle  thought,  whence  every  wiik 
Whence  every  action  roee,  and  ended  both: 
To  mount  te  place,  and  power  of  Wiotidlj  eoit; 
To  ape  the  gaudy"  pomp  and  equ^pi^ 
Of  earthly  state,  and  on  his  milred  hiow 
To  place  a  royal  crown.    For  this  he  sold 
The  sacred  truth  to  him  who  most  woukl  gtm 
Of  titles,  beneficee,  honours^  names; 
For  thk  betrayed  his  Master;  and  for  this 
Made  merchandize  ef  th^  HumoKlal  souls 
Committed  to  his  care^    This  was  his  sin. 

Of  all  whoo6ke  held  unfoiriy,  none 
Couki  plead  excuse  ^  he  least  and  lest  of  all. 
By  solenm,  awfhl  oeiemony,  he 
Was  set  apart  to  speak  the  tnith  entire. 
By  action  and  by  woid;  and  round  him  stood 
The  people,  from  hie  lipa  expecting  knowledga 
One  day  in  seven,  the  Holy  Sabbath  termed. 
They  stood ;  for  he  had  sworn,  in  f^oe  of  Ood 
And  man,  to  deal  sincerely  with  their  souls; 
To  preach  the  go^iel  for  the  goepel'eeake; 
Had  sworn  to  hate  and  put  away  all  pride, 
AU  vanity,  all  love  of  earthly  pomp; 
To  seek  all  mercy,  meekness,  truflk,  and  grateu^ 
And  being  so  endowed  himself,  and  taught, 
In  them  like  worim  of  holiness  totnMwe; 
Dividing  faithfbUy  the  word  of  life. 
And  oft  indeed  the  word  of  lifo  he  toi^; 
But  practising  as  thou'  hast  heaid,  who  could 
Believe!.  Thus  was  Rebgkm  wounded  bom* 
At  her  uwn  altars^  and  amoQg  her  friende. 
The  people  went  away,  and,  like  the  prieat, 
Fulfilling  what  the  j^rophet  spoke  before, 
For  honour  strove,  imd  wealth,  and  place.  tm\i 
The  preach^  had  raheaned  an  idle  tale. 
The  enemies  of  Qod  rejoiced,  and  bud 
The  unbeliever  laughed,  boasting  a  lifo 
Of  foirer  character  than  his,  who  owned, 
For  king  and  guide,  the  undefiled  One. 

Meet  guilty,  villaaous,  dishonest  man  I 
Wolf  in  the  cfothing  of  the  gentle  Iambi 
Dark  traitor  in  Messiah's  holy  camp  1 
Leper  in  saintly  garb !  assassin  masked 
In  Virtue's  robe !  vfle  hypocrite  accuifeed. 
I  strive  in  vain  to  eet  his  evil  forth  1 
The  wunbthut  should  euflksienar  Monni 
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And  execrate  each  reprobate,  had  need 
Come  glfywing  ttom  the  Upe  of  eldest  hell. 
Among  the  saddest  in  the  den  of  wo, 
TBon  sawBt  him  saddest,  'mong  the  danund;  most 


But  why  should  I  with  indignation  bum, 
Not  well  beseenang  here,  and  long  forgot  7 
^  Or  .whj  one  oensiire  lor  another's  sin  1 
'  Each  W  his  ooosdence,  each  his  reason,  will, 
And  undeistandlng,for  himself  to  search, 
To  ehosss,  r^eot,  believe,  consider,  act       i 
And  Qod  prscliinied  fiom  heaten,  and  by  an 

o«th 
Confirmed,  that  oaeh  should  answer  <br  himself: 
And  as  his  own  peonliai  work  should  b«| 
Bone  by  his  jumper  self,  should  live  or  die. 
But  sin,  deceitful  and  deceiving  still. 
Had  gained  the.  heart,  and  reason  led  astray,  v 

A  strafes  belief  that  leaned  iU  idiot  back 
On  fiiUy's  topmost  twig,~beUef  that  Qod, 
liost  wise,  had  made  fc  woild,  had  cKatuBM  made, 
Beneath  liis  case  to  goveym  and  |ifW0et,-«- 
DevDured  its  thousands.    Reason,  not  the  tnio, 
Learned,  deepi,  sober,  oompiehensive,  sounds 
But  bigoted,  eo»«yed,  shoit-sigfaled  ReasoUi 
Most  nalons,  and  sometimes,  ao  doubt,  siBooKC^ 
Devoured  its  thousands.    Vanity  to  be 
Renowned  £>r  creed  eoeontrical,  devoured 
Its  thousands;  but  a  lazy,  corpulent, 
.  And  over^redttlouB  fidth,  that  leaned  on  all. 
k  met,  nor  asked  if 'twis  a  reed  oc  oak; 
Stepped  on,  but  never  earoMt^  inquired 
Whether  to  heaven  or  hell  the  journey  led, 
Bevouied  its  tans  of  thousands,  and  its  hands 
Made  reddest  in  the  precious  Uood  of  souls. 

In  Time's  pursoits  men  ran  till  out  of  breath. 
The  astronomer  soared  up,  alid  counted  stars, 
And  gazed,  and  gazed  upon^tbs  heaven's  bqght 

Tin  he  dropped  down  dim-eyed  into  the  grave. 

The  nnmeiijt^  in  caku]ai|ions  deep. 

Grew  gray.    The  merchant  at  his  desk  expired. 

The  statesman  hunted  for  another  place, 

Till  death  o'ertook  him,  and  made  him  his  prey. 

The  miser  spent  his  eldest  energy 

In  grasi^ng  for  another  mite.    The  scribe 

Rubbed  pensively  his  old  and  withered  brow, 

Devinng  new  impediments  to  hold 

In  doubt,  the  suit  that  threatened  to  end  too 

soon. 
The  priest  collected  tithes,  and  pleaded  rights 
OfdecimaUon  to  the  very  last. 
In  science,,  learning,  all  philosophy, 
Men  Uboured  all  their  daya,  and  laboured  hard| 
And,  dying,  sighed  how  litUe  they  had  done. 
But  in  religion,  they  at  once  grew  wise. 
A  creed  in  print,  though  never  undenttood ; 
A  theologie  system  on  the  shel( 


Was  qiiritual  loi«.enoOgh,  and  served  theii  turn; 
But  served  it  ill.    They  sinned,  and  never  knew. 
For  what  the  Bible  said  of  good  and  bad, 
Of  holiness  and  sin,  they  never  asked; 

Absujnd,  prodigioosiy  absuni,  to  think 
That  man's  minute  and  ftMe  iaoukies, 
Even  in  the  veiy  childhood  of  his  being, 
With  mortalahadowsdimme^  and  wrapped  aiound. 
Could  coR^ireheod  at  once  the  mighty  sdieme^ 
Where  rolled  the  ocean  of  eternal  love; 
Where  wisdom  infinite  its  master-stroke 
Displayed;  and  whei«  omnipotence,  oppressed,  • 
Did  travail  in  the  greatness  of  Its  stsengtb; 
And  everlasting  justice  HAed  up 
The  sword  to  smite  the  guiltless  Son  of  Gk)d;    '  ' 
And  mercy  smiling  bade  the  sinner  gol 
RedemptiMi  is  the  scienee  and  the  song 
Ofattetq^aity.    Aichangels  day 
And  night  into  its  gkwies  look.    The  saints, 
The  elders  round  the  Throae^  old  in  the  yean 
Of  heavoi,  examine  it  perpetual^ ; 
And,  every  hour,  get  oleater,  ampler  view* 
Of  right  and  wrong ;  see  virtue's  beauty  aioM ; 
See  vice  more  utteriy  depraved  and  vile ; 
And  this,  with  a  move  peilect  hatred,  haU; 
That  daily  love  with  a  more  peifoct  love. 

But  whether  I  ibr  man's  perdition  bUme 
Office  administered  amiss,  pursuit 
Of  pleasure  ^dss,  penveited  reason  blind. 
Or  indolence  that  ne'er  inquired ;  I  blame 
Effect  and  consequence,  the  branch,  the  feaf. 
Who  finds  the  fbunt.and  bitter  root,  the  fint 
And  guiltiest  cause  whence  sprung  this  endkti 

Must  deep  descend  into  (he  human  heart. 
And  find  it  there.    Dread  passionl  making  smb 
On  eaith,  and  even  in  hell,  if  ^ercy  yet 
Would  stoop  po  low,  unwilling  to  be  saved. 
If  saved  by  grace  of  Qod.    Hear,  then,  in  brief. 
What  peopled  hell,  what  holds  its  pnsonen  then* 

Pride,  self-adoring  pride,  was  primal  cause 
Of  all  sin.passed,  all  pain,  all  wo  to  come. 
Unconquerable  pride!  first,  eldest  sin, 
Great  fountain-head  of  evil!  highest  source, 
Whence  flowed  rebellion  'gainst  the  Omnipoteal, 
Whenee  hate  of  man  to  man,  and  all  else  ilL 
Pride  at  the  bottom  of  the  human  heart 
Lay,  and  gave  root  and  nourishment  to  all 
That  grew  above.    Great  ancestor  of  vice ! 
Hate,  unbelief,  and  blasphemy  of  God; 
Envy  and  slander,  malice  and  revenge; 
And  murder,  and  deceit,  and  every  birth 
Of  damned  sort,  was  progeny  of  pride. 
It  was  the  ever-moving,  acting  ftroe,  ' 

The  constant  aim,,  and  the  most  thirsty  wist 
Of  every  sinner  unrenewed,  to  be 
A  god ;  in  purple  or  in  rags,  to  have 
Himself  adored.    Whatever  shape  or  fimn 
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Hk  actions  took,  whatever  pbr^ae  he  threw 
Ahout  hiB  thoughts,  or'oiantle  o'er  his  hie,  • 
To  be  the  highest,  was  the  inward  cause 
Of  all;  the  purpose  of  th«  heart  to  be 
Set  up,  admired,  obeyed.    But  who  Would  bo^ 
The  knee  to  one  who  served  and  was  dependent? 
Hence  man's  perpetual  struggle,  night  and  day, 
To  prove  he  was  his  own  proprietor, 
And  independent  of  his  Giod,  that  what 
lie  had  might  be  esteemed  his  4>wn,  and  praised 
As  such.    He  labouied  still  and  tried  to  stand 
Abne,  unpropped,  to  be  obliged  to  none; 
A^d  in  the  madnises  of  his  pride,  be  bade 
His  Gh)d  farewell,  and  turned  away  to  be 
Affod  himself:  reserving  to  rely, 
Wnatever  came,  upon  his  own  right  hand. 
O  desperate  frenzy!  madness  of  the  wiUJ 
And  drunkeimesBof  the  heart  \  that  naoght  eould 

quench 
But  floods  of  wo,  poured  from  the  ssa  of  wrath, 
Behind  which  mercy  «et.    To  think  to  turn 
The  back  on  life  original,  and  live ! 
The  ereatuie  to  set  up  a  rival  thionis 
In  the  Creator's  realm !  to  deify 
A  worm!  and  in  the  sight  of  Godbe  proudl 
T6  lift  an  arm  of  flesh  against  the  shafts 
Of  the  Omnipotent,  and,  midst  his  wrath. 
To  seek  for  happiness  I— insanity 
Most  mad !  guilt  most  complete !  Seest  thoa  thoM 

worids 
That  roll  at  various  distance  roundthe  throne 
Of  God,  innumerous,  and  fill  the  calm 
Of  heaven  vrith  sweetest  harmony,  when  saints 
And  angels  sleepi   As  one  of  thess,  from  love 
Centripetid,  withdrawing,  and  from  light, 
And  heat,  and  nourishment  cut  off,  should  rush 
Abandoned  o*er  the  line  that  runs  between 
Create  and  increate,  from  ruin  driven 
To  ruin  still,  through  the  abortive  waste ; 
So  pride  fnm  God  drew  off  the  bad ;  itnd  so 
Forsaken  of  him,  he  lets  them  ever  try 
Their  single  arm  against  the  second  death  *, 
Amidst  vindictive  thunders  lets  them  try 
The  stoutness  of  their  hearts,  and  lets  them  try 
To  quench  their  thirst  amidst  the  un&ding  fire ; 
And  to  reap  joy  where,  he  has  sown  despair ; 
To  walk  alone,  unguided,  unbemoaned. 
Where  Evil  dwells,  and  Death,  and  moral  I^ht; 
In  utter  emptiness  to  find  enough; 
In  utter  dark  find  light;  and  find  repose, 
Where  God  with  temp<*st  plagues  for  evermore. 
For  so  they  wished  it,  so  did  pride  desire.  ' 

Such  was  the  cause  that  turned  so  many  off 
RebeUiously  from  Gbd,  and  led  them  on 
From  vain  to  vainer  stilly  in  endless  chase. 
And  such  the  cause  that  made  so  many  cheeks 
Pale,  and  so  many  knees  to  shake,  ^hen  men 
Rose  from  the  grave ;  as  thou  shaft  hear  anon. 
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Beholdst  thon  yonder,  oo  the  crystal  8e«, 
Beneath  the  throne  of  Grod,  ah  image  ftir, 
And  in  its  hand  a  mirror  large  and  bright^ 
'Tis  truth,  immutable,  eternal  truth, 
In  %ure  emblematical  expreesed. 
Before  it  Virtue  stands,  and  SDoiling  seeo^ 
Well  pleased)  in  her  reflected  soul,  no  spo^ 
The  sons  of  heayeli,  archangel,  seraph,  saloty 
There  daily  read  th^r  own  essential  worth; 
And,  as  they  read,  take  place  among  the  joit; 
Or  high,  or  low,  each  ab  hi9  value  seems. 
There  each  his  certaan  interest  learns,  his  tnM 
Capacity;  and,  going  ihenoe,  pursues, 
Unerringly,  through  aU  the  tracts  of  thought. 
As  GK)d  ordains,  best  ends  by  wisest  means. 

The  B|iAe  held  this  minor's  phoe  on  earth. 
But,  few  would  read,  or,  reading,  inw  thenise|y<L 
The  chase  was  after  ^diadows;  phantoms  strmnge, 
That  in  the  twilight  Walked  of  Time,  and  mocked 
The  eager  hunt,  escaping  evermore. 
Yet  with  so  many  promises  and  kioks 
Of  gentle  sort,  that  he  whose  arms  returned 
Empty  a  thousand  times,  still  stretched  them  oat, 
And,  grasping,  brought  them  back  again  iw*#rth>it 

In  rapid  outline  thou  hast  heard  of  man. 
His  death,  his  ofiered  life,  that  life  by  most 
Desinsed,  the  Star  of  God,  the  Bible,  scorned. 
That  else  to  happiness  and  heaven  had  led. 
And  saved  my  lyre  from  narrative  of  \fo. 
Hear  now  more  largely  of  the  ways  of  Tims 
The  fend  punuits  and  vamties  of  men. 

"  Love  God,  love  Truth,  k>ve  Virtue,  and  U 
happy; 
The^e  were  the  words  first  uttered  in  tho  ear 
Of  evexy  being  rational  made,  and  made 
For  thought,  or  word,  or  deed  ateountaUe. 
Most  men  the  first  foi^ot,  the  second  none. 
Whatever  path  they  took,  by  hill  or  vale. 
By  night  or  day,  the  universal  wish, 
The  aim,  and  sole  intent,  was  happiness. 
But,  erring  from  the  heaven-appointed  path, 
Strange  tracks  indeed  they  took  through  banen 

wastes. 
And  up  the  sandy  mountain  cfimbing  toQed, 
Which  pining  lay  l>eneath  the  curse  of  God, 
And  nought  produced.    Yet  did  the  traveller  hdt 
And  point  his  eye  before  him  greedily, 
And  if  he  saw  some  verdant  spot,  vdiere  grew 
The  heavenly  flower,  where  sprung  the  weD  ol 

tife. 
Where  undisturbed  felidty  reposed; 
Though  Wisdom  s  eye  no  vesti^  could  disoerQ, 
That  Happiness  had  ever  passed  that  way. 

Wisdom  was  right,  for  still  the  terms  remained 
Unchanged,  unchangeable,  the  terms  on  which 
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Tme  peace  wait  given  to  man,  onchanged  aa  God, 
Who,  inhia  own  eaaantial  nature,  binds 
EtMrnally  to  v^tue  happineaa, 
N^r  lets  them  part  through  all  his  univene. 
Philosophj,  as  thou  sbalt  hear,  when  ahe 
Shall  have  her  praise,  her  praile  and  censure  t<H>, 
Did  much,  nfining  and  exalting  man; 
*  Bol  oenld  not  nune  a  aingle  plant  that  bora 
True  happineos.    From  age  to  age  she  toiled, 
Shed  from  her  eyes  the  mist  that  dimmed  them 

still,     • 
Looked  forth  on  man,  explored  the  wild  and  tame, 
The  savage  and  polite,  the  sea  and  land, 
And  starry  heavens;  and  then  retired  fkr  hack 
To  meditation's  silent^  shady  seat ; 
And  there  sat  pale,  and  ihonghtfully,  and  weighed 
With  wary,  most  exact,  and  scmpuloos  eare^     ^ 
Blanks  nature,  passions,  hopes^  propedinties, 
Relations^  and  ppmits,  in  reason's  scale; 
And  aeaiched  and.  weighed,  and  weighed  and 

searehed  again, 
"Add  many  a  &ir  and  goodly  volume  vnrote. 
That  seemed  well  worded  too^  wherein  were  found 
Uncountable  receipts,  pretending  each, 
If  carefully. attended  to,  to  cure 
Mankind  of  foUy,  to  root  out  the  briers, 
And  thorns,  and  weeds,  that  choked  the  growth  of 

Ajid  showing  too^  in  plain  and  decent  phrasej 
V^hSch  sounded  much  like  Wisdom's,  how  to  plant, 
To  shelter,  water,  culture,  prune,  and  rear 
The  tiee  of  happiness;  and  oft  their  plans 
Were  tried;  but  still  the  fruit  was  green  and  sour. 

Of  all  the  tress  thai  in  Earth's  vineyard  grew, 
And  with  their  clusters  tempted  man  to  pull 
And  eat,  one  tree,  one  tree  alone,  the  true 
Celestial  manna  bene,  which  filled  the  soul. 
The  tree  of  holiness,  of' heavenly  seed, 
A  native  of  the  .skies;  though  stunted  much 
And  dwarfisd,  by  Time's  cold,  damp,  ungenial 

■oil, 
And  chilling  winds,  yet  yielding  fruit  so  pure, 
So  nourishing  and  sweet,  as,  on  his  way, 
Refreshed  the  pilgrim ;  and  begot  desire 
Cnqqenchable  to  climb  the  arduous  path 
To  where  her  sister  plants,  in  their  own  clime. 
Around  the  fbnnt,  and  by  the  stream  of  lifi^ 
Blooming  beneath  the  Sun  that  never  sets. 
Bear  fruit  of  perfect  relish  fully  ripe. 

To  plant  this  tree,  uprooted  by  the  fall, 
To  earth  the  Son  of  Qod  descended,  shed 
]^  precious  blood;  and  on  it  evermore, 
From  off  his  living  wings,  the  Spirit  shook 
The  dews  of  heaven,  to  nurse  and  hasten  its 

growth. 
Nor  was  this  care,  this  incite  expense. 
Not  needed  to  secure  the  holy  plant. 
To  root  it  out,  and  wither  it  fiom  earth, 
Hell  strove  with  all  its  strength,  and  blew  with  all 


Its  blasts!  and  Sin,  with  cold,  consumptive  breath. 
Involved  it  still  in  clouds  of  mortal  damp. 
Yet  did  it  grow,  thus  kept,  protected  thus; 
And  bear  the  only  fruit  of  .true  deGght; 
The  only  fruit  worth  plucking  under  hei^yen. 

But,  few,  alas!  th»hoIy  plant  could  see. 
For  heavy  mists  tbat  Sin  around  it  threw 
Perpetually;  and  few  the  sacrifice 
Would  make,  by  which  alone  its  clusters  stooped, 
And  came  within  the  reach  of  mortal  man. 
For  this,  of  whom  who  would  jipproach  and  eat. 
Was  rigorously  exacted  .to  the  full: 
To  tread  and  bruise  beneath  the  foot  the  .world 
Elntire;  its  prides,  ambitions,  hopes,  desires; 
Its  gold  and  «11  its  broidered  equipage ; 
To  loose  its  loves  and  friendships  from  the  heart, 
And  cast  them  off;  to  shut  the  ear  against 
Its  prtdie,  and  all  its  flatteries  abhor; 
And,  having,  thus  behind  him  thrown  what  «Demad 
So  good  and  f<dr,  then  must  he  lowly  kneel, 
And  'with  sincerity,  in  which  the  Eye 
That  slumbers  not,  nor  sleeps,  could  see  no  iack» 
This  prayer  pray:  "  Lord,  God!  thy  will  be  done, 
Thy  holy  will,  howe'erit  cross  :jy  ovtil" 
Hard  labour  this  fi>r  flesh  and  blood  1  too  haxjd 
For  most  it  seemed.    So,  turning,  they  the  tree 
Derided  as  mom  bramble,  that  could  bear 
No  fruit  of  special  taste;  and  so  set  out 
.Upon  ten  thousand  different  routes  to  seek 
What  they  had  left  behind,  to  seek  what  they 
Had  lost    For  still  as  something  once  possessed 
And  ]pt,  true  happiness  aj^peared.    All  thought  | 
They  once  wore  happy;  and  even  while  thai* 

.smoked 
And  panted  in  the  chase,  believed  themselves 
More  miserable  to-day  than  yesterday. 
To-morrow  than  to-day.  When  youth  complained 
The  ancient  einner  shook  his  hoary  head, 
As  if  he  meant  to  say,  Sto|)  till  you  come 
My  length,  and  then  you  may  have  cause  to  agh. 
At  twenty,  cried  the  boy,  who  now  had  seen 
Some  blemish  in  his  joys,  How  happily 
Plays  yonder  child  that  busks  the  mimic  babe, 
And  gathers  gentle  flowers^  and  never  sighs! 
At  forty,  in  the  fbrvour  of  pursuit. 
Far  on  in  disappointment's  dreary  vale, 
The  grave  and  sagO'like  man  looked  beck  up<Hi 
The  striphng  youth  of  plump  unseared  hope. 
Who  galloped  gay  and  briskly  up  behind, 
And,  moaning,  wished  himself  eighteen  agaiiL 
And  he,  of  threescore  years  and  ten,  in  whose 
Chilled  eye,  fatigued  with  gaping  after  hope, 
Earth's  freshest  verdure  seemed  but  blasted  leaves. 
Praised  childhood,  youth,  and  manhood;  and  do- 

nounced 
Old  age  al<me  as  barren  of  all  joy. 
Decisive  proof  that  men  had  left  behind 
The  happiness  they  sought,  and  taken  a  most 
Erroneous  path ;  ance  every  step  they  took 
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Was  deeper  Hiire.  Yet  did  they  onwaid  run^ 
Punoing  Hope  tliat  danced  before  them  sflll, 
And  beckoned  them  to  proceed*/  and  with  their 

handfl, 
That  ahook  and  trembled  piteonsly  with  age, 
,  Qrasped  at  the  l}ing  Shade,  even  till  the  earth 
Beneath  them  broke,  and  wrapped  them  in  the 

grave.  * 

Sometimee  indeed,  when  wisdom  in  their  ear 
Whispered,  and  with  itiT  disenchanting  wand, 
Effectually  tooched  the  sorcery  of  their  eyes, 
Directly  pointing  to  the  holy  tree, 
Where  grew  the  ftod  they  sought,  they  turned, 

surprised. 

That  they  had  mmiid  so  long  what  now  th^  fottid 
As  Qne  upon  Whose  mind  some  new  and  rare  - 
Idea  glances,  and  redres  as  quick,  . 
Ere  memory  has  time  to  write  it  down; 
Stung  with  the  loss,  into  a  thoughtful  cast,    ' 
He  throws  his  face,  and  rubs  his  vexed  brow; 
Searches  each  nook  and  comer  of  his  soul 
With  frequent  care;  reflects,  and  re-reflects. 
And  tries  to  touch  relations  that  may  start 
The  fugitive  again ;  and  oft  is  foiled; 
Till  something  like  a  seeming  chance,  or  flight 
Of  random  fancy,  when  expected  least, 
Call&back  the  wandered  thought,  long  sought  in 

vain; 
Then  does  uAcdmmon  joy  flU  all  his  mind; 
And  still  he  wonders,  as  he  holds  it  fast. 
What  lay  so  near  he  could  not  sooner  find: 
So  6&d  the  man  rejoice,  when  from  his  eye^ 
The  film  of  ib)Iy  fell,  and  what  he,  day 
And  night,  and  far  and  near,  had  idly  searched, 
Sprang  up  before  him  suddenly  displayed; 
So  wondered  why  he  missed  the  tree  so  long. 
.    But,  few  returned  fhAn  folly's  giddy  chase, 
Few  heard  the  voice  of  Wisdom,  or  obeyed. 
Keen- was  the  search,  and  various,  and  wide. 
Without,  within,  along  the  floWeiy  vale^ 
And  up  the  mgged  cliff,  and  oh  the  top 
Of  mountiuns  high,  and  on  the  ocean  wave. 
Keen  was  the  search,  and  various,  and  wide, 
And  ever  and  anon  a  shout  was  heard: 
"  Ho !  here's  the  tree  of  life !  come,  eat,  and  live !" 
And  round  the  new  discoverer  quick  they  flocked 
In  multitudes,  and  phicked,  and  with  great  hasto, 
Devoured ;  and  sometimes  in  the  lips  'twas  sweet,* 
And  promised  well:  but,  in  the  bdly  gall. 
Yet  after  him  that  cried  again,  Ho !  here's 
The  tree  of  life !  again  they  ran,  and  pulled. 
And  chewed  again,  and  found  it  bitter  still. 
From  disapp(fintment  on  to  disappointment. 
Year  after  yef  r,  age  after  age^  parsu^. 
The  child,  the  youth,  the  hoary  headed  man. 
Alike  pursued,  and  ne'er  grew  wise.    For  it 
Was  folly's  rao^  peculiar  attribute, 
.And  native  act,  to  make  experience  void 
.  But  hastily,  ab  pleasures  tasted,  turned 


To  foathing  -and  disgust,  they  needed  nut 
Even  such  Experiment  to  prov  them  vmc 
In  hope  or  in  posoesoioti,  Fear,  alike, 
Boding  disaster,  stood.    Over  the  ffewer 
Of  fairest  sort,  that  bloomed  beneath  tke  mm, 
PfMeded  most,  and  shelteied  finom  the  atom, 
The  Spectre,  like  a  dark  and  thundeifKia  doii^ 
Hung  dismally,  and  threatened,  before  the  hand 
Of  him  that  wished,  cocdd  pull  it,  to  desomd, 
And  o'er  the  deseit  drive  its  withered  lew^a; 
Or,  being  pulled,  to  blasl  it  unenjoyed, 
Wliiie  yet  he  gaxed  upon  ils  Wnl^asm, 
And  just  began  tedfink  ito  tngnw»  wf. 

Gold  many  hunted,  swes*  and  Med  for  gvU; 
Waked  all  the  night,  and  laboured  all  tlM  4mj. 
And  what  was  this  allarement  dost  thou  aAl 
A  dust  dug  fitm  the  boweli^the  enth, 
Which^  being  cast  into  tito  fire,  eane  out 
A  shining  thing  that  fbols  admired,  and  Mlled 
A  god;  and  in  devout  and  homUe  plight 
Before  it  kneeled,  the'greater  to  the  leas; 
And  on  its  altar  Aacrifioed  ease,  petoe. 
Truth,  fidth,  integrity:  good  conscienoe,  fifan^ 
Love,  charity,  benevolence,  and  all 
The  sweet  and  tender  sympathies  of  Ufo; 
And,  to  compleCe  the  horrid  nrardeMas  tile^ 
And  ngnaliie  their 'foUy,  bUered  op 
Their  souls  and  an  eternity  of  bliss, 
To  gain  them— whatl-^-an  hour  ofdmafiiii^  Jogr, 
A  feveri^  hour  thit  hasted  to' be  done. 
And  ended  in  the  bitterness  of  wo. 

Most,  for  the  luxuries  it  bought,  the  pooipi 
The  praise,  the  glitter,  fashion,  and  renown. 
This  yellow  phantom  followed  and  adond. 
But  there  was  one  in  feUy  faxther  gone, 
With  eye  awry,  incurable,  and  wiU, 
The  lai^ing^stock  of  devils  and  of  bwd. 
And  by  his  guardian  angel  quite  given  up,— 
The  miser,  who  vrith  dust  inanimate 
Held  wedded  interprtirse^    III  giuded  wraCcli! 
Thou  mightst  {lave  seen  him  at  the  midnight  hoa^ 
When  good  men  slept,  and  in  light  winged  dresoM 
Ascended  up  to  God,-->in  wasteful  hall, 
With  vigilance  arid  fasting  worn  to  skin 
And  bOne,  and  wrapped  in  most  debasing  ragi.— 
Thou  mightst  have  seen  him  bending  c^ar  dm 

heaps, 
And  holding  strange  communion  with  his  gdd; 
And  as  his  thievirii  fancy  seemed  to  hear 
The  night-man's  foot  approach,  starting  alanned^ 
And  in  his  old,  decrepit,  withered  hand, 
That  paby  shook,  grasping  t)»  yellow  eai& 
To  make  it  sure.    Of  all  God  nuide  uptight, 
And  in  their  nostrils  breathed  a  living  soul, 
Most  fellen,  most  prone,  most  earthy,  most  de- 


Of  all  that  sold  Eternity  for  Time, 

None  bargained  on  so  easy  terme  with  Death. 

Iflustrfous  fool!  nay,  most  inhuman  wretch  1  - 


BOOK  m. 


17 


H«  sat  among  his  bags^  and,  with  a  look 
Which  hell  might  he  aahamed  of,  drove  the  poor 
Away  unalrosed,  and  midst  abundance  died, 
Soh^  of  evils  t  died  of  utter  want. 

Before  this  Shadow,  in  the  vales  of  earth, 
Fools  saw  another  glide,  which  seemed  of  more 
Intrinsic  worth.    Pteasure  her  name  *,  good  name, 
Though  Ul  appKed.    A  thoosand  forms  sh&took, 
A  thousand  garbs  she  wore;  in  evefy  age 
And  clime,  changing,  as  in  her  votaries  changed 
Desire;  J>ut,  inwardly,  the  sdme  in  all. 
Her  most  essential  lineaments  wc  trace;' 
Her  general  features  everywhere  alike. 

.  Of  comely  ienn  she  was,  and  fair  efface; 
And  underneath  her  eyelids  sat  a  kind 
Of  witching  sorcery  that  nearer  drew 
Whoever,  with  unguarded  look,  beheld; 
A  dress  of  gaudy  hue  kjosely  attired  ' 

Her  kveUn^ss;  her  air  and  manner  frank, 
And  seeming  free  of  all  disguise;  her  song 
Enchanting ;  and  her  words,  which  sweetly  dropped, 
As  honey  fnxn  the  comb,  most  large  of  promise, 
BtiD  prophesying  days  of  new  delight. 
And  rapturous  nights  of  undecaying  joy; 
And  in  her  hand,  where'er  she  went,  she  held 
A  radiant  cup  that  seemed  of  nectar  fulT; 
And  by  her  dde,  danced  faijr,  delusive  Hope. 
The  ibol  pursued,  enamoured;  and  the  wise 
Experienced    man,  who   reasoned    much   and 

thought, 
Was  sometimes  seen  laying  his  wisdom  down, 
And  vying  with  the  stripling  in  the  chase. 

Nor  wonder  thoU)  for  she  was  really  fidr, 
Decked  to  the  -very  taste  of  flesh  and  blood,   ' 
And  many  thought  her  sound  within,  and  gay 
And  healUiyat  the  heart:  but  thought  amiss. 
Far  she  was  full  of  all  disease :  lier  bones 
Weft  rotten;  Consumptk>n  licked  her  blood,  and 

drank 
Her  marrow  up;  her  breath  smelled  mortally, 
And  in  her  bowels  plague  and  fever  lurked; 
And  Si  her  very  heart,  and  reins,  and  life, 
■  CoiTuption's  worm  gnawed  greedily  unseen. 

Many  her  haunts.    Thou  mightst  have  seen 
her  now 
Whh  indolence,  lolling  on  the  mid-day  couch, 
And  whi^wring  drowsy  words;  and  now  at  dawn. 
Loudly  and  rough,  joining  the  sylvan  horn ; 
Or  sauntering  in  the  park,  and  to  the  tale 
Of  slander  giving  ear;  or  sitting  fierce, 
Rude,  blasphemous,  malicious,  raving,  mad. 
Where  fortune  to  the  fkkle  die  was  bound. 

But  chief  she  loved  the  scene  of  deep  debauch, 
Where  rovehry,  and  dance,  and  frantic  song, 
Disttnrbed  the  sleep  of  honest  men;  and  whqfe 
The  drunkard  sat,  she  entered  in,  well  pleased, 
With  eye  brimful  of  wanton  mirthfulness, 
And  urged  him  still  to  fill  another  c«p. 

And  aX  the  shadowy  twilight,  in  the  daik 


And  gloomy  night,  I  looked,  and  saw  her  come 
Abroad,  arrayed  in  harlot's  soft  attire; 
And  walk  without  in  every  street,  and  lis  ' 
In  wai^  at  every  comer,  fldl  of  guile: 
And  as  the  unwary  youth  of  simple  heart, 
And  void  of  understanding,  passed,  she  caught 
And  kissed  him,  and  with  lips  of  lying  said, 
I  have  peaee-oflferings  With  me{  I  liave  paid 
My  vows  this  day;  and  therefore  came  I  foitk 
To  meet  thee,  and  to  seek  thee  ditigentty, 
To  seflk  thy  face,  and  I  have  found  thee  here^ 
My  bed  is  decked  with  robes  of  tapestry. 
With  carved  work  and  sheets  of  finen  fine; 
Perfumed  with  aloes,  myrrh,  and  cinnamon. 
Sweet  are  stolen  waters!  pleasant  is  the  brMd 
In  secret  eaten!  tl)e  gdodman  is  from  home. 
Come,  let  us' take  our  fill  of  love  till  mom 
Awake;  let  us  delight  ourselves  with  fovea. 
With  miKh  fair  speech,  she  caused  the  youth  lo 

yield; 
And  forced  him  with  the  flattering  of  her  tongue. 
I  looked,  and  saw  him  foUow  to  her  house^ 
As  goes  the  ox  to  felaaghter;'as  the  fool 
To  the  correction  of  the  stocks;  or  bird 
That  hastes  into  the  subtle  fowler's  snara^ ' 
And  knows  not,'  simple  thing,  'tis  for  its  Hfe. 

aw  him  enter  in,  and  heard  the  dooar 
Behind  them  shut;  and  in  the  dark,  still  night, . 
When  Gbd's  ixnsleeping  eye  alone  can  see. 
He  went  .to  her  adulterous  bed.    At  morn 
I  looked,  and  saw  him  not  among  the  yotrths. 
I  heard  his  fiither  mourn,  his  mother  weep. 
For  none  returned  that  went  with  her.    The  dead 
Were  in  her  house,  her  guests  in  depths  of  heQ. 
dhe  wove  the  win^ng-sheet  of  souls,  and  laid 
Them  hi  the  urn  of  everlasdng  death. 

Such  was  the  Shadow  fbols  pursued  en  etiA, 
tJnder  the  name  of  pleasure ;  ftir  outside, 
Within  corrupted,  and  corrapting  stilt 
Ruined  and  ruinous,  W  sure  reward. 
Her  total  recompense,  was  stin,  as  he, 
The  bard,  recorder  Of  Earth's  Seasons,  muif, 
*  Vexation,  disappointment,  and  remorse." 
Yet  at  her  door  the  young  and  old,  and  some 
Who  hekl  high  character  among  the  wise, 
Together  stood,  and  strove  among  themseNet, 
Who  first  should  enter,  and  be  rained  first 

Strange  competition  of  immortal  souls! 
To  sweat  for  death!  to  strive  for  misery! 
But  think  not  Pleasure  told  her  end  was  death. 
Even  human  folly  then  had  paused  at  least 
And  given  some  signs  of  hesitation ;  nor 
Arrived  so  hot,  and  out  of  breath,  at  wo. 
Though  contradicted  every  day  by  facts 
That  sophistry  itself  would  stumble  o^er, 
And  to  the  very  teeth  a  liar  proved. 
Ten  thousand  tihies,  as  if  unconscious  still 
Of  inward  blame,  she  stood  and  waved  her  hand. 
And  pointed  to  her  bowcgr,  and  said  to  aU 
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Who  paued,  Take  yonder  flowery  path,  my  steps 
Attend;  I  lead  the  smoothest  way  to  heaven; 
This  werld  receive  as  surety  for  the  next : 
And  many  (nmple  men,  most  simple,  though 
Renowned  for  learning  much,  and  wary  skill,  . 
Believed,  and  turned  aside,  and  were  undone. 

Another  leaf  of  finished  Time  we  turn,  ^ 
And  read  of  lame,  terrestrial  fame,  which  died, 
And  rose  not  at  the  resurrection  mom ; 
Not  thi^t  by  virtue  earned,  the  true  renown, 
Begun  Qia  earth,  and  lasting  in  the  skies, 
"Worthy' the  lofty  wislv  of  seraphim,^- 
The  approbation  of  the  Eye  that  sees 
The  end  fitom  the  be^nning,  sees  from  cause       , 
To  most  remote  efiect.    Of  it  we  read 
In  book  of  (vod's  remembrance,  in  the  book 
Of  life,  from  which  the  quick  and  dead  were  judged; 
The  book  that  lied  upon  the  Throne,  and  tells 
Of  glohous  acts  by  saints  and  angels  done ; 
The  record  of  the  holy,  just,  and  good. 

Of  all  the  phantoms  fleeting  in  the  mist 
Of  Time,  though  meagre  all,  and  ghostly  thin, 
Most  unsubstantial,  unessential  shade 
Was  earthly  Fame.    She  was  a  voioe  alone,        « 
And  dwelt  upon  the  noisy  tongues  of  men.     .;^ 
She  never  thought,  but  gabbled  ever  on, 
Applauding  most  what  least  deserved  applausei 
The  motive,  the  result,  was  naught  to  her. 
The  deed  alone,  though  dyed  in  human  gore, 
And  steeped  in  widow's  tears,  if  it  stood  out 
To  proniinent  display,  she  talked  of  much. 
And  roared  around  it  with  a  thousand  tongues.     , 
As  changed  the  wind  her  org^n,  00  she  changed 
Perpetually ;  and  whom  she  praised  to-day, 
.  Vexing  his  ear  w^th  acclamations  loud, 
To-morrow  blamed,  and  hisped  him  out  of  sight. 
.  Such  was  her  nature,  and  her  practice  such. 
But,  O !  her  voice  was  sweet  to  mortal  ears, ' 
And  touched  so  pleasantly  the  strings  of  pride 
And  vanity,  which  in  the  heart  of  man 
Were  ever  strung  harmonious  to  her  note, 
lihat  many  thought,  to  liv^  without  her  song 
Was  rather  death  than  life.     To  live  iinknowu, 
Unnoticed,  unrenowned!  to  die  unpraised, 
Unepitaphed!  to  go  down  to  the  pit. 
And  moulder  into  dust  among  vile  worms, 
And  leave  no  whispering  of  a  name  on  earth ! — 
Such  thought  was  cold  about  the  heart,  and  chille^ 
The  blood V   Who  could  endure  iti  who  .could 

chpos^ 
Without  a  struggle,  to  be  swept  away 
From  all  remembrance,  and  have  part  no  more 
With  living  men  1   Philosophy  failed  here. 
And  self-approving  pride.    Hence  it  became 
The  aim  d most,. and  main  pursuit,  to  win 
A  name,  to  leave  some  vestige  as  they  passed, 
That  following  ages  might  discern,  they  once. 
Hiu}  been  on  earth,  and  acted  something  there. 

Many  the  roads  they  took,  the  plan*  they  tried. 


The  man  of  science  to  the  shade  retired. 
And  laid  his  head  i^n  his  hand,  in  mood 
Of  awful  thoughtfulness,  and  dived,  and  £ved 
Again,  deeper  and  deeper  still,  to  sound 
The  cause  remote ;  resolved,  befi>re  he  died. 
To  make  .some  grand  discovery,  by  which 
He  should  be  known  to  all  posterity. 

And  in  the  silent  vigils  of  the  night. 
When  uninspired  men.  reposed,  the  bard, 
Ghastly  of  countenance,  and  from  his  eye 
Oft  streaming  wild  unearthly  fiie,  sat  up, 
And  sent  imagination  forth,  and  searched 
The  far  and  near,  heaven,  earth,  and  gloomy  beD, 
For  fiction  new,  for  thought,  unthought  before ; 
And  when  some  curious,  rar^  idea  peexrsd 
Upon  his  mind,  he  dipped  his  hasty  pen. 
And  by  the  glimmering  lamp,  or  moonlight  beam 
That  through  his  lattice  peeped,  wrote  fondlf 

down, 
What  seemed  in  truth  imperishable  song. 

And  sometimes  too,  the  reverend  divine, 
In  meditation  deep  of  holy  things 
And  vanities  of  Time,  heard  Fame's  sweet ' 
Approach  his  ear;  and  hung  another  flower, 
Of  earthly  sort,  about  the  sacred  truth ; 
And  ventured  whiles  to  nuz  the  bitter  text, 
^ith  relish  suited  to  the  sinner's  taste. 

And  oft-times  too,  the  simple  hind,  who  1 
Ambitionless,  arrayed  in  humble  garb. 
While  rouiid  him,  spreading,  fod  his  hartnleas  flock, 
Sitting  was  seen,  by  some  wild  warbling  brook^ 
Carving  hu  name  upon  his  favourite  staflf; 
Or,  in  ill-favoured  letters,  tracing  it 
Upon  the  aged  thorn,  or  on  the  face 
Of  some  conspicuous,  oft-frequented  stone, 
With  persevering,  wondrous  industry ; 
And  hoping,  as  he  toiled  amain,  and  saw 
The  characters  take  form,  some  o&er  wight, 
Long  after  he  was  dead  and  in  the  grave. 
Should  loiter  there  at  noon,  and  read  his  nameu 

In  purple  some,  and  some  in  rags,  stood  forth 
For  reputation.    Some  displayed  a  limb 
WeH-fashioned ;  some,  of  lowlier  mind,  a  cane 
Of  curious  workmanship  and  marvelbus  twiat. 
In  strength  some  sought  it,  and  in  beauty  more. 
Long,  long,  the  fair  one  laboured  at  the  glass, 
And,  being  tired,  called  in  auziliar  skill. 
To  have  her  sails,  before  she  went  abroad. 
Full  spread  and  nicely  set,  to  catch  the  gale ' 
Of  praise ;  and  much  she  caught,  and  much  de- 
served, 
When  outward  loveliness  was  index  fair 
Of  purity  within :  but  oft,  alas ! 
The  bloom  was  on  the  skin  alone ;  and  when 
She  saw,  sad  sight!  the  roses  on  her  cheek 
Wither,  and  heard  £he  voice  of  Fame  retire 
And  die  away,  she  heaved  most  piteous  sighs, 
And  wept  most  lamentable  tears;  and  whUe«, 
In  wild  delirium,  made  rash  attempt, 
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TTnholy  mimkiy  of  Nature's  woik ! 
To  re-4^reate,  with  ftail  and  mortal  tlungSi 
Her 'Withered  fiuse.    Attempt  how  fond  and^vam! 
Her  &ame  itself  soon  mooldeied  down  to  dust ;  . 
And,  in  the  land  of  deep  forgetfolness, 
Her  beauty  and  her  name  were  laid  beside 
•  Eternal  silenee  and  the  ]oatii8ome.worm;     ' 
Into  Whose  darkness  flattery  ventured  not; 
Where- none. had  ears  to  hear  the  voice  of  Fame. 

Many  the  roads  they  took,  the  plans  they  tiied, 
And  awful  oft  the  wickedness  they  wrought. 
To  be  observed,  some  townbled  up  to  thrones, 
And  sat  in  vestures  dripping  wet  with  gore. 
The  warrior  dipped  his  sword  in  blood,  and  wrote 
His  name  on  lands  and  cities  desolate; 
The  rich  bought  fields,  and  houses  built|  and  raised 
The  monumental  ^nles  up  to  the  cloads. 
And  (adled  them  by.  their  names:  and,  strange  to 

teUI 
Rather  than  be  unknown,  and  pass  away    . 
Obscurely  to  the  grave,  some,  small  of  sout, 
That  else  had  perishsd  unobserved,  acquired 
Candderable*renown  by  oaths  profiuie; 
By  jesting  boldly  with  a)l  sacred  things ; 
Ajid  uttering  fearlessly  whatever  occurred; 
Wild,  blasphemous,  perditionable  thoughts, 
That  Satan  in  them  moved-,  by  wiser  men 
Siipppcsyd,  and  quickly  baxushed  fh>m  the  mind. 

Many  the  roads  they  took,  the  plans  they  tried, 
Bnt.all  in  vain.    Who  grasped  at  eartiily  fiune, 
Gbasped  wind ;  nay  worse,  a  serpent  gnisped,.that 

through  ^ 

His  hand  slid  smoothly,  and  was  gone  ;^  but  left 
A  sting  b^ad  which  wrought  him  endless  pain. 
For  oft  her  voice  was  old  Abaddon's  lure. 
By  which  he  charmed  the  foohsh  soul  to  de%th. 

So  happiness  was  sought  in  pleasure,  gold, 
Renown,  by  many  sought    But  should  I  sing 
Of  all  this  taSmg  race,  my  time,  thy  fidth 
Would  fail,  of  things  erectly  organized, 
And  having  rational,  articulate  voice, 
And  daiming  outward  brotherhood  with  man, 
Of  him  that  laboured  sorely,  in  his  sweat 
Smoking  afiur,  then-  hurried  to  the  wine, 
Ddiberately  resolving  to  be  mad ; 
Of  him  who  taught  the  ravenous  bird  to  fly 
This  way  or  that,  thereby  supremely  blot; 
Or  rode  in  fttty  with  the  howling  pack, 
Afironting  much  the  noUe  animal,    ' 
He  spurted  into  such  company ;  of  Um  • 
Who  down  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth 
Descended  deeply,  to  bring  up  the  wreck 
Of  some  old  earthen  ware,  wluch  having  stow^. 
With  every  proper  care,  he  home  returned- 
O'er  many  a  sea  and  many  a  league  of  land. 
Triumphantly  to  shpw  the  marvellous  price ; 
And  him  that  vexed  his  brain,  and  theories  built 
Of  gossamsr  upon  the  brittle  vrinds, 
Fto^lezed  eicoeedingiy  why  abellft  mn  £NUid 
6 


Upon  the  mountain  tops,  but  wondering  not 
Why  shells  were  found  at  all,  more  wondiour  still ! . 
Of  him  who  strange  enjoyment  took  in  tales 
Of  faiiy  ibik,  and  sleepless  ghosts,  and  sounds 
Uneaithly,  whispering  in  the  ear  of  night 
Disastrous  things ;  and  hun  who  still  foretold 
Calamity  which  never  came,  and  lived 
In  terror  all  hiis  days  of  odmets  rude^ 
That  should  unmannerly  and  lawless  drive 
Athwart  the  path  of  earth,  and  bum  mankind;. 
As  if  the  appointed  hour  of  doom,  by  God 
Appointed,  ere  its  tnne  should  eomel  as  if 
Too  small  the  number  of  substantial  ills, 
Andrealfean,  tevex  thesoDsofmen.   - 
These,  had  they  not  possessed  immortal  souls,- 
And  been  accountable,  might  have  been  passed 
With  laughter,  and  Ibzgot ;  but,  as  it  was, 
And  is,  their  felly  asks  a  ssrious  tear. 

Keen  was  the  search,  and  various,  and  wide, 
For  happiness.    Take  one  example  more,  . 
So  strange,  that  o^nunon  Ibols  looked  on  amaied; 
And  wise  and  sober  men  together  drew, 
And  trembling  stood;  and  angekin  the heaveni< 
Ghww  pale,  and  talked  of  vengeance  as  at  hand; 
The  sceptic's  route,  the  unbeliever's,  who. 
Despising  reason,  revelation,  Grod, 
And  kicking  'gaiuat  the  pricks  of  conscienee, 

rushed 

Deliriously  upon  the  bossy  shield 
Of  the  Omnipotent ;  and  in  his  heart 
Purposed  to  deify  the  iddjchance ; 
And   laboured   hard,— K>h,  labour  worse  than 

naught!— 

And  toiled  with  dark  and  crooked  reasoning, 
To  make  the  fidr  and  lovely  earth,  which  dwelt 
In  sight  of  Heaven,  a  cold  and  fatheriess,    ■ 
Forsaken  thing,  that  wandered  on,  forlorn, 
Undestined,  uncompsssbned,  unupheld; 
A  vapour  eddying  in  the  whiri  of  chance, 
And  soon  to  vanish  everiastingly. 
He  travailed  sorely,  and  made  many  a  tack, 
His  sails  oft  shifting,  to  arrive,— dread  thought!— 
Arrive  at  utter  nothingness ;  and  have 
Being  no  more,  no  feeling,  memory, 
No  lingering  oonscbusness  that  e'er  he  vras. 
Guik'e  oMdnight  wisl^ !  last,  most  abhorred  thought ! 
Most  deiperate  effort  of  eztremest  sin  1 
Others,  pre-OGcupied,  ne'er  saw  true  Hope: 
He,  seeing,  aimed  to  stab  her  to  the  heart, ' 
And  with  infernal  chymistry  to  wring 
The  last  sweet  drop  from  sorrow's  cup  of  gall ; 
To  quench  the  only  ray  that  oheered  the  earth, 
And  leave  mankind  in  night  which  had  no  star. 
Others thd  streams  of  Pleasure  troubled;  he 
T<Hled  much  to  dry  her  very  fountain  h^a^ 
Uiipardonable  man!  sold  under  sin! 
He  was  the  devil's  pioneer,  who  cut 
The  fences  dow^  of  Virtue,  sapped  her  walli^ 
And  qt^ened  a  uMXith  and  e«qr  way  to  death. 
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Tractor  10  all  exutence,  to  all  life! 
Soul-wicide !  determiiMd  ibe  of  being  S 
Intended  murdefer  of  God,  moet  High ! 
Strange  road,  meet  strange!  to  seek  for  happtnewt 
Hell's  mad-houses  an  full  of  suich,  too  fiefce,  ^ 
Too  furiously  insane,  and  desperate,     > 
To  range  unbound  'mong  evil  spirits  4amned. 

Fertile  was  earth  in  many  things,  not  least 
In  fook,  who  mercy  both  and  judgment  aoorned, 
Scorned  lore,  expenenoe  scorned,  and  onwaid 

Tushed 
To  swift  (destruction,  giving  all  rspnof, 
And  all  instnietion,  to  the  winds ;  and  much 
Ofbbth  they  had,  and  much  desfilsed  of  both.  . 

WvKlom  took  up  her  harp,  and  stood  in  plaoe 
Of  fie^uent  concourse,  stood  in  every  gale, 
By  eveiy  way,  and  walked  in  every  street ; 
And,  fifting  np  her  voice,  prbelaimed:  "  Be  viise, 
Ye  fiMis!  be  of  an  understanding  heart ; 
Forsake  the  wicked,  come  net  near  hia,  house, 
FssB  by^  make  haste,  depait  and  turn  away. 
Me  foHow,  me,  whoee  ways  aw  pleasantness, 
Whose pathsaie  poMO,  v^hoseend  is  perftot  jey." 
The  Seasons  came  and  went,  and  went  and  earns, 
To  teach  men  gratitude ;  and  as  they  passed. 
Gave  vrarning  6f  the  lapse  of  Time,  Ibat  else 
Had  stolen  unheeded  by.    The  gentte  FkMvers, 
Retired,  and,  stooping  o'er  the  wilderness, 
Talked  of  humility,  and  peace,  and  love, 
The  Dews  .came  down  unseen  at  evening-tide, 
And  silently  their  bounties  shed,  to  teaeh 
Mankind  unoetentatioufr  charity. 
Wilh  arm  in  arm  the  forest  rose  on  higb, 
And  hsson  gave  of  brotherly  regani 
And,  on  the  ragged  mountain-brow  exposed, 
Bearing  the  blast  alone,  the  ancient  oak 
Stood,  lifting  high  his  mighty  arm,  ancl  still. 
'  To  courage  in  distress  exhoited  loud. 
The  flecks,  the  herds,  the  buds,  the  streams,  tiie 

breeze^ 
Attuned  the  heart  to  melody  and  love. 
Mercy  stood  in  the  doud,  with  eye  that  wepi 
Essential  love;  and,  ftom  her  gbrioos  bow. 
Bending  to  kiss  the  earth  in  token  of  peace. 
With  her  own  lips,  her  gracious  lips,  which  Qod 
Of  sweetest  accent  made,  she  wfaii^iered  still, ' 
She  wliispered  to  Revenge,  Forgive,  forgive. 
The  Sun,  njoicing  round  the  earth,  announced 
Daily  the  wisdom,  power,  and  Une  of  God. 
The  Moon  awoke,  and  from  her  maiden  fiuee, 
Sheddiog  her  cloudy  locks,  looked  meekly  fiwth, 
And  vrfth  her  virgin  Stars  walked  in  the  heavens, 
Walked  nightly  there,  ocmvening  as  she  Walked, 
Of  purity,  and  holiness,  and  God. 
In  dreams  and  Pistons,  sleep  instructed  nrach. 
Day  uttered  speech  to  day,  and  night  to  night 
Taught  knowledge.    Silence  had  a  tongue ;  the 

grave, 
The  dukaesi,  and  the  lonely  waste,  had'««di'     | 


A  tongue,  that  ever  ssid,  Mani  think  of  Godl 
Think  of  thyself!  think  of  etejnity ! 
Fear  God,  the  thnndensaid,  FearGod,  thawanoi 
Fear  God,  the  lightning  of  the -storm  lep&ed. 
Fear  God,  deep  loudly  answered  bsck  to  deefj^s 
And,  in  the  temples  of  the  Holy  Oae, 
Messiah's  messengen,  the  ftdthfbl  few, 
Faithful  'mong  musy  false,  the  Bible  opened, 
And  cried,  Repent !  repent  ye  sons  of  men  I 
Believe,  be  saviM ;  and  leascmed  AvrfnUy 
Of  temperance,,  righteousness,  and  jodgment  aooa 
To  come,  of  ever^ufing  hferand  death : 
And  chosen  boids  from  age  to  age  awoke 
The  SBoed  lyve,  end  full  on  Folly's  eac, 
Numbers  of  righteous  indignatistt  pomed: 
And  God,  omnipotent,  wiien  merey  fioled. 
Made  bare  his  hfAy  an^  and  with  (he  stvotDS 
Of  vengeaw»  smote;  tiie  fountains  of  tlie.deq» 
Broke  up,  heaven's  windows  opened,  and  eeat  <m 

men 
A  6oodef  wrath,  sentplaguo and fomfaiefoitk$ 
With,  earthquake  locked  the  worid  beneath,  iridi 

stormy    -  - 
Above  laid  ottes  waste,  aid  tonied  fot  landb 
To  barrenness,  and  with  the  swoid  of  war 
In  fury  mait^hed,  and  gam  them  blood  to  drink. 
Angels  lemoostratsd,  Menqf  besseched. 
Heaven  smiled  and  frowned.  Hell  gromad,  Tiaa 

fled.  Death  shook 
Hiedavt,  andthteatoned  tomake  repentanoB^MDV— 
Incredible  alaertkm !  men  rushed  on 
Determinedly  to  ruin;  shyt  their  ears. 
Their  eyes,  to  all  advice,  to  all  reproof^ 
O'er  merey  and  o'er  judgment,  downwavi  foriied 
To  miseiy ;  and, — roosc  inerediUe 
Of  aH  I— to  misery  rushed  akng  the  way 
Of  disappointment  and  renione,  where  still 
At  fvety  step,  ndden,  in  pleasure's  font, 
Stung  mortally;  and  Joys,— whose  bhMniychflelV 
Seemed  glowing  high  with  inunsitality, 
Whoee  boeonte  prophesied  superfluous  bliss,— 
While  in  the  arms  redelved,  and  lodud  in  elesii 
And  riotous  embrace,  turned  pale^  and  cold| 
And  died,  and  smelled  of  potrafoctaon  rank ; 
Turned,  in  the  very  moment  of  deKght, 
A  loathsome,  heavy  corpee,  that  with  the  tkmt 
And  hollow  eyes  of  death,  stand  hoiribi  j. 

All  tribes,  aU  generationB  of  tlie  earth, .  i 
Thus  wantonly  to  ruin  drove  alike. 
We  heard  indeed  of  geld    and  silver  dayi^ 
And  of  primeval  innocenoe  unstained: 
A  pagan  tale !  but  by  bt^fiaed  baids, 
PhUosophers,  and  stuteemiin,  who  were  still 
Held  wise  and  cunmng  men,  talked  4)fao  mnali, 
That  most  believed  it  so,  and  asked  tiot  whfs 

The  pait,  the  family  first  made,  were  iU  2 
And  for  their  great  peculiar  sin,  incurred 
The  Curse,  and  left  it  due  to  all  theirnoe; 
AndMd  ezampli  gave  of  ev«7  coms^ 
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Hate,  DQiinler,  unbeliefl  r«pn»ch,  nveoge.   . 
A  time,  'Us  true,  tb«fe  canie,  of  jrhiofa  thoa  aoon- 
filMit  hetr,  the  S^bbatb  Day,  the  JoliUee 
Of  eailfa,  when  righteounns  and  peace  prevailed. 
This  time  except,  who  wxitee  the  history 
Of  men,  and  wvites  it  true,  moat  write  tfaem  bad; 
Who  nads,  must  read  of  violence  and  blood.      ^ 
The  man,  who  ooakl  the  etoiy  of  one  day 
Peruse,  the  wrongs,  oppreesiona,  cruelties^  '    >• 
Deceits,  and  perfaries,  and  vanitiea, 
Rewarded  worthleseness,  rejected  worth, . 
Assassinations,  robberies,  thefts,  and  wan,   . 
Disastrous  accidents,  life  thrown  away, 
Diiinity  insulted,  Heaven  despised, 
Religion  soomed,— 4nd  not  been  ack  pi  night, 
Aifd  sad,  had  gathered  greater  store  of  mirth, 
Than  ever  wise  man  in  the  would  could  find. 

Qne  cause  of  folly,  one  especial  cause, 
Was  this:  Few  knew  what  wisdom  was^  diough 

well 
DeCaed  in  God's  own  words,  and  printed  laigo, 
On  heaven  and  earth  in  chaiaoteri  of  light, 
'  And  sounded  in  the  ear  by  every  wind. 

Wisdom  is  humble,  said  the  voice  of  God. 
Tis  proud,  tiie  world  replied.  Wisdom,  sfid  Gi)d, 
Foffgives,  forbears,  and  sufiers,  not  for  fear 
Of  man,  but  God.    Wisdom  revenges,  said 
The  world,  is  ^uick  and  deadly  of  rteentmcnt, 
Thrusts  at  the  very  shadow  of  affintmt. 
And  hastes,  by  death,  to  wipe  its  honour  clean< 
WlBdom,'sud  God,  loves  enemies,  entreats, 
Arfidts,  bega  for  peace.    Wisdom,  replied 
The  world,  hates  enemies,  will  not  ask  peaee, 
Conditiona  spurns,  and  triumphs  in  their  fall. 
Wisdom  mirtrosts  itself,  and  leans  on  Heaven, 
Said  God.    It  trusts  and  leans  upon  itself, 
The  woild  replied.    Wisdom  retires,  said  God, 
And  counts  it  bravery  to  bear  reproach. 
And  shame,  and  fcwly  poverty,  upright; 
And  weeps  with  all  who  have  just  c«use  to  weep. 
Wisdom,  replied  the  worU,  struts  forth  to  gnae^ 
Treads  the  broad  stage  of  Hfo  vrith  damorous  foot. 
Attracts  all  praises,  counts  it  bravery 
Alone  to  wield  the  sword,  and  rush  on  death ; 
And  never  weepa,  but  for  its  own  disgrace. 
Wisdom,  said  God,  is  highest,  when  it  sioops 
Lowest  before  tha  Holy  Throne ;  throws  down 
Its  crown)  abased ;  forgets  itself,  admires, 
^And  breathes  adoring  pruse.    There  Wisdom 

stoops, 
Indeed,  the  world  replied,  there  stoops^  beeanse 
It  must,  but  stoops  with  dignity;  and  thinks 
And  meditates  the  while  of  inward  worth. 

Thus  did  Ahnighty  God,  and  thus  the  world, 
Wisdom  define:  and  most  the  worid  believed. 
And  boldly  called  the  truth  of  God  a  lie. 
Hence,  he  that  to  the  woridly  wisdom  shaped 
Ifis  diameter,  became  the  ^vourite 
Of  naflDi  WM  boooorable  l^ioned,  a  man 


Of  spirit,  noble,  gloripus,  lofty  soul ! 
And  as  he  crossed  the  earth-  in  chase  of  dreams, 
Received  prodigious  shouts  of  warm  applause. 
Hence,  vdio  to  godly  wisdom  framed  his  lil^. 
Was  counted  meiin,  and  spiritless,  uid  vile ; 
And  as  he  walked  obscurely  in  the  path 
Which  led  to  heaven,  fools  hissed  with  serpent 

tongue, 
And  poured  contempt  upon  his  holy  head, 
And  poured  c6ntempt  on  all  who  praitad  his  n^nw. 

But  false  as  this  account  of  wisdom  was, 
The  world's  1  mean,  it  was  its  best,  the  ereed 
Of  sober,  grave,  and  philosophic  men, 
With  much  research  and  cogitation  framed, 
Of  men,  w^o  with  the  vulgar  scorned  to  sit. 

The  popular- belief  seemed  rather  worse, 
When  heard  .replying  to  the  voice  of  truth. 

The  win  man,  said  the  Bible,  walks  with  God; 
Surveys,  fhr  on,  the  endless  line  of  lifo^ 
Values  his  sod,  thinks  of  eternity, 
BotK  w^rids  consklen,  And  provided  for  both; 
With  reason's  «ye  hb  passions  guanis;  abstains 
From  evil ,  fives  on  hope,  on  hope,  the  fruit 
Of  faith ;  looks  upward,  purifies  his  soul,* 
Expands  bis  wings,  and  mounts  into  the  sky; 
Passes  the  son,  and  gains  his  father's  house. 
And  drinks  wHh  angeb  from  the  fount  of  bNss. 

The  multitude  aloud  replied, — replied 
By  practice,  for  they  were  not  bookish  men, 
Nor  apt  to  form  thek  principles  in  words,— 
The  vrise  man,  first  of  all,  eradicates, 
As  much  as  possible,  from  out  his  mind, 
All  thought  of  death,  God,  dnd  eternity; 
Admires  the  world,  and  thinks  of  Time  alone ; 
Avoids  the  Bible,  all  reproof  avoids; 
Rocks  Conscience,  if  he  can,  asleep ;  pnft  out 
The  eye  of  Reason,  prisons,  tortures,  binds, 
And  makes  her  thus,  by  violence  and  fbroe. 
Give  vricked  evidence  against  herself; 
Lets  passion  loose,  the  substance  leaves,  purMies 
The  shadow  vehemently,  but  ne'er  o'ertakes; 
Puts  by  the  cup  of  holiness  and  joy ; 
And  drinks,  carouses  deeiJy,  in  the  bow] 
Of  death ;  grovels  in  duet,  pollutes,  destroys, 
His  soul!  is  miserable  to  acquire 
More  misery;  decdves  to  be  deceived ; 
Strives,  Ubours,  to  the  last,  to  shun  the  truth ; 
Strives,  labours,  to  the  last,  to  damn  himself; 
Turns  desperate,  shudders,  groans,  blasphemes, 

-  and  dies^ 
And  sinks — where  could  he  else ?-^to  endless  wo; 
And  drinks  the  wine  of  God's  eternal  wrath. 

The  learned  thus,  and  thus  the  unlearned  world, 
Wisdom  defined.    In  soutid  they  disagreed ; 
In  substance,  in  efleet,  in  end,  the  same; 
And  equally  to  God  and  truth  opposed, 
Opposed  as  darkness  to  the  Hght  of  heaven. 
Yet  were  there  some^  thct  seemed  weB-meanfaig 
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Who  systmnfi  planoed,  BXprasMd  in  supple  words, 
Which  pmised  the  man  as  wisest,  that  in  one 
United  both ;  pleased  God,  and  pleas^  the  world; 
And  with  the  saint,  and  with  the  sinner,  had, 
Changing  his  garb,  unseen,  a  good  report. 
And  many  thought  their  definition  bestr 
And  in  their  wisdom  grew  exceeding  wise. 

Union  abhorred!  dissimulation  vaial 
Could  Holiness  embraee  the  hadot  Sin? 
Could  Ufe  wed  death  1  Could  God  with  Mammon 

dwein 
Oh,  foolish  men!  oh,  men  for  ever  lost! 
In  spite  of. mercy  lost,  in  spite  of  wrath! 
In  spike  of  Disappointment  and  Remorse, 
Which  made  the  way  to  fuin,  ruinous  t 

Hear  what  they  were)  The  progeny  of  Siit, 
Alike,  and  oft  combined;  but  differing  much 
In  mode  of  giving  pain.    As  felt  the  grow, 
Material  part,  when  in  the  furnace  cast, 
So  felt  the  soul,  the  victim  of  Remorse. 
It  was  a  fire  which  on  th6  verge  of  God's 
Commandments  bume^,  uid  on  the  vitals  fed 
Of  aU  who  passed.    Who  passed,  there  met  Re- 
morse; 
'A  violent  fever  seized  his  soul ;  the  heavens 
Above,  the  eazUi  beneath,  seemed  slowing  brsss. 
Healed  seven  times ;  he  heard  dreaa  voioes  speak, 
And  mutter  horrid  prophecies  of  pain. 
Severer  and  severer  yet  to  come ; 
And  as  he  writhed  and  quivered,  soorched  within, 
The  Fury  round  his  torrid  temples  fi^tpped 
Her  fiery  ^winga,  and  breathed  ppon  his  lips 
And  parched  tongue  the  withered  bla^  of  hell. 
It  was  the  suffering  begun,  thou  sawst 
In  «ymbol  of  the  Worm  that  never  dies. 

The  other,  Disappoihtment,  rather  seemed. 
Negation  of  delight    It  was  a  thing  ^ 

Sluggish  and  torpid,  tending  towards  death. 
Its  breath  was  cold,  and  made  the  sportive  blood. 
Stagnant,  and  duU,  and  heavy,  round  the  wjieels 
Of  life.    The  roots  of  that  whereon  it  blew, 
Decayed,  and  with  the  genial  soil  no  more 
Held  sympathy ;  the  leaves,  the  branches  drooped, 
And  mouldered  slowly  down  to  formless  dust; 
Not  tossed  and  driven  by  violence  of  winds. 
But  withering  where  they  sprung,  and  rotting 

there 
Long  disappointed^  disappointed  still, 
The  hopeless  man,  bopeleas  in  his  main  wish, 
As  if  retumiog  back  to  nothing,  felt; 
In  strange  vacuity  of  being  hung. 
And  rolled  and  rolled  his  eye  on  emptiness, 
That  seemed  to  grow  more  empty  every  hour. 

One  of  this  mood  I  do  remember  well. 
We    name   him   not, — what  now  are  -earthly 

names  1 — 
In  humble  dwelling  bom,  retired,  remote; 
In  rural  quietude,  'jttong  hills,  and  streams, 
And  melancholy  deserts,  where  the  Sun 


Saw,  as  he  passed,* a  shepheid  only,  hem 
And  there,  watching  his  little  flock,  or  heard 
The  ploughman  talking  to  his  steers;  his  hopes, 
His  morning  hopes,  awoke  before  him,  emilii^, 
Among  the  dews  and  holy  mountain  airs; 
And  fiuicy  coloured  them  with  ^very  hue 
Qf  heaveiily  loveliness.  >  But  soon  his  dreama 
Of  childbcod  fled  away,  those  rainbow  dreaflpa^ 
So  iniioeent  and  fair,  that  withered  Age, 
Even  at  the  grave,  cleared  up  his  dusty  eye. 
And,  passing  airbetween,  looked  fondly  back' 
To  see  them  once  again,  ere  he  departed  : 
These  fled  away,  and  anxbua  thought,  that  wished 
To  gQ,  yet  whither  kne.w-  not  well  to  go. 
Possessed  his  soul,  and  hekL  it  still  awhUe. 
He  listened,  and  heard  fiom  fiur  the  voice  of  fiuns^ 
Heard  and  was  charmed ;  and  deep  and  sudden 

vow 
Of  resolution,  made  to  be  renowned;  . 
And  deeper  vowed  again  to  keep,  his  vow. 
His'pajpenta  saw,  his  parents,  whom  God  made 
Of  kindest  heart,  saw,  and  indulged  his  hope. 
The  ancient  page  he  turned,  read  much,  ihoqght 

much. 
And  with  old  baMs  of  honourable  name 
Measured  his  soul  severely;  and Unk^  up 
To  fame,  ambitious  of  no  second  place. 
Hope  grew  from  inward  faith,  and  promiaed  fidr. 
And  out  before  him  opened  many  a  path 
Ascending,  where  the  laurel  highest  waved 
Her  branch  of  endless  green.   He  stood  admiiiii^ 
Buit  stood,  admired,  not  long.   The  harp  he  aened. 
The  harp  he  loved,  loved  better  than  his  life, 
The  harp  which  uttered  deepest  notes,  and  held 
The  ear  of  thought  a  captive  to  its  song. 
He  searehed  and  meditated  much,  and  whiles^ 
With  rapturous  hand,  in  secret,  touched  the  lyre, 
Aiming  at  glorious  strains ;  and  searched  again 
Wr  theme  deserving  of  immortal  verse; 
Chose  now,  and  now  refused,  unsatisfied; 
Please4,  then  displeased,  and  hesitating  stilL 
Thus  stood  his  mind,  when  round  him  came  e 
cloud. 
Slowly  and  heavily  it  came,  a  cloud 
Of  ills,  we  mention  not    Enough  to  say, 
'Twas  cokl,  and  dead,  impenetrable  gloom. 
He  saw  its  dark  approach,  and  saw  his  hopss^ 
One  after  one,  put  out,  as  nearer  still , 
It  drew  his  soul ;  but  fainted  not  at  first. 
Fainted  hot  soon.    He  knew  the  lot  of  man 
Was  trouble,  and  prepared  to  bear  the  woret; 
Endure  whate'er  shoukl  come,  without  a  sigh 
Endure,  and  drink,  even  to  the  veiy  dregs, 
The  bitterest  cup  that  Time  could  measure  ool; 
And,  having  done,  look  up,  and  ask  for  more. 

He  called  phi)osopl\y,  and  with  his  heart 
Reasoned.    He  called  religion  too,  but  called 
Reluctantly,  ajid  therefore  was  not  heard. 
Ashamed  to  be  o'ermatched  by  earthly  woea^ 
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He  fought,  ami  sought,  with  ejv  that  dimip^d  apace 
To  find  flooie'  avenue  to  light,  some  place 
Go  which  to  rest  a  hope;  but  sdoght  in  vain. 
Barker  and  darker  still  the  darkness  grew. 
At  length  be  sunk,  and  Disappointment  stood- 
His  <mly  comforter,  and  meurnfbll/ 
Told  all  was  passed.     His'interest  in  life, 
In  being,  ceased :  and  now  he  seemed  to  feel, 
And  shuddered  as  he  felt,  his  powers  of  nii^d 
Decaying  in  the  spring>tune  of  his  day.     .^ 
The  vigorous,  weak  became,  the  clear  obscure. 
Memory  gave  up  her  charge,, Decision  reeled, 
And  from  her  flight,  Fancy  returned,  returned 
Because  she  found  no  nourishment  abroad. 
The  blue  heavens  withered,  and  the  moon,  and 

sun, 
And  an  the  etars,  and  the  gree«  .earth,  and  mom 
And  evening,  withered;  and  the  eyes,  and  smiles, 
And  &ces^  of  all  men  and  women  withered  ^ 
Withered  to  him;  and  allthe  universe,. 
Like  iOHiething  which  had  been,  appeared;  but 

now 
Was  dead  and  mouldering  fast  away.    Retried 
No  more  to  hope,  wished  to  forget  hi^  vow, 
Wished  to  forget  his  harp;  then  ceased  to  wish. 
That  was  his  last.    Enjoyment  now  was  dohe. 
He  .had  no  hope,  no  wish,  and  scarce  a  fear. 
Of  being  sensible,  and  senvble 
Of  loss,  he  as  some  atom  seemed,  which  God 
Had  made  superfluously,  and  needed  not 
To  build  creation  with ;  but  back  again 
To  nothing  threw,  and  left  it  in  the  void, 
With  everlasting  sense  that  once  k  was. 
Oh  I  who  can  tell  w4iat  days,  what  nights,  he 

spent, 
Of  tideless,  waveless,  sailless,^  shoreless  wo  I . 
And  who  can  tell  how  many,  gloriods  once,  , 
Toothers  and  themselves  of  promise  full,- 
Conducted  to  this  pass  of  human  thought. 
This  wilderness  of  intellectual  death, 
Wasted  and  pined,  and  vanished  from  the  eafth, 
Leaving  no  vestige  of  memorial  there ! 

It  was  not  so  with  him.    When  thus  he  lay. 
Forlorn  of  heart,  withered  and  desolate. 
As  leaf  of  Autumn,  which  the  wolflsh  winds. 
Selecting  from  its  falling  sisters,  chase,  ■ 
Far  from  its  native  grove,  to  lifeless  wastes. 
And  leave  it  there  ak>ne,  to  be  forgotten 
Eternally,  God  p&ssed  in  mercy  by, — 
His  prafae  be  ever  new ! — and  on  him  breathed, 
And  bade  him  live,  and  put  into  his  hands 
A  holy  harp,  into  his  lips  a  song, 
.  That  rolled  hs  numbers  down  the  tide,  of  Time. 
Ambitious-now  but  little,  to  be  praised 
Of  men  alone;  amlntions  most,  to  be 
Approved  of  God  -  the  Judge  of  all ;  and  have    - 
His  name  recorded  in  the  book  of  life. 
Soeh  things  were  Disappointment  .^d  Re- 

otone.  '         I 


And  ofl  united  both,,  as  friends  severe, 
To  teach  men  Wisdom ;  hut  the  fool,  untaught| 
Was  fooUsh  still.    His  ear  he  stopped,  his  eyes 
He  ^yt,  and  blindly,  deafly  obstinate, 
Forced  desperately  his  way  from  wo  to  wo. 

One  place,  one  only  {rface,  there  was  on  earth, 
Where  no  man  e'er  was  fool,  however  niiad. 
'*  Men  may  live  fools,  but  fools  they  cannot  die.** 
Ahl  'twaa  a  truth  most  true;  and  sung  in  Tund, 
And  to  the  sons  of  men^  by  one  well  known    - 
On  earth  foe  lofty  Terse  and  loifty  sense. 
Much  hast,  thou  seen,  feir  youth,  raueh  heard i 

but  thou 
Hast^  never  seen  a  death-bed,  never  heaxd 
A  dying  groan.    Men  saw  it  often.    'Twas  sad, 
To  all  mostvorrowful  and  sad ;  to  guilt,  . 
Twas  anguish,  terror,  darkness,  without  bow« 
But,  oh!  it  bad  a  most  convincing  tongue, 
A  potent  oratory,  that  secured 
Most  mute  attention ; '  and  H  ^ke  the  truth 
So  boldly,  plainly,  perfectly  distinct,     . 
That  none  the  meaning  could  mistake,  or  doobt 
And  had  wiUial  a  disenchanting  power, 
A  most  omnipotent  and- wondrous  power, 
Which  ina  moment  broke,  for  ever  broke. 
And  utterly  diraolved,  the  charms,  and  spelli^ 
And  cunnuig  sorceries  of  earth  and  hell. 
And  thus  it  spoke  to  him  who  ghastly  lay, 
And  struggled  for  another  breath:  Earth's  cop 
Is  poisoned;  her  renown,  most  infamous ;« 
Her  gold,  seem  as  it  may,  is  really,  dust; 
Her  titles,,slanderous  names;  her  praise,  reproach; 
Her  strength,  a» idiot's  boast;  her  wisdom  blind; 
Her  gain,  eternal  loss;  her  hope,  a  dream; 
Her  love,  her  firiehdship,  enmity  with  God ; . 
Her  promises,  a  lie ;  her  smile,  a  harlot's; 
Her  beauty,  paint,  and  rotten -within ;  her  pleas- 
ures, 

Deadly  assassins  masked;  her  laughter  gtief; 
Her  breasts,  the  sting  of  Death ;  her  total'Sun^ 
Her  all,  most  utter  vanity ;  and  all 
Her  lovers  mad,  insane  most  grievously, 
And  most  insane  because  they  know  it  Aot 

Thus  did  the  mighty^reasoner.  Death  dedaie, 
And  volumes  more ;  and  in  one  word  confirmed 
The  Bible  whole,  Eternity  is  all. 
But  few  spectalprs,  few  believed,  of  those 
Who  staid  behind.    The  wisest,  best  of  men, 
Believed  not  to  the  letter  full;  but  turned, 
And  on  the  world  looked  forth,  as  if  they  thought 
The  well-Ciinmied  hypocrite  had  something  still 
Of  inward  worth.    The  dying  man  alone, 
Gave  faithful  audience,  and  the  words  of  Death, 
To  the  laA  jot,  believed,  believed  and  felt ; 
But  oft,  alas !  believed  and  felt  too  late. 

And  had  Earth,  then,  no  joys,  qo  native  swesl^ 
No  happiness,  that  one,  who  spoke  the  truth. 
Might  call  her  ownl  She  had ;  true,  native  sweets^ 
Indigenous  delights,  whicb  up  the  tree 
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Of  holineis,  embracing  as  tbey  grew, 
Afloended,  and  bore  fruit  of  heavenly  taste ; 
In  pleasant  memory  held,  and  talked  of  oft, 
By  yonder  Saints,  who  walk  the  golden  streets 
Of  New  Jerusalem,  and  compass  round 
The  Throne,  with  nearest  vision  blessed,  Ofthese^ 
Hereafter,  thou  shalt  hear,  delighted  hear; 
Ortte  page  of  beauty  in  the  life  of  man. 


BOOK  IV. 

The  world  had  much  of  ttrange  and  wonderfiil, 

In  passion  much,  in  action,  reason,  will, 

And  much  in  providence,  which  still  retired 

From  human  eye,  and  led  Philosophy, 

That  ill  her  ignoranoe  liked  i»  own,  through  dark 

And  dangerous  paths  of  speculation  wild. 

Some  striking  features,  as  we  pass,  we  oiark, 

-  In  order  such  as  itoemory  suggests. 

One  passbn  prominent  appears,  the  lust 
Of  power,  which  oft-times  took  the  fiurer 
Of  Ubeity,  and  hung  the  popular  flag 
Of  freedom  out.    Many,  indeed,  its  names. 
When  on  the  throne  it  sat,  and  round  thenecK^ 
Of  millions  riveted  its  iron  chain, 
And  on  the  shoulders  of  the  people  laid 
Burdens  uamerciiul,  it  title  took 
Of  tyranny,  oppressbn,  despotism ; 
And  every  tongue  was  raeary  curbing  it 
When  in  tho  multitude  it  gathered  strength, 
And,  like  an  ocean  bursting  from  its  bounds, 
Long  beat  in  vain,  went  finth  resistlessly, 
It  bore  the  stamp  and  designation,  tbiki^  •' 
Of  popular  fui^,  mnarchy,  rebellion ; 
And  honest  men  bewailed  all  older  void ; 
All  Uws  annulled ;  ail  property  destroys^ ; 

•  The  venerable,  murdered  in  the  stireets ; 
The  vriae  demised;    streams,  red  with  huOMm 

Uood; 
Harvests  beneath  the firantac  fixit  trod  down; 
Lands,  desolate;  and  fiunine  at  the  door. 

These  are  a  part;  but  other  names  it hadi, 
Innumerous  as  the  shapes  and  robes  it  won* 
But  under  every  name,  in  nature  still 
Invariably  the  some,  and  always  bad. 
We  ovm,  indeed,  that  oft  against  its^ 
It  fought,  and  sceptre  both  and  people  gvm 
An  equal  aid*  as  long  exemplified 
In  Albion's  kle,  Albien,  queen  of  the  seas; 
And  in  the  struggle,  ^illething  Uks  a  kind 
Of  dvil  liberty  grew  up,  the  best 
Of  mere  tenestjrial  root;  but,  sickly,  too, 
And  living  only,  strange  to  tell  I  in  strife 
Of* factions  equally  contending;  dead, 
'1  haft  very  mooMnt  dead,  that  one  pievailed. ' 

Conflicting  cruelly  against  itself, 
B?  its  own  hand  it  fell;  part  slaying  psrt 


And  men  who  noticed  not  the  suicide, 

Stood  wondering  much,  why  earth  from  age  to  agi^ 

Was  still  enslaved ;  and  erring  causes  gavie. 

This  was  earth's  liberty,  its  nature  thi^ 
However  named,  in  whomsoever  found, — 
And  found  it  was  in  all  of  woman  bom,--* 
Each  man  to  make  all  subject  to  his  wiJJ ; 
To  make  them  do,  undo,  eat,  drink,  stand,  movs^ 
Talk,  think,  and  feel,  exactly  as  he  chose. 
Hence  the  eternal  strife  of  brotherhoods^ 
OffaidividualB,  families,  oommonwesHhs. 
The  root  from  which  it  grew  was  pride;  bad  nosl, 
And  bad.  the  fruit  it  boss.    Then  wonder  not, 
That.kmg  the  nations  from  it  richly  reaped 
Oppression,  slavery,  tyranny,  and  war; 
Confusion,  desolation,  trouble,  shame. 
And,  marveUons  though  it  seem,  this 

when 
IX  took  the  name  of  slavery,  as  oft 
It  did,  had  advdbates  to  plead  itseanse; 
Beings  that  walkied  erect,  and  spoke  lika  nei 
Of  Christian  parentage  descended,  too,  - 
And  dipped  in  the  bajiAismal  font,  as  sign 
Of  dedication  to  the  prince  who  bowed 
To  death,  to  set  the  sin-bound  prisoner  fiee. 
^  Unchristian  thought!  on  what 
Of  right,  inherited,  or  else  acquined; 
Of  loss,  or  profit,  or  what  plea  you 
To  buy  and  sell,  to  barter,  whip,  and  hoU 
In  chains,  a  being  of  celestial  make; 
Of  kindred  form,  of  kindred  feculties^ 
Of  kindred  feelings,  passions,  thoughts, 
Bom  free,  and  heir  of  an  immortal  hop0; 
Thought  villtoous,  absurd,  detestahls ! 
Unworthy  to  be  harboured  in  a  fiend ! 
And  only  overreached  in  vrickedness 
By  that,  birth,  too,  of  earthly  liberty. 
Which  aimed  to  make  a  reasonable  man 
By  legiriation  think,  and  by  the  sword 
Believe.    This  was  that  liberty  veuowaed. 
Those  equal  rights  of  Greece  and  Ron|a, 

men, 

Afl,  but  a  few,  were  bought,  and  sold,  and  ssougsd, 
And  killed,  aa  interest  or  caprice  enjoined ; 
In  after  times  talked  of,  written  oi;  so  much. 
That  most,  by  eoUnd  and  custom  l«d  away, 
Believed  the  essenoe  answered  to  the  name. 
Historians  on  this  theme  wen  long  and  warn. 
Sutesmen,  drunk  with  the  fiimes  of  vain  deb«ti^ 
In  krfty  swelling  phrase  called  it  perfectioBL 
PhUoaophers  its  rise^  advaooe,  and*  fell, 
Traced  carefully:  and  poeU  kindled  slil]. 
As  memoiy  brought  it  up;  their  lips  wen  toocM 
With  fire,  and  uttered  words  that  men  adend. 
Oen  he,  true  bard  of  Zion,  holy  mani 
To  whom  the  BiUe  taught  this  precioiis  vefse^ 
'*  He  is  the  fireemaa  whom  the  truth  makes  fess,^ 
By  fashion,  though  by  fashion  little  swayed, 
Scarce  ke|^  his  harp  from  pagan  freedom^  fniMi 
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The  captive  prophet^  whom  Jehovah  gave 
t^he  future  yean,  deeeribed  it  beet,  when  he     . 
Beheld  it  riae  in  vision  of  the  night : 
A  dreadful  beaflt,  and  terrible^  and  strong 
&xceedingij,  with  mighty  iron  teeth ; 
And,  lo,  it  brake  in. pieces,  and  devoured, 
And  stamped  the  residue  beneath  its  feet ! 

True  liberty  was  Christian,  sanctified, 
Baptized,  and  found  in  Christian  hearts  alone ;. 
Fir8t"\)orn  of  Virtue, 'daughter  of  thfi  skies, 
Nursling  of  truth  divine,  sister  of  all 
The  graces,  meekness,  holiness,  and  love ; 
Giving  to  God,  and  man,  and  all  below. 
That  symptom  showed  of  sensible  e'jdstenoe, 
Th^  due,  unasked ;  fear  to  whom  fear' wafe  due ;' 
To  all,  respect,  benevolence,  and  love: 
Companion  of  religion,  where  she  came, 
.  There  freedom  came;  where  dwelt,  there  fimedom 
dwelt; 
Rlded  where  she  tuled,  expired  where  she  ta* 
{nred. 

"lie  was  the  freeman  whom  the  truth  made 

free," 
Who,  fitst  of  ail,  the  bands  of  Satan  broke ;  ^ 
Who  brdce  the  bands  of  sin ;  i^nd  for  his  sooli 
Ib  spite  of  fools,  consulted  seriously ; 
In  Bpitc^  of  feshioji,  persevered  in  good ; 
In  spite  of  wealth  or  poverty,  upright  ;* 
Who  did  as  reason,  not  as  fancy »  bade ; 
Who  heard  temptation  sing,  and  yet  turned  not 
Aside ;  saw  Sin  bedeck  her  flowery  bdd, 
And  yet  would  not  go  up;  felt  at  his  heart 
The  sword  unsheathed,  yet  would  not  sell  the-trath; 
Who,  having  power,  had  not  the  will  to  huit; 
Who  blushetl  alike  to  be,  or  have  a  slave ;  , 

Who  blushed  at  napghtbut  sin,  feared  naught  but 

God; 
Who,  finally,  in  strohg  integrity 
Of  soul,  'midst  want,  or  riches,  or  du^grace, 
Uplified,  calmly  sat,  and  heard  the  waves . 
Of  stormy  folly  breaking  at  his  feet, 
Now  shjill  with  praise,  now  hoarse  ^ith  fool  re- 
proach, 
And  both  despised  sincerely;  seeking  tliis 
Alone,  The  approbation  of  his  Qod, 
Which  still  with  conscience  witnessed  to  his  peace. 

This,  this  is  freedom,  such  as  angels  use, 
Anijr  kindred  to  the  liberty  of  God. 
•First-bom  of  Virtue,  daughter  of  the  skies! 
The  man,  the  state,  in  whom  she  ruled  was  free ; 
All  rise  were  slaves  of  Satan,  Sin,  and  Death.. 

Already  thou  hast  something  heard  of  good 
And  ill,  of  vice  and  virtue,  perfect  each  ;• 
Of  those  redeemed,  or  else  abandoned  quite ; 
And  more  shalt  hear,  when,  at  the  judgment-day. 
The  characters  of  mankind  we  review^ 
Seems  aught  which  thou  hast  heard  astonishing? 
A  greater  wonder  now  thy  audience  asks ; 
Phenomena  in  all  the  universe, 
8  . 


Of  moral  being  most  anomabns, 

Inexplicable  most,  and  wonderfUl. 

I'll  introduce  thee  to  a  single  heart, 

A  human  heart.    We  enter  not  the  worst, 

But  one  by  God's  renewing  spirit  touched, 

A  Christian  heart,  awaked  from  sleep  «f  sin. 

What  seest  thou  here?  what'markst?  Observe  it 

well.      ■ 
Will,  passion,  reasott,  hopes,  fears,  joy,,  distceai^ 
Peace,  turbulence,  simplicity,  deceit. 
Good,  ill,  corruption,  immortality; 
A  temple  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  yet 
Oft  lodgiog  fiends;  the  dwelling-place  of  all 
The  heavenly  virtues,  charity  and  truth] 
Humility,  and  holiness,  and  love ; 
And  yet  the  common  haunt  of  anger,  pride, 
Hatred,  revenge,  and  passions  foul  with  lust 
Allied  to  heaven,  yet  parleying  oft  with  hell ; 
A  soldier  fisted  in  Me^iah's  band,  . 
Yet  giving  quarter  to  Abaddon's  troops ; 
With  sera{]^  drinking  from,  the  welt  of  life, 
And  yet  carousing  in  the  cup  of  death ; 
An  heit  of  heaven,  and  walking  thitherwaid,      ' 
Yet  casting  back  a  covetous  eye.on  earth; 
Emblem  of  strength,  and  weakness;  loving  nour, 
And  now  abhorring  sin ;  indulging  now, 
And  ndw.  repenting  sore;  rejoicing  now, 
With  joy  unspeakable,  and  full  of  glory  ;• 
Now  weeping  bitterly,  and  clothed  in  dust; 
A  man  willing  to  do^  and  doing  not; 
Doing,  and  vrilling  not ;  embracing  what- 
He  hates,  what  mo«$  he  loves  abandoning; 
Half  saint,  and  sinner  half;  half  bfe,  half  death; 
Commixture  strangeof  heaven,  and  earth,  and  helL 
What  seest  thou  here?  what  markst?  Ahattl»- 

Two  banners  spread,  two  dreadful  fronts  of  w4r 
In  #hock  sf  opposition  fierce,  engaged. 
Qodf  angels,  saw  whole  empires  rise  in  arm% 
Saw  kings  exalted,  heard  them  tumble  do?rii, 
And  othen  raised, — and  heeded  not ;  but  hem 
God,  angels  looked ;  God^angelsy  fought ;  and  Hel^. 
With  all  his  legions,  fought :  here^  error  foughl 
With  truth,  with  darkness  Kght,  and  Kfe  with  death;; 
And  here,  not  kingdoms,  reputation,  worids, 
Were  won ;  the  strife  was  for  eternity, 
The  victory  was  never-ending  bliss, 
The  badge,  a  chaplet  frotu  the  tree  of  fife. 

While  thus,  within,  contending  armies  sinnfe. 
Without,  the  Christian  had  his  trouUes  too. 
For,  as  by  God's  unalterable  laws, 
And  ceremonial  of  the  Heaven  of  Heavens^ 
Virtue  takes  ]Jace  of  all,  and  worthiest  deeds 
Sit  highest  at  the  feast  of  bliss ;  on  earth, 
The  opposite  was  fashion's  rule  polite. , 
Virtue  the  lowest  place  at  table  took, 
Or  served,  or  was  shut  out ;  .the  Christian  still* 
Was  mocked,  derided,  persecuted,  slain; 
And  Slander,  worse  than  mockeiy,  or  sw^rd,.  "*> 
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Or  dfuth,  stood  nightly  by  her  horrid  forge, 
And  ikbricated  lies  to  aUin  his  name, 
•    And  wound  his  pcaoe ;  but  still  he  had  a  toqrce 
Of  Itappineas,  that  men  could  neither  give 
Nor  take  away.    The  a^eaues  that  led 
To  ianBortality  before  him  lay. 
Be  saw,  with  fitith's  far  reaching  eye,-  the  fount  . 
Of  life,  his  Father's  house,  his  Saviour  God, 
And  borrowed  thence  to  hel^  his  present  want 

Encountered  thus  with  enemies,  without, 
Within,  like  bark  that  meets  opposing  winds 
And  floods,  this  way,  now  that,  she  steers  athwart, 
Tossed  by  the  wave,  and  driven  by  the  storm ; 
But  still  the  pik>^  ancient  at  the  helm, 
The  harbour  keeps  in  eye ;  and  after  modi 
Of  danger  passed,  and  many  a  prayer  rude, 
He  runs  her  sa&Iy  in ;  so  was  the  OHua 
Of  Qod  beset,  so  tossed  by  adverse  winds ; 
And  so  his  eye  upon  the  land  of  life 
'  He  kept    Virtue  grew  daily  stronger,  an 
Decayed:  his  enemies,  repulsed,  retired,' 
TiH,  at  the  stature  of  a  perfect  man 
In  Christ  arrived,  and  with  the  Spirit  filled, 
He  gained  the  harbour  of  eternal  rest. 

But  think  not  virtue,  else  than  dweHs  in  6dd 
Essentiafly,  was  perfect,  without  spot 
Examine  yonder  suns.    At  distance  seen. 
How  bright  they  burn !  how  gloriously  they  shine, 
Mantling  the  worlds  around  in  beamy  light ! 
But  nearer  viewed,  we  through  their  lustre  see 
.  Some  dark  behind ;  so  virtue  was  on  earth, 
So  is  in  heaven,  and  so  shall  always  be. 
Though  good  it  seem,  immaculate,  and  fair 
Exceedingly,  to  saint  or  angel's  gasie 
The  uncreated  Eye,  that  searches  all. 
Sees  it  imperfect ;  sees,  but  blames  not ;  sees, 
'Well  pleased,  and  best  with  those  who  deepest  dive 
into  themselves,  and  know  themselves  the  most ; 
Taught  thence  in  humbler  reverence  to  how 
iBefore  the  Holy  One;  and  oflener  view 
His  excellence,  that  in  them  still  may  rise, 
JUid  grow  his  likeness,  growing  evermoro. 

Nor  think  that  any,  bom  of  Adam^  race, 
In  his  own  proper  virtue  entered  heaven. 
Once  fi^n  from  God  and  peribct  holiness, 
No  being,  unassisted,  e'er  could  rise. 
Or  sanctify  fhe  sin-poUuted  soul. 
Oft  was  the  trial  made,  but  vainly  made. 
So  oft  as  men,  in  earth's  be&t  livery  dad, 
However  fair,  approached  the  gates  of  heaveh,     ' 
And  stood  presented  to  the  eye  of  God, 
Their  imfnous  pride  so  oft  his  soul  abhorred; 
Vain  hope !  in  pateh>work  of  terrestrial  grain, 
To  be  received  into  the  courts  above  1 
.As  vain  as  towards  yonder  suns' to  soar, 
'On  wing  of  waxen  plumage^  melting  soon. 

Look  round,  and  see  those  numbers  infinite, 
That  stand  oetbre  the  Throne,  and  in  their  hands 
;Falm»  waving  high,  as  token  of  victory 


For  battles  won.    These  are  the  sons  ofmett 
Redeemed,  the  ransomed  of  the  Xjamb  </t  0«d 
AU  these,  and  millions  more  of  kindreo  ihood, 
Who  now  itre  out  on  meiKages  of  love^ 
All  these,  their  virtue,  beauty,  exoeUence, 
And  joy,  are  purchase  of  redeeming  blood; 
Thdr  glory,  bounty  of  redeerhirig  love. . 

O  Love  divinel   Harp,  lift  thy  voice  on  I^gii  I 
Shout,  angels!  shout  aloud,  ye  sons  of  men! 
And  bum,  my  heart,  with  the  etemil  flame! 
My  lyiie,  be  eloquent  with  endless  praise! 
O  Love  divine i  immeasurable  Love! 
Stooping  from  heaven  to  earth,  finom  earth  to  hdl; 
Withput  beginning,  endless-  boundless  Love ! 
Above  all  .asking,  giving  far,  to  those 
Who  nought  deserved,  who  nought  deserved  bat 

deathl 

Saving  the  vilest !  saving  me !  O  Love 
Divine!  O  Saviour  God !  O  Lam\>,  once  dain! 
At  thought  of  thee,  tjiy  love,  thy  flowing  bloody 
All  thoughts  decay;  ajl  things  remembered  frde. 
All  hopes  return ;  all  actions  done  by  men 
Or  angels,  disappear,  absorbed  and  lost; 
All  fly,  as  from  the  great  white  Throne  wliidi  be, 
The  prophet,  saw,  in  vision  wrapped,  the  beavem 
And  earth,  and  sun,  and  moon,  and  starry  host, 
Confounded,  fled,  and  found  a  place  no  moie. 

One  glance  of  wonder,  as  we  pass^  deserve 
The  books  of  Time.    Productive  was  the  worid 
In  many  things,  but  most  in  books.   Like  swarms 
Of  kxiusts,  which  God  sent  to  vex  a  land 
Rebellious  long,  admonished  long  in  vain, 
Their  numbers  they  poured  annually  on  man. 
From  heads  conceiving  still.    Perpetual  birtKl 
Thou  wonderst  how  the  world  contained  them  aO. 
Thy  wonder  stay.  Like  men,  this  was  their  doom: 
''  That  dust  they  were,  and  should  to  dust  retnm." 
And  oft  their  fathers,  childless  and  bereaved. 
Wept  o'er  theirgraves,  when  they  themsdves  were 

green. 

And  on  them  fdl,  as  feD  on  every  age, 
As  on  their  authors  fell,  oblivious  Night, 
Whidh  o'er  the  past  lay,  darkling,  heavy,  stiD, 
Impenetrable,  motionless,  and  sad, 
Having  hiB  dismal,  leaden  plumage  stirred 
By  no  reitiembrancer,  to  show  the  men 
Who  after  came  what  was  concealed. beneath. 

The  story-telling  tribe,  done,  outran 
All  cdculation  far,  and  left  behind. 
Lagging,  the  swiftest  numbers.    Dreadful,  even 
To  fancy,  was  their  never-ceasing  birth ; 
And  room  had  lacked,  had  not  their  life  been  sbort. 
Exceptmg  some,  their  definition  take 
Thou  thtM,  expressed  in  gentle  phrase,  which  leavag 
Seme  imth  behind:   A  Novel  was  a  book  ' 
Three-volumed,  and  once  read,  and  oft  < 

fuU 
Of  poisonous  erroi^  blackening  every  page. 
And  oflener  still,  of  triflings  second-hand 
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Reoiaik,  and  old,  (Kfleaaed,  ptftrid  thought,. 
And,  miaenble  incident,  at  war 
With  nature,  with  itflelf  and  truth  at  w<r ; 
Tet  charming  still  the  greedy  reader  on, 
TIH  done,  he  tried  to  recollect  his  thoughts, 
And  nothing  found,  hut  dreaming  empttneas. 
Thesfe,  like  ephemera,  spning,  b  a  day, 
From  lean  and  ehalfow-Miled  hndns-of  sand, 
And  in  a  day  expired ;  yet,  while  they  Hved, 
Tiepiendout  oft-timee  was  the  popular  roar; 
And  cries  o^Live  for  ever!  struck  the  aides. 

One  kind  alone  remained,  seeti  through  the  gioom 
And  snnen  shadow  of  the'post:  as  lights 
At  intervals  they  shone,  and  brought  the  eye, 
That  baekward  travelled,  upward,  tin  arrived 
At  him,  who,  on.  the  hills  of  Mtdian,  sang 
The  patient  matt  of  Ux;  and  firom  the  lyre 
Of  angels,  jeamed  the  eariy  dawn  of  Time. 
Not  light  and  momentary  labour  these, 
But  diaeiplme  and  selfdenial  long, 
And  purpose  stanich,  and  peraeverance,  asked, 
And  oneigy  that  inspiration  seemed. 
Composed  of  many  thoughts,  possessihg  eadi' 
Innate  and  underived  vitality ; 
"Which,  having-£Cly  shaped,  and  well  airangM 
[a  brotherly  accord,  they  builded  up; 
A  stately  sQperstruetufe,  that,  nor  wind; 
Nor  wave,  nor  shock  of  fal&ng  years,  could  move; 
Majestic  and  indisBolubly  firm ; 
As  ranks  cf  veteran 'warriors  in  the  fields 
Each  by  himself  alone  and  singly  seen, 
A  tower  of  strength ;  m  fnassy  phalanx  knit. 
And  in  embofttled  squadron  rushing  on, 
A  sea  ef  vak>ur,  dread,  invincible. 

Books  of  tltts  sort,  or  sacred,  or  profane^ 
Which  virtue  helped,  were  ^led,  not  amiss, 
*  The  medicine  of  the  mind:''  who  read  them,  read 
Wisdom,  and  was  refreshed';  and  on  his  path 
Of  pilgrimage,  with  healthier  step  advanced. - 

In  mind,  in  matter,  much  was  difficult 
To  understand.    But,  what  in  deepest  night 
Retired,  inscrutable,  mysterious,  dark,-— 
Was  evil,  Grod's  decrees,  an^  deeds  decreed, 
Responsible!  why  God,  the  jast  and  good, 
Omnipotent  and  wise,  should  suffer  sin 
To  rise:  why  man  was  free,  accountable; 
Yet  God  foreseeing,  overruling  all. 
Wheie*er  the  eye  could  turn,  whatever  tract 
Of  moral  thou^  it  took,  by  reason's  torch, 
Or  Scripture's  led,  before  ft  still  this  mount    -* 
Sprung  up,  impervious,  insurmountable, 
-Above  the  human  statare  rising  far; 
Horizon  of  the  mind,  surrounding  lAil!  • 

The  visicm  of  the  86u!  with  clouds  and  ^oom. 
Yet  did  they  oft  attempt  to  scale  its  sides, 
And  gain  its  top.    Philosophy,  to  climb, 
With  all  her  vigour,  toiled  fh>m  age  to  age; 
From  age  to  age.  Theology,  with  all 
Her  rigoitr,  tciled ;  and  vagrant  Faney  toML 


Not  weak  and  foolish  only^  but  the  wise, 

Patient,  courageous,  stout,  sound  headed  man, 

Of  proper  dinoipline,  of  excellent  wind. 

And  strong  of  intellectual  limb,  toiled  hard ; 

And  ofl  above  the  reach  of  common  eye 

Ascended  far,  atid  seemed  well  nigh  the  top; 

But  only  seemed;  lor  still  another  top 

Above  them  rose,  till,  giddy  grown  and  mad, 

With  gazing  at  these  dangerous  heights  of  Ood, 

They  tumbled  down,  and  in  their  raving  said. 

They  o'er  the  summit  saw.    And  some  believed, 

Believed  a  tie;  for  never  man  on  earth. 

That  mountain  Crossed,  or  saw  its  fafthcar  side. 

Around  it  lay  the  wreck  of  many  a  Sage, 

Divine,  Philosopher;  and  many  more 

Fell  daily,  undeterred  by  mllKons  fallen; 

Each  wondering  why  he  failed  to  comprehend 

God,  and  with  fihite  mewure  infinite. 

To  pass  it,  was  no  doubt  desirable; 

And  few  of  any  intellectual  size, 

That  did  not;  some  time  in  their  day,  attempt'; 

But  all  in  vain ;  for  as  the  distant  hill, 

Which  otk  the  right  or  left,  the  travellei's  eye 

Bounds,  seems  advancing  aa  he  walks,  and  ofl 

He  looki^  and  looks,  and  thinks  to  pass;  but  stiff 

It  forward  moves,  and  mocks  his  baffled  sight, 

Till  night  descends,  and  wraps  the  scene  in  gloom, 

So  did  this  moral  height  the  vision  mock ; 

So  lifted  up  its  dark  and  cloudy  head, 

Before  the  eye,  and  met  it  evermore. 

And  some,  provoked,  accused  the  righteous  God. 

Accused  of  what?  hear  human  boldness  now! 

Hear  guilt,  h^r  foQy,  madness,  alt  extreme ! 

Accused  of  what  1  the  Gbd  of  truth  accused 

Of  cruelty,  injustice,  widcedness. 

Abundant  sin!  because  a  mortal  man, 

A  worm,  at  best,  of  small  capacity, 

With  scarce  an  atom  of  Jehovah's  works 

Before  him,  and  with  scarce  an  hour  to  look 

Upon  them,  should  presume  to  censure  God, 

The  infinite  and  uncreated  God ! 

To  sit,  in  judgment,  on  Himself,  his  works, 

His  providence !  and  try,  accuse,  condemn ! 

If  there  is  aught,  thought  or  to  think,  absurd, 

Irrational  and  wicked,  this  is  more. 

This  most;  the  sin  of  devils,  or  of  those 

To  devils  grovring  fust.    Wise  men  and  good 

Accused  themselves,  not  God ;  and  put  thdr  handli 

Upon  their  mouths,  and  in  the  dust  adored. 

The  Christian's  faith  had  many  mysteriei  oo; 
The  uncreated  holy  Three  in  One, 
Dirine  incarnate,  human  in  divine; 
The  inward  call;  the  Sanctifying  Dew 
Coming  unseeii,  unseen  departing  thenoe; 
Anew  creating  all,  and  yet  not  heard ; 
Compelfing,  yet  not  felt.    Mysteribus  theM^ 
Not  that  Jehovah  to  conceal  them  wished,    ' 
Not  that  religion  wished.    The  Christian  fiath, 
Unlike  the  timonHM  creeds  of  pagan  priests, 
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Was  frank,  stood  forth  U>  view,  invited  all. 
To  prove,  examine,  search,  investigate, 
And  gave  herself  a  light  to  see  her  by. 
Mysterious  th^,  because  too  lacge  for  eye 
Of  man,  too  long  for  human  arm  to  mete. 
Go  to  yon  mount,  which  on  the  north  side 

stands 
Of  New  Jerusalem,  and  lifts  its  head 
,  Serene  in  glory  bright,  ekcept  the  hiU, 
The  Sacred  HiU  of  God,  whereon  no  foot 
Must  tread,  highest  of  all  creation's  walks,    , 
And  overlooking  all,  in  prospect  vast, 
From  out  thd  ethereal  blue.    That  cllFascend, 
Gaze  thenoe,  around  thee  look ',  nought  now  u&- 

pedes 
Thy  view ;  jet  still  thy  vision,  purified 
And  jUrona  although  it  be,  a  boundary  meets ; 
Or  rather,  Uiou  wilt  say,  thy  vision  iails 
To  gaze  throughout  illimitable  space, 
And  find  the  end  of  infinite:  and  so 
It  was  with  all  the  mysteries  of  faith. 
God  set  them  forth  unveiled  to  the.  full  gaze 
Of  man,  and  nsked  him  to  investigate ; 
But  reason's  eye,  however  purified, 
And  on  whatever  tall  and  goodly,  height 
Of  observation  placed,  to  comprehend 
Them  fully,  sought  in  vain:  in  vain  seeks  still', 
But  wiser  now  and  humbl^er,  she  concludes, 
Froin  what  i^e  knows  already  of  his  love 
All  gracious,  that  she  cannot  understand} 
And  gives  him  credit,  reverence,  praise  for  all 

Another  feature  in  the  ways  of  God, 
That  wondrous  seemed,  and  made  some  men  caoi- 

plain. 
Was  the  unequal  gift  of  worldly  things. 
Crreat  was  the  difference,  indeed,  of  men 
Externally,  firom  beggar  to  the  prince. 
The  highest  take  and  bwest,  and  conceive 
The  scale  between.    A  noble  of  the  earth, 
One  of  its  great,  in  splendid  mansion  dwelt ; 
Was  Tobed  in  silk  and  gold ;  and  every  day 
Fared  snmptuously;  wtts  titled,  honoured,  serv^. 
Thousands  his  nod  awaited,  and  his  will 
For  law  received.    Whole  provinces  his  march 
Attended,  and  his  chariot  drew,  or  oh 
Their  shoulders  bore  aloft  the  precious  man. 
MiUk>na,  abased,  fell  prostrate  at  his  feet : 
And  millions  more  thundered  adoring  praise. 
As  far  as  eye  could  reach,  he  called  the  land 
His  own,  and  added  yearly  to  his  fields. 
Like  tree  that  of  the  soil  took  healthy  root, . 
He  grew  on  every  nde,  and  towered  on  high, 
And  over  half  a  nation,  shadowing  wide. 
He  spread  his  an^Ie  bows.    Air,  earth,  and  sea^ 
Nature  entire,  the  brute,  and  ratbnal. 
To  please  him  ministered,  and  vied  among 
Themselres,  who  most  should  his  desires  prevent, 
Watching  the  moving  of  his  rising  thoughts 
Attentively,  and  hastiog  to  fulfil. 


His  palace  rose  and  kissed  the  gorgeous  doods^ 

Streams  bent  their  music  to  his  will,  trees  sprai^^ 

The  native  waste  pot  on  luxuriant  robes; 

And  plains  of  happy  cottages  east  out 

Their  tenants,  and  became  a  hunting-<field. 

Before  him  bowed  the  distant  isles,  with  finrits 

And  spices  rare ;  the  Sooth  her  treasuxe*  brought. 

The  East  and  West  sent;  and  the  frigid  North 

Came  with  her  ofiTering  of  glossy  Airs. 

Musicians  soothed  his  ear  vrith  ai»  select : 

Beauty  held  out  her  axrns ;  and  every  malt 

Of  cunning  skill,  and  cuiious  device,    . 

And  endless  multitudes  of  liveried  wights, 

His  pleasure  waited  with'pbsequious  kxdt. 

And  when  the  wants  of  nature  were  anpfdiedp 

And  common^plaoe  extravagances  filled, 

Beyond  their  asking ;  ^and  .caprice  itself, 

In  all  its  zig-zag  appetites^  gorged  full, 

The  man  new  wants  and  new  expenses  planwii 

Nor  planned  alone.    Wise,  learned,  sober  lamk. 

Of  cogitation  deep,  took  up  his  case, 

And  planned  fi>r  him  new  modes  of  foUy  wild ; 

Contrived   new   vrishes,  wants^  and  woodnQs 


Of  spending  with  despatch^  yet,  after  all, 
His  fields  extended  still,  his  riohss  grew^ 
And  what  seemed  splendour  i^ifini^  inrrrMod 
So  lavishly  upon  &  single  man 
Did  Providence  his  bounties  daily  shower. 

Turn  now  thy  eye,  and  look  on  Poverty; 
Look  on  the  lowest  of  her  ragged  sons. 
We  find  him  by  the  way,  sitting  in  dost ; 
He  has  no  bread  to  eat,  no  tongue  to  ask, 
No  limbs  to  walk,  no  home,  no  house,  no  fiicnd. 
Observe  his  goblin  cheek ,  his  wretched  eye ; 
See  how  his  hand,  if  any  hand  he  has, 
Involuntary  opens,  and  tremUoi  forth, 
As  comes  the  traveller's  fbot;  and  hear  his  gio«% 
His  long  and  t^LmentaUe  groan,  announce 
The  want  that  gnaws  within.    Severely  now 
The  sun  scorches  and  burns  his  old  baU  head; 
The  frdst  now  glues  him  to  the  chilly  eaith. 
On  him  hail,  rain,  and  tempest,  rudely  beat; 
And  all  the  winds  of  heaven,  in  jocular  mood, 
Spoit  with  his  vritherpd  rags,  that,  tossed  abont. 
Display  his  nakedness  to  passers  by, 
And  grievously  burlesque  the  human  form. 
Observe  him  yet  more  narrowly.    His  limbSk 
With  palsy  shaken,  about  him  blasted  lie ; 
And  all  hk  ^h  is  full  of  putrid  sores 
And  noisome  wounds,  his  bones,  of  racking  pebi. 
Strange  vesture  this  ibr  an  immortal  soul  I 
Strange  retinue  to  wait  a  lord  of  earth  I 
It  seems  as  Nature,  in  some  surly  mood, 
After  debate  and  inuring  long,  had  tried 
How  vile  and  miserable  thing  her  hand 
Could  fabricate,  then  made  this  meagre  i 
A  sight  so  full  of  perfect  misery, 
That  paasengeiB  their  ftess  tmned  awaj. 
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And  halted  to, be  gone ;  and  delicate  "* 
And  tender  women  took  another  path. 

This  great  disparity  of  outwavd  things 
Taqght  many  lessonn ;  bat  this  taught  in  chie( 
Though  learned  by  few:  That  God  no  value  set, 
That  man  should  none,  on  goods  of  worldly  kind ! 
On  transitoiy,  frail,  external  things, 
Of  migratory,  eyer-duuiging  sort: 
And  further  taught,  that  in  the  soul  alone, 
The  thinking,  reasonable,  willing  soul,    ' ' 
God  placed  the  total  excellence  of  man ; 
And  meant  him  evermore  to  seek  it  there. 

But  stranger  still  the  distribution  seemed ' 
Of  intellect,  though  fewer  here  complUned; 
Each  with  his  share,  upon  the  whole  content 
One  man  there  was,  and  many  suoh  you  might 
Have  met,  vho  never  h4d  a  doaen  thoughts 
In  all  his  life,  and  never  changed  their  course; 
But  told  them  o'er,  each  in  its  customed  place, 
From  mom  till  night,  from  youth  to  hoaiy  a^e. 
little  above  the  ox  that  grazed  the  field, 
His  reason  rose ;  so  weak  his  memory,  ' 
The  name  his  mother  called  him  by,  he  scarce 
Bemembered ;  and  his  judgment  so  untaught. 
That  what  at  evening  played  abng  the  swamp, 
Fantastic,  clad  in  robe  of  fiery  hue. 
He  thought  the  devil  in  disguise,  and  fled 
"With  quivering  heart  and  winged  footsteps  home. 
The  word  philosophy  he  never  heard, 
Or  sdeQce ;  never  heard  of  liberty, 
ITeceedty,  or  laws  of  graiitation ; 
And  never  had  an  unbelieving  doubt. 
Beyond  his  native  vale  he  never  looked; 
But  thought  the  visual  line,  that  girt  him  round, 
The  world's  extreme;  and  thought  the  silv^ 

Moon, 
Thiat  nightly  o'er  him  led  her  virgin  host, 
I!7o  bioader  than  his  father's  sUpld.    He  lived,-^ 
Lived  where  his  fiither  lived,  died  where  he  died, 
Uved  happy,  and  died  happy,  and  was  saved. 
Be  not  surprised.    He  loved  and  served  his  God. 

There  was  another,  large  of  understaQding,^ 
Of  memory  infinite,  of  judgment  deep, 
Who  knew  all  leaxoii:^,  aqd  all  science  knew; 
Abd  all  phenomeni^  in  heaven  and  earth. 
Traced  to  tHeir  causes ;  traced  to  the  labyrinths 
Of  thought,  association,  passion,  will  ;- 
And  all  the  subtle,  nice  affinities 
Of  matter  traced,  its  virtues^  motions,  laws ; 
And  most  familiarly  and  deeply  talked 
Of  mental,  moral,  mitural,  divine. 
Leaving  the  earth  at  will,  he  soared  to  heaven, 
And  rnid  the  gknious  visions  of  the  skies; 
Atad  to  the  muflic  of  the  rolling  spheres 
Intelligently  listened ;  and  gazed  tu  hack. 
.  Into  the  awful  depths  of  Deity; 
Did  all  that  wifid  assisted  most  could  do; 
And  yet  in  misery  fived,-in  misery  died, 
Bacanse  he  wanted  holiness  of  heart. 
8* 


A  deeper  lesson  this  to  mortals  taught, 
And  nearer  cut  the  branches  of  their  pride 
That  not  in  mentid,  but  in  moral  worth, 
Grod  excellence  placed'',  and  only  to  the  good, 
To  virtue,  granted  happiness,  alone. 

Admire  the  goodness  of  Almighty  God ! 
He  riches  gave,  he  intellectual  strength, 
To  few,  and  therefore  none  commands  to  be 
Or  rich,  or  learned;  npr  promises  reward 
Of  peace  to  these.    On  all.  He  moral  worth  ' 
Bestowed,  and  moral  tribute  asked  from  all. 
And  who  that  could  not  pay  1  who  bom  so  poor, 
Of  intellect  so  mean,  a«  not  to  know 
What  seemed  the  best;  aud,  knowing,  might  not  dot 
As  not  to  know  what  God  and  conscience  bade, 
And  what  they  bade  not  able  to  obey  1 
AM  he,  who  acted  thus,  fulfilled  the  law 
EtemoL  and  Its  promise  reaped  of  peace ; 
Found  peace  this  way  ak)ne :  who  sought  it  else, 
Sought  mellow  grapes  beneath  the  icy  Pole, 
Sought  blooming  roses  on  the  cheek  of  death. 
Sought  substance  in  a  world  of  fleeting  shades. 

Take  one  example,  to  our  purpose  quite, 
A  man  of  rank,  and  9f  capacious  soul, 
Who  riches  had  and  fame,  beyond  desire, 
An  heir  of  battery,  to  titles  born, 
And  reputation,  and  luxurious  life: 
Yet,  hot  content  with  ancestorial  name,  ' 
Or  to  be  known  because  his  fathers  were,    ' 
He  on  thisr  height  hereditary  stood. 
And,  gsring  higher,  purposed  in  his  heart 
To  take  another  step.    Above  him  seemed, 
Alone,  the  mount  of  song,  the  lofty  seat 
Of  canonized  bards;  and  thitherward, 
By -nature  taught,  and  inward  melody. 
In  prime  of  youth,  he  bent  his  eagle  eye. 
No  cost  was  spared.    What  books  be  wished,  h& 

What  sage  to  hear,  he  heard;  what  scenes  to  see, 
He  saw.  -  And  first  .in  rambling  school-boy  days 
Britannia's  mountain-walks,  and  heath-girt  lakes^ 
And  story  telling  glens,  and  founts,  and  brooks^ 
And  maids,  as  dew-drops  pure  and  fair,  his  soul 
With  grandeur  filled,  and  melody,  and  love. 
Then  travel  came,  and  took  him  where  he  wished. 
He  cities  saw,  and  courts,  and  princely  pomp; 
And  mused  alone  on  ancient  mountain-brows; 
And  mused  on  battle-fields,  where  valour  fou^t 
In  other  days;  and  mused  on  ruins  gray 
With  years ;  and  drank  from  old  and  fiihuloos 

wells, 
And  plucked  the  yiojs  that  fiiBt4K>m  prophets 

plucked, 

And  mused  on  famous  tombs,  and  on  the  wave 
Of  ocean  mused,  and  on  the  desert  waste; 
The  heavens  and  earth  of  every  country  saw. 
Where'er  the  old  inspiring  Genii  dwelt. 
Aught  that  could  rouse,  expand,  refine  the  soul, 
Thither  he  went,  and  meditated  there. 
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He  touched  his  haip,  and  tuitions  heard,  en- 
tranced. 
Aa  aome  yaat  river  of  unfiuliog  aoarce, 
Rapid,  exhaostleflfl,  deep,  hia  namben  flowed, 
And  opened  new  fountaina  in  the  human  heart 
Where  Fancy  halted,  weary  in  her  flight, 
In  other  men,  hia,  heth  as  morning,  roae, 
And  soared  untrodden  heights,  and  seemed  at 

home, 
'Where  angels  bashful  looked.    Others,  though 

great, 
Beneath  their  argument  seemed  struggling  whiles ; 
He  from  above  descending  stooped  to  touch 
The  loftiest  thought;    and  proudly  stooped,  as' 
'       though 

It  scarce  deserved  his  verse.    With  Nature's  self 
He  seemed  an  old  acquaintance,  free  to  jest  . 
At  wiH  with  all  her  glorious  majesty. 
He  laii  his  hand  upon  "  the  Ocean's  mane,** 
And  played  &m!liar  with  his  hoary  locks ; 
Stood  on  the  Alps,  stood  on  the  Apennines, 
A^d  with  the  thunder  talked,  as  friend  fo  friend; 
And  wove  his  garland  of  the  lightning's  wili|^ 
In  sportive  twist,  the  lightning's  fiery  wing, 
Which,  as  the  footsteps  of  the  dreadflil  Grod,  ' 
Marching  upon  the  storm  in  vengeande,  seemed,* 
Then  tumea,  and  with  the  grasshopper,  who  sung 
His  evemng  song  beneath  his  feet,  conversed. 
Subs,  moons,  and  stars,  and  clouds,  his  sisters 

were; 
Rodu,  mountains,  meteors^  seas,  and  winds,  and 

storms, 
His  brothers,  younger  brothers,  whom  he  scaroe 
As  equals  deemed.    AD  passions  of  all  men. 
The  wild  and  tame,  the  gentle  and  severe; 
All  thoughts,  all  maxims,  sacred  and  profime ; 
All  creeds,  all  seasons^  Time,  Eternity; 
All  tiiat  was  hated,  and  all  that  was  dear;  ' 
All  that  was  hoped,  all  that  was  feared,  by  man ; 
He  tossed  about,  as  tempest,  withered  leaves, 
Then,  smiling,  looked  upon  the  wreck  be  made. 
With  terror  now  he  froze  the  cowering  blood, 
And  now  dissolved  the  heart  in  tenderness; 
Yet  would  not  tremble,  would  not  weep  hinqelf ; 
But  back  into  his  soul  retir^,  alpne, 
Dark,  sullen,  proud,  gaadng  contemptuously 
On  hearts  and  pasoons  prostrate  at  his  feet. 
So  Ocean  from  the  plains  his  waves  had  late 
To  desolation  swept,  retired  in  pride, 
Exultii^  in  the  glory  of  his  might, 
And  seemed  to  mock  th^  ruin  he  had  vrVought. 

As  some  fierce  comet  of  tremendous  oze, 
To  which  the  stars  did  reverence,  as  it  passed. 
So  he  through  learning  and  through  fancy  took 
His  flight  sublime,  and  on  the  loftiest  top 
Ot  Fame's  dread  mountidn  sat;  not  soiled  wd 


Af  if  he  from  the  earth  had  laboured  up; 
But  as  some  bird  of  heavenly  plumage  fiiir, 


He  looked,  i|ihich  down  from  higher  regioiis  eusm^ 
And  perched  it  there,  to  see  what  lay  beneath. 
The  nations  gazed,  and  wondered  much,  and 

praised. 
Critics  before  hfan  fell  in  humble  plight, 
Confmuided  fell,  and  made  debasing  signs 
To  catch  his  eye,  and  stretched,  and  swelled  theni- 

selves 
To  bursting  nigfa,  to  otter  bulky  words 
Of  admiration  vast:  and  many,  too^ 
Many  that  aimed  to  imitate  his  fliight, 
With  weaker  wing,  unearthly  fluttering  raade^ 
And  gave  abundant  sport  to  after  days.. 
.  Great  man !  the  nations  gaxed,  ^nd  wondeared 

.  much. 
And  praised ;  and  many  called  hb  evU  good. 
Wits  wrote  in  favour  of  his  wickedness, 
And  kings  to  do  him  honour  took  dkOght. 
Thus,  full  of  titles,  flattery,  honour,  fame. 
Beyond  desire,  beyond  ambition,  full, 
He  died.    He  died  of  what  1  Of  wietcbednes;^ 
Drank  every  cup  of  j(^,  heard  every  trump 
Of  fame,  drank  eariy,  deeply  drank,  drank  chrai^glits 
That  common  millions  might  have  quenched :  thoD 

died 
Of  thirst,  because  there  was  no  more  to  drink. 
His^goddessy  Nature,  wooed,  embraced,  enjoyed. 
Fell  from  his  arms,  abhorred ;  his  passions  died^ 
Died,  all  but  dreary,  solitary  Pride; 
And  all  his  sympathies  in  being  died. 
As  softne  ill-guided  bark.  Well  built  and  taO, 
Which  angry  tides  cast  out  on  desert  shore, 
And  then,  retiring',  left  it  there  to  rot 
And  moulder  in  the  winds  and  rains  of  liea.veB^ 
So.  he,  cut  from  the  sympathies  of  fife, 
And  cast  ashore  from  pleasure's  boisterous  surges 
A  wandering,  weary,  worn,  and  wretched  thtiqgy 
Scorched,  and  desolate,  and  blasted  soul, 
A  gloomy  wildeAes  of  dying  thought, — 
Repined,  and  groaned;  and  withered  from  te 

eaitii. 
His  groaningB  filled  the  land,  hi^nombers  filled; 
And  yet  he  seemed  ashamed  to  gioan:— Foot 

man! —  ,    • 

Ashamed  to  ask,  and  yet  he  neeM  help. 

Proof  this,  beyond  all  lingering  of  doubt, 
That  not  with  natural  or  mental  wealth, 
Was  Qod  delighted,  or  his  peace  secured ; 
That  not  in  natural  or  mental  wealth. 
Was  human  happiness  or  grandeur  found. 
Attempt  how  monstrous,  and  how  surely  vaiai 
With  things  of  earthly  sort,  with  aught  but  God^ 
With  aught  but  mond  ezodlence,  truth,  and  bfv 
To  satisfy  and  fill  the  immortal  soul ! 
Attempt,  vain  inconceivably  I  attempt, 
To  satisfy  the  Ocean  with  a  drop, 
To  many  Immortality  to  Death, 
And  with  the  unsubstantial  Shade  of  Tims, 
To  fill  the  embrace  of  all  Eternity! 
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Praise  God,  ye  terranteof  the  Lord !  ptaifie  Qodl 
Ye  Bngeb  itrong!  (vaifle  Qod,  ye  sona  of  men  1 
Praise  him  who  made,  and  who  redeemed  your 

souls; 
Who  gave  yoo  hope^  reflection,  reason,  win ; . 
Minds  that  can  pierce  eternity  re^mbte, 
And  lire  at  once  on  future,  present^  past ; 
Can  speculate  on  systems  yet  to  make. 
And  hadL  recoil  on  ancient  days  of  Tim«, 
Of  Time,  soon  past,  soon  lost  among  the  shadea 
Of  buried  years.    Not  so  the  aetions  done 
la  Time,  the  deeds'  of  reasonaUe  men. 
As  if  engramn  with  pen  of  iron  grain, 
And  laid  in  flinty  rock,  thay  stand,  unchanged, ' 
Written  on  the  various  pages  of  the  past: 
If  good,  in  rosy  characters  fl#loTe; 
ifhad,  in  letters  of  vindictive  ifav; 

God  may  forgive,  but  cannot  blot  them  oat 
Systems  b«^  and  end,  Eternity 
Rolls  on  his  endless  yesrs^  and  men  absolved 
By  mercy  from  the  consequence,  forget 
The  evil  deed,  and  God  imputes  it  not; 
But  neither  systems  ending  nor  begun, 
Eternity  Uiat  rails  his  endless  years. 
Nor  men  absolved,  and  sanctifled,  and  washed 
By  mercy  from  the  consequence,  nor  yet 
Forgeliulness,  nor  God  imputing  not, 
Can  wash  the  guilty  deed,  once  donis,  firom  out 
The  faithful  annak  of  the  |>ast ;  who  readi, 
And  many  read,  there  finds  it,  as  it  was, . 
And  is,  and  shall  for  ever  be,— a  dark. 
Unnatural,  and  kiathly  moral  apot  . 
'  The  span  of  Tinw  vras  short,  indeed;  and  now 
Three-fourths  vrsrs  past,  the  last  begun,  and  on 
Carediiqg^  to  its  ckise,  which  soon  we  sing. 
Bat  fint  oar  promise  vre  redeem,  to  tell 
The  joys  of  Time,  her  joys  of  native  growth ; 
And  briefly  most,  what  kmger  tale  deserves. 

Wake,  dear  remembrances  1  wake,  childhood- 
daysl 
JLoves,  friendships,  wake  I  and  wake,  thou  mom 

andeveni 
finn !  with  thy  orient  locks,  night,  moon,  and  stars! 
And  thou,  celestial  bow  1  and  all  ye  woods, 
And  hills,  and  vales,  first  trod  in  davrning  life, 
And  houn  of  holy  musings  wake!  wake,  earth ! 
And,  smiling  to  remembrance,  come,  and  bring, 
For  thou  canst  bring,  meet  argument  for  song 
Of  heavenly  harp,  meet  hearing  for  the  ear 
Of  heavenly  aud&tpr,  eialted  high. 

God  gave  mych  peace  on  earth,  much  holy  joy ; 
Oped  fountains  of  perennial  spring,  whence  flowed 
Abundant  happiness  to  all  who  wished 
To  drink ;  not  perfect  bliss  ;~ihat  dwells  with  us, 
Beneath  the  eyelidi  of  the  Eternal  One, 


And  sitfi  at  his  right  hand  alone  ;~but  audi 
As  wel  deserved  the  name,  abundant  joy; 
Pleasures,  on  which  the  memory  of  saints 
Of  highest  glory,  still  deligl^  to  dwell. 

It  was,  we  own,  subject  of  much  debate, 
And  worthy  men  stood  on  opposing  sides^ 
Whether  the  cup  of  mortal  life  had  more 
Of  sour  or  sweet.  Vain  question  this,  when  asked 
In  general  terms,  and  worthy  to  be  left 
Unsolved.    If  most  was  sour,  the  drinker,  not  ^ 
The  cup,  we  blame.    Each  in  himself  the  means 
Possessed  to  turn  the  bitter  sweet,  the  sweet 
Te  bitter.    Hence,  firom  out  the  self-same  fount, 
One  nectar  drank»  another  draughts  of  gall^ 
Hence^  from  the  self-same  quarter  of  the  sky, 
One  saw  ten  thousand  angels  look  and  amile ; 
Another  saw  as  many  demons  frown. 
One  discord  heard,  where  harmony  inclined 
Another's  ear.    The  sweet  was  in  the  tast^ 
The  beauty  in  the  eye,  and  in  the  ear 
The  melody.;  and  in  the  man,— fx$r  God 
Necesaty  of  sinning  laid  on  none, — 
To  form  the  taste,  to  purify  the  eye. 
And  tune  the  ear,  that  all  he  tasted,  saw 
Or  heard,  might  be  harmonious,  sweet,  and  fair^ 
Who  would,  might  groan;  whowoold,  might (uy 
for  joy. 

Nature  lamented  little.    Undevoured 
By  spurious  itppetites^  she  found  enough, 
Where  least  was  found ;  with  gleanings  satisfied, 
Or  crumbs,  that  from  the  hand  of  luxury  fell ; 
Yet  seldom  these  she  ate,  but  ate  the  bread 
Of  her  own  industry,  made  sweet  by  toil ; 
And  walked  in  robes  that  her  own  hand  bad  spun^ 
And  slept  on  down  her  early  rising  bought 
Frugal  and  (hiigent  in  business,  chaste 
And  abstinent,  ttte  stored  fbr  helpless  age, 
And,  keeping  in  reserve  her  spring-day  health. 
And  dawning  relishes  of  life,  she  drank 
Her  evening  cup  with  excellent  appetite; 
And  saw  her  eldest  sun  decline^  as  fair 
As  rose  her  earliest  mom,  and  pleased  as  weH. 

Whether  in  crowds  or  solitudes,  in  streets 
Or  shady  groTca,  dwelt  Happineai,  it  seems 
In  vain  to  ask,  her  nature  nudEcs  it  vain, 
Though'poets  much,  and  hermits  talked,  and  sung 
Of  brooks,  and  crystal  founts,  and  weeping  dewi^ 
And  myrtle  bowers,  .and  solitary  vales. 
And  with  the  nymph  made  assignations  there, 
And  wooed  her  vrith  the  lovesick  oaten  jreed ; 
And  sages  too,  although  less  positive. 
Advised  their  sons  to  court  her  in  the  shade. 
Delirious  babble  alll  Was  happbiess, 
Was  self-approving,  God-approving  joy. 
In  drops  of  dew,  however  pure  1  in- gales, 
However  sweet  1  in  wells,  however  clear  7 
Or  groves,  however  thick  with  verdant  shade  1 

True)  these  were  of  themselves  exceeding  fair' 
How  fiir  at  mom  and  even)  worthy  the  walk 


39 


THE  COtmSE  OP  TIME. 


Of  bftiest  mind^  mnd  gave,  when  ftll  within 
Was  right,  a  feast  of  ovfrflowing  blitt;   ' 
But  were  the  occaaion,  not  the  cause  of  joy. 
Tbey  waked  the  native  foantalns  of  the  soul, 
Which  slept  before ;  and  stirred  the  holy  tides 
Of  feeling  up,  giving  the  heart  to  drink 
Ffom  its  own  treasures  draughts  of  peri^  sweet. 

The  Christian  faith,  which  better  knew  the  heart 
Of  man,  him  thither  sent  for  peace,  and  thus 
Declared:  Who  finds  it,  let  him  find  it  there; 
Who  finds  it  not,  ibr  ever  let  him  seek 
In  vain ;  'tis  God's  most  holy,  changeless  will. 

True  Happiness  had  'no  localities. 
No  tones  ptovincial,  no  peculiar  garb. 
Whers  Duty  went,  she  went,  with  Justice  ^ent, 
And  went  with  Meekness,  Charity,  and  Love. 
Where'er  a  tear  was  dried,  a  wounded  heart 
Bound  up,  a  bruised  spirit  with  the  dew 
Of  S3rmpathy  anointed,  or  a  pang 
Of  honest  suffering  soothed,  or  injury 
Repeated  oft,  as  oft  by  love  forgiven; 
Where'er  an  evil  passion  was  subdued, 
Or  Virtue's  feeble  embers  ftnned ;  where'er 
A  sin  was  heartily  abjured,  and  left ; 
Where'er  i^  pious  act  was  done,  or  breathed 
A  pious  prayer,  or  wished  a  pious  wish ; 
There  was  a  high  and  holy  place,  a  spot 
Of  sacred  light,  a  most  religious  ftine, 
YThere  Happiness,  descending,  sat  and  smiled. 

But  these  apart,  in  sacred  memory  lives 
The  mom  of  ti&,  first  mom  of  endless  da^, 
'  Most  joyful  mom !  nor  yet  for  nought  the  joy. 
A  being  of  eternal  date  commenced, 
A  young  immortal  then  was  bom !  and  who 
Shall  teU  what  strange  variety  of  bliss 
^urst  on  the  infant  soul,  when  fint  it  locked 
Abroad  on  God's  creation  fair,  and  saw 
The  gbrious  earth  and  glorious  heaven,  and  face 
Of  man  sublime^  and  saw  all  new,  and  felt 
All  new !  when  thought  awoke,  thought  never  more 
To  sleep  1  when  first  it  saw,  heiurd,  reasoned,  willed. 
And  triumphed  in  the  warmth  of  conscious  life !   ' 

Nor  happy  -only,  but  the  cause  of  joy, 
Whi^h  those  who  never  tasted  always  mourned. 
What  tongue  1 — ^no  tongue  shall  tell  what  bliss 

o'erflowed 
The  mother's  tender  heart,  while  round  her  hung 
The  oflbpring  of  her  love,  and  lisped  her  name. 
As  living  jewels  dropped  unstsined  from  heaven, 
That  made  her  fairer  fiff,  and  sweeter  seem. 
Than  evefy  ornament  of  costliest  hue ! 
And  who  hath  not  been  ravished,  as  she  passed 
With  all  her  playful  band  of  little  ones. 
Like  Luna,  with  her  daughters  of  the  sky. 
Walking  in  matron  majesty  and  grace! 
All  who  had  hearts  here  pleasure  found ;  and  oft 
Have.  I,  when  thed  with  heavy  task, — for  tasks 
Were  heavy  in  the  worfd  below, — relaxed 
My  weary  thoughts  among  their  guiltless  sparts. 


And  led  tffem  by  their  ^tde  hands  a-field, 
And  watched  tliem  run  and  crop  the 

flower,— 

Which  oft,  unasked,  th6y  brought  me,  and  be- 
stowed 
With  smiling  face,  that  waited  for  a  look 
Of  praise, — ^and  answered  curious  queatioiM,  pot 
In  mucQ  simplicity,  but  ill  to  solve ; 
And  heard  their  observations  strange  and  new. 
And  settled  whiles  their  little  quarrels,  sood 
Ending  in  peace,  and  soon  forgot  in  love. 
And  still  I  looked  upon  their  loveUneas, 
And  sought  threugh  nature  for  similitudes 
Of  perfect  beauty,  innocence,  and  bliss. 
And  fikirest  imagery  around  me  thronged: 
Dew-drops  at  day-spring  on  a  seraph's  lo^s, 
Roses  that  bathe  about  the  well  of  fife, 
Young  Loves^young  Hopes,  dandng  on  Moroii^ 

cheek, 
Gems  leaping  in  the^ronet  of  Love!  . 
So  beautiiyl,  so  ftill  of  life,  they  seemed 
As  made  entire  of  beams  of  angels'  eyes. 
Qay,  guileless,  sportive,  lovely,  little  things ! 
Playing  ground  the  den  of  Sompw,  dad 
In  smiles,  believing  in  their-Taiiy  hopes,  - 
And  thinking  man  and  woman  trtie!  aH  joy, 
Happy  all  day,  and  happy  all  the  night ! 

Hail,  holy  Love  I  thou  wonl  that  sums  all  biai^ 
Gives  and  receives  all  bliss,  fullest  when  most 
Thou  givest !  spring-head  of  ail  felicity, 
Deepest  when  most  is  drawn !  embbm  of  GodI 
O'erflowing  moat  when  greatest  numbers  drink! 
Essence  that  binds  the  uncreated  Three, 
Chain  that  unites  creation  to  its  Lord, 
Centre  to  whksh  all  being  gravitates, 
Eternal,  ever-growing,  happy  Love ! 
Enduring  all,  hoping,  fingiving  all; 
Instead  of  law,  fiilfilling  eveiy  law ; 
Entirely  blest,  because  thou  seekst  no  mora, 
Hopest  not,  nor  fearst;  but  on  the  present  finest 
And  h'oldst  perfection  smiling  in  thy  arms. 
Mysterious,  infinite,  exhaustleas  Love! 
On  earth  mysterious,  and  niysfeerious  still 
In  heaven  I  sweet  chord,  that  harmonizes  all 
The  harps  of  Paradise!  the  spring,  the  well. 
That  fills  the  bowl  and  banquet  of  the  sky! 

But  why  should  I  to  thee  of  Love  divine  1 
Who  happy,  and  not  ek)quent  of. Level 
Who  holy,  and,  as  thou  art,  pure,  and  not 
A  temple  where  her  glory  ever  dwells, 
Where  bum  her  fires,  and  beams  her  perfect  eyel 

Kindred  to  this,  part  of  this  holy  flame, 
Was  youthful  feve— the  sweetest  boon  of  Earth* 
Hail,  Love!  first  Love,  thou  wmd  that  sums  ad 

.    bHss! 
The  sparkling  cream  of  all  Time's  Uessednesi^ 
The  silken  down  of  happiness  complete ! 
Discerner  of  the  .ripest  grapes  of  joy, 
She  gathered,  and  aeiected  with  fatt  hand^ 
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An  finest  rtlifihes,  bH  fidrest  rights, 
An  larest  odoun,  all  divinest  eounda, 
All  thoaght8,'aU  ftelings  dearest  to  the  whiI  ; 
And  brought  the  holy  mixture  home,  and  filled 
The  heart  with  all  superlatives  of  bliss. 
But  who  would  that  expound,  which  words  tran- 
scends, ' 
Must  talk  in  vain.    Behold  a  meeting  scene 
Of  early  love;  and  thende  infer  its  worth. 

It  was  an  eve  of  Autumn's  h<4ie8t  mood. 
The  com  fields,  bathed  in  Cynthia's  silver  light, 
Stood  ready  fbr  the  reaper's  gathering  hand } 
And  all  the  Winds  slept  soundly.  Nature  seemed, 
In  silent  4»ntemplation,  to  adove  ' 
Its  Maker.    Now  and  then,  the  aged  leaf 
Fell  firoifi  its  fellows,  rustling  to  the  ground ; 
And,  as  it  feU,  bade  man  think  on  his  end. 
On  vale  and  lake,  on  wood  and  mountain  high, 
With  pensive  wing  outspread,  sat   heavenly 

Thought, 
Convening  with  itself    Vesper  looked  finrth. 
From  out  her  western  hermitage,  and  smiled; 
And  up  the  east,  unclouded,  rode  the  Moon 
With  an  her  Stars^  gazing  on  earth  intense, 
As  if  shs'saw  some  wonder  walking  there. . 

Such  was  the  night,  so.  lovely,  stffl,  serene^ 
When,  bj.a  hermit  thorn  that  onthe  hill 
"  Had  seen  a  hundred  flowery  ages  paSs, 
A  damsel  kneeled  to  ofier  up  her  prayer, 
Her  prayer  nightly  offet^,  nightly  heard. 
This  ancient  thorn  had  been  the  meeting  place 
Of  love,  before  his  country's  voice  had  called     - 
The  ardent  youth  to  fields  of  honour  .far 
JBeyond  the  wave :  and  Mther  now  repaired, 
f^htly,  the  maid,  by  God's  allreeeing  eye 
8«en  only,  while  she  thought  this  boon  alone 
"  Her  lover's  safety,  and  his  quick  return." 
In  holy,  humble  attitude  she  kneeled, 
And  to  h^  bosom,  fair  as  moonbeam,  pressed 
One  hand,  the  other  Hfted  up  to  heaven. 
Her  eye,  upturned,  bright  as  the  star  'of  mom, 
As  violet  meek,  exoessive  ardour  streamed, 
WafUng  away  her  eamM  heart  to  God. 
Her  voice,  scarce  uttered,  soft  as  Zephyr  sighs 
On  morning  hly's  cheek,  though  •soft  and  low, 
Tet  heard  in  heaven,  heard  at  the  joerey-seat 
A  tear-drop  wandered  on  her  lovely  face ; 
It  was  a  tear  of  faith  and  holy  fear. 
Pare  as  the  drops  that  hang  at  dawning  time. 
On  yonder  wiltows  by  the  stream  of  life. 
On  her  the  Moon  looked  steadfitstly ;  the  Stars,. 
That  circle  nightly  round  the  eternal  Throne, 
Olanced  dovm,  weU  pleased ;  and  Everiasting  Love 
Qave  gracious  audience  to  her  prayer  sincere. 

Oh,  ha4  her  lover  seen  her  thus  alone, 
Thus  hdy,  wrestling  thus,  and  aU  for  him! 
N6r  did  he  not :  for  oft-times  Providence, 
With  unexpected  joy  the  fervent  prayer 
Of  fidth  %arprind.    Returned  firom  long  delay 


With  gloiy  crowned  of  righteous  actions  won, 
The  saered  thorn,  to  memoiy  dear,  first  iwught 
The  youth,  and  found  it  at  the  happy  hour. 
Just  vrben  the  damsel  kneeled  henelf  to  pray. 
Wrapped  in  devotion,  pleading  with  her  God, 
She  saw  him  not,  hesjrd'notliis  foot  approach; 
AU  holy  images  seemed  too  impure    * 
Tp  emUem  her  he  saw.    A  seraph  kneeled, 
Beseeching  for  his' ward,  before  the  Throne, 
Seemed  fittest,  pieced  him  best.    Sweet  was  t^ 

thought! 

Buttrtveeter  still  the  kind  remembrance  came^ 
That  she  was  flesh  and  bbod,  formed  Ibr  himBeli^ 
The  plighted  partner  of  his  fiiture  life. 
And  as  they  met,  eaibraced,  and  sat,  emlwvreRd,  * 
In  woody  chambers  of  the  starry  night. 
Spirits  of  love  about  them  ministered, 
And  God,  approving,  "blessed  the  holy  joy! 

Nor  unremembered  is  the  hour  when  friends 
Met.    Friends,  but  few  on  earth,  and  therslbra 

dear; 

Sought  oft,  and  sought  almost  as  oft  in  vain; 
Yet  iJways  sought,  so  native  to  the  heart, 
So  piuch  desued,  and  x^veted  fay  aU.  " 
Nor  wonder  thou,^-thou  wonderestnotnorneedst 
Much  beautiful,  alid  excellent,  and  fair 
Was  seen  beneath  the  sun ;  but  nought  was  seoi 
More  beautiful,  or  excellent,  or  fair, 
Than  fece  of  feithful  friend,  feirest  when  seen 
In  darkest  day;  and  many  sounds  were  sweet. 
Most  ravishing,  and  pleasant'to  the  ear ; 
But  sweeter  none  than-  voicd  of  faithful  firiend, 
Sweet  always,  sweetest,  heard  io  kwidest  stonn. 
Some  I  remember,  and  wUl  ne'er  forget; 
My  early  friends,  firiends  of  my  evil  day ; 
Friends  in  my  mitth,  firiends  in  my  misery  too ; 
Friends  given  by  Giod  in  mercy  and  in  love ; 
My  GounseUots,  my  comforteis^  and  guuies ; 
My  joy  Hi  grie^  my  second  bliss  in  joy,  . 
Companions  of  my  young  denres-,  in  doubt,  < 
My  oraclesi  my  wings  in  high  pursuit. 
Oh,  I  remember,  and  wiU  ne'er  forget, 
Our  meeting  spots^  our  chosen,  sacred  hours, 
Our  burning  words  that  uttered  aU  the  soul, 
Our  faces  beaming  with  unearth^  love; 
Sorrow  with  sorrow  sighing,  hope  with  hope 
Exulting,  heart  erabrsdng  heart  entire. 
Aa  birds  of  social  feather  helping  each    - 
His  fellow's  flight,  we  soared  into  the  skie%' 
And  cast  the  ctouds  beneath  our  feet,  and  Earth . 
With  aU  her  tardy,  leaden-feoted  Caiesi 
And  talked  the  speech  and  ate  the  food  ot  hoKven! 
These  I  remember,  these  seleetest  mei^ 
And  would  their  names  record ;  but  what  avafls 
My  mention  of  their  name?  Before  the  Thnme 
They  stand  illustrious  'mong  the  loudest  harpi^ 
And  wiU  leceive  thee  glad,  my  finend  and  theim. 
For  aU  aro  friends  in  heaven,  all  faithful  finends] 
kxA  many  fidendships,  in  .the  days  of  Time 
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Begun,  0M  lasting  here,  and  'growing  still ; 

So  grows  oars  evermore,  both  theirs  and  mine. 
V     Nor  is  ihe  hour  of  lonely  walk  Ibtgot, 

In  thib  wide  desert,  where  tbQ  view  was  large. 

Pleasant  were  mftny  scenes,  but  meet  to  me 

The  solitude  of  vast  extent,  untouched 
,  By  hand  of  &it,  where  Nature  sowed,  benel^ 

And  reaped  her  crops ;  whose  garments  were  the 
clouds, 

Whope  minstrels,  brooks;  whose  lamps,  th^  moon 
andstars; 

Whose  organ-choir,  the  voice  of  many  wa^ ; 

Whose  banquets,  morning  dews^  whose  heroes, 

storms; 
« Whose  warrioiS)  m^hty  winds;  whose  loven, 


Whose  orators,  the  thunderbolts  of  Qod ;  ' 
Wbbse  palaces,  the  everlasting  hills ; 
Whose  ceiling, 'heaven^  unfathomable  bhie; 
A^d  fiom  whose  rocky  turrets,  battled  high, 
Prospect  immense  spread  out  on  all  sides  round) 
Lost  now  between  the  welkin  and  the  main. 
Now  walled,  with  hMls  that  slept  above  ib»  stdira. 

Most  fit  was  such  a  place  for  musing.  mei% 
Happiest  sometimes  when  musing  .without  aim. 
{t  was,  indeed,  a  wondrous  sort  of  bliss 
The  lonely  bard  enjoyedj  when  forth  he  walked, 
Unpurposed ;  stood,  and  knew  not  why;  sat  down, 
And  knew  npt  where ;  arose,  and  knew  not  when ; 
Had  eyes,  and  saw  not ;  ears,  and  nothing  heard ; 
And  sought — sought  neither  heaven  nor  earth — 

iought  nought. 
Nor  meant  to  think;  but  rln,  meantime,  through 

vast 
Of  visional^  things,  fairer  than  aug^t 
T(iat  was;  and  saw' the  distant  tops  of  thoughts, 
Which  men  of  common  stature  hover  saw, 
Greater  than  aught  that  largest  words  could  hold, 
Or  give  idea  of,  to  those  who  read. 
He  entered  in  to  Nature's  holy  place. 
Her  inner  chamber,  and  beheld  her  fiice 
Unvdled ;  and  heard  unutterable  things, 
And  incommunicable  visions  saw; 
Tlung^  then  unutterable,  and  visions  then  ^ 
Of  incommunicable  glory  bright; 
But  by  the  lips  of  after  ages  formed 
To  words,  or  l^  their  pencil  pictured  forth; 
Who,  entering  farther  iii,  beheld  again. 
And  heard  unspeakable  and  marvellous  things. 
Which  other  ages  in  their  turn  revealed. 
And  left  to  others,  greater  wonders  still.   . 

The  earth  abounded  much  in  silent  wastes, 
Nor  yet  b  heaven  without  its  solitudes, 
E^  incomplete  in  bliss,  whither  who  wfll 
May  oft  retire,  and  meditate  alone. 
Of  Grod,  redemption,  holiness,  and  love; 
Nor  needs  to  fear  a  settir<r  aan,  o^  haste 
Him  home  from  rainy  tempest  unforeseen. 
Or  sighing,  leave  his  thoughts  for  want  of  time. 


But  whatsoever  was  both  good  and  &ir. 
And;  highest  relish  of.enjoyment  gave, 
In  intellectual  exercise  was  found, 
When  gazing  through  the  luture,  pravnt^  put, 
Inspired,  thought  linked  to  thought,  hamoDknw 

flowed 
In  poetry—the  loftiest  mood  of  mind; 
Or  when  pfaiksopfay  the  reason  Jed 
Deep  through  the  outward  drcnmstance  of  tlmiigii ; 
And  saw  the  master-wheeb  of  Nature  rnqve^ 
And  travelled  for  along  the  endless  lino 
Of  certain  apd  of  probablo;  and  made, 
At  eve^  step,  some  new  discovery. 
That  gave  the  soul  sweet  sense  of  larger  looiii 
High  these  pursuits,  and  sooner  to  be  munedy 
Deserved ;  at  present,  only  named,  again 
To  be  reiomed,  and  praised  in  longsr  vecw, 

AbundsBt  and  diversified  above 
All  number,  were  the  sources  of  delight; 
As  infinite  as  were  the  lips  that  drank; 
And  to  the  pure,  all  innocent  and  purs; 
The  simpkst  stiU  to  wisest  men  the  best 
One  made  acquaintanceship  with  plants  and  iow* 

en, 

And  happy  gnk  in  telling  all  their  namaa; 
One  classed  the  quadrupeds;  a  third,  the  Cbwte; 
Another  fdUn^  in  minerals  his  joy: 
And  I  have  seen  a  man,  a  worthy  man, 
In  happy  mood  conversing  with  a  fly ; 
And  as  he,  through  his  ^aas,  made  by  himseii^ 
Beheld  its  wondrous  eye  and  plumage  fine, 
From  leaping  scane  he  kept,  for  perfoct  joy. 

And  fiom  my  pathi  withmy  finend  have  t 
A  man  of  excellent  mind  and  excellent  heart, 
And  climbed  the  noghbouring  hiO,  with  \ 

Fetching  from  distant  cairn,  or  from  the  eaith 
Digging  with  hibour  sure,  the  ponderous  stone, 
Which^  having  earned  to  the  highest  top. 
We  downwanl  rolled;  and  as  it  strove,  at  fin^ 
With  obstacles  that  seemed  to  mateh  its  fovoe. 
With  leQble,  crooked  motion  to  and  fro 
Wavering,  he  looked  vrith  interest  meet  intense 
And  prayed  almost;  and  as  it  gathered  straDgth, 
And  straightened  the  current  of  its  farioos  flew, 
Exuhing  in  the  swiftness  of  its  course^ 
And,  rising  now  with  rainbow-hound  immense, 
Leaped  down  careering  o'er  the  subject  plain. 
He  dapped  his  hands  in  sign  of  boundkes  blbs» 
And  laughed  and  talked,  well  pakl  for  aD  his  loll, 
And  when  at  night,  the  stoiy  was  reheaieed. 
Uncommon  glory  kindled  in  his  eye. 
And  there  were  too,— Harp  t  lift  thy  veioe  en 
high, 
And  run  in'  rapid  numbefs  o'er  the  fooe 
Of  Nature's  scenery,— and  there  wen  daj 
And  night,  and  rising  sons  and  setting  suns. 
And  clouds  that  seemed  like  chariots  of  saan^ 
By  flsry  oouneit  drawn,  as  brightly  hnad 
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As  if  the  gkmoni,  buahy,  goUetk  ledu 
Of  Ui0iiiand  cherabira.  had  b«en  shorn  ofi^ 
And  on  the  temples  hang  of  Morn  and  £i«n. 
And  there  were  moons,  md  start,  ^nd  daikness 

fltreaked 
With  Ught;  and  voioe  and  tempest  heard  seenre, 
And  there  ware  seasons  coming  erennore, 
And  going  stSl,  all  fiiar,  and  always  new, 
With  bloom,  and  Auit,  and  fields  of  hoary  grain. 
And  there  were  hills  of  flock,  and  groves  of  song, 
And  flowery  Mreans,  and  garden  walks  emfatfw- 

ered,  ' 
Where,  side  by  side,  the  rose  and  lily  )>loomed ; 
And  saored  founts,  wiU  harps,  and  moonlight 

glens, 
And  forests  vast,  fidr  lawns,- and  lonely  oakS) 
And  little  willows  sipping  at  the  brook ; 
Old  wiiard  haonts,  and  dancing  seats  of  inirth; 
Oay  fostive  bowerB,  and  pakces  in  dust; 
Dark  owlet  nooks,  and  caves,  and  battled  rocks; 
And  winfing  vaileys,  roofed  with  pendent  shiwle; 
And  tan  and  perilous  cUfis,  that  overiooked 
The  breadth  of  Ooean,  sleeping  on  his  waves; 
Sounds,  ngbts,  smellk,  tastes,  the  heaven  and  earth, 

profuse 
.  In  endi^  sweets,  above  all  praise  of  song: 
For  not  to  use  alone  did  Providence 
Abound ;  but  fairge  ozample  gave  to  man 
Of  grace,  and  ornament,  and  splendour  rich, 
Bidtod  abundantly  to  every  taste, . 
In  bird,  beast,  fish,  winged  and  creeping  thing. 
In  herb,  and  flovrer,  and  in  the  resdess  change, 
Which,  on  the  mamy-ooloured  seasons,  hiade 
The  annual  circuit  of  the  firuitful  earth. 
Nor  do  I  i^ugfat  of  earthly  sort  remember,— 
If  partial  feeling  to  my  native  plaee 
Lead  not  my  lyre  astray,— of  feirer  view, 
And  conielier  walk,  thsA  the  Uue  mountain-paths, 


And  snowy  clifis  of  Albion  renowned ; 
Albion,  an  isle  k>ng  blessed  with  gracions  laws( 
And  gradous  kings,  and  favoured  nnich  of  Hear 

.    ^^ 
Though  yielding  oft  penurious  gfatitode. 
Nor  do  I  of  that  iaie  remember  aught 
Of  prcnpeet  more  sublime  and  beautiflil. 
Than  Scotia's  norAem  battlement  of  hiHs, 
Which  first  I  firom^my  fether's  house  beheld, 
At  dawn  of  life ;  bekyved  in  memory  still. 
And  atandard  still  of  rural  imagery. 
What  most  resembles  them,  the  feirest  seems. 
And  stiis  the  ddeet  sentiments  of  bliv; 
And,  pictured  on  the  tablet  of  my  heart, 
Theb  diatant  shapes  eternally  remain, 
And  In  my  dreams  their  okrady  tope  arise. 

Much  of  my  native  seenerf  appears, 
And  preaMs  forward  to  be  in  my  song ; 
Bat  mnat  not  now,  for  mUoh  behind  awaits 
Of  higher  note.    Four  trees  I  pass  not  by, 
^'^^Uch  o'er  our  bouse  their  evoiing  shadow  threw. 


Three  ash,  and  one  ef  elm.    Tall treesthey  weru, 
And  old,  and  had  been  old  a  century 
Before  my  day.    None  living  could  say  aught 
About  their  youth ;  but  they  were  goodly  trees : 
And  oft  I  wondered,— as  I  sat  and  thought 
Beneath  their  eummer  shade,  or,  in  thO  night 
Of  winter,  heard  the  spirits  of  the  wind 
Growling  among  their  boughs,«^-^ir  they  had 

.grown 
Sohigh,  in  such  a  rough,  tempestuous  pkce; 
And  when  a  hapleas  branch,  torn  by  the  blast, 
Fell  down,  I  mourned,  as  if  a  inend  had  feUen. 

These  Idistinctly  hold  in  memory  still, 
And  all  the  desert  scenery  around. 
Nor  strange,  thit  recoUsction  there  shodddwuU 
Where  first  I  hArd  of  God*s  redeeming  feve; 
First  felt  and  reasoned,  (cwed  and  was  btloved 
And  fini  awoko  the  harp  to  holy  song. 

To  hopur  and  gr«en  there  was  enough  of  joy. 
Hopes,  firiendsbips,  chariliei,  and  warm  pursuit 
Gvfe  comfortable  flow  to  youthfiil  blood. 
And  there  wen  old  remembrances  of  days. 
When,  on  the  glittering  dews  of  orient  life. 
Shone  sunshine  hopes,  unfelled,  unpeijureJ ^  then; 
And  there  were  ehiidish  sports,  and  school-boy 

feats. 
And  bchool-boy  spots,  and  earnest  vows  of  tovi*^ 
Uttered,  when  pasrion's  boisterous  tide  ran  hi^ 
Sincerely  uttered,  though  but  eeldom  kept : 
And  there  were  angoMooks,  and  sacred  honn 
Of  rapture,  hours  that  in  a  moment  paswd» 
And  yet  were  wished  to  last  for  evermore ; 
And  venturous  exploits,  and  hardy  deeds. 
And  bargains  shrewd,  achieved  in   manhood's 

prime 
And  thousand  rBColteotions,  gay  and  sweet, 
Which,  as  the  old  and  venerable  man 
Approached  the  grave,  around  him^  smiUi^,  flocfc* 

ed, 
And  breathed  new  ardour  through  his  ebbinf 

veins, 
And  touched  his  lips  with  endless  efequenoe, 
And  cheered  and  mueh  refinshed  Us  withsmi 

heart. 

Indeed,  each  tUng  resMmbered,  all  but  guilt, 
Was  pleasant,  and  a  constant  souroe  of  joy, 
Nor  lived  the  old  on  memory  alone. 
He  in  his  children  lived  a  second  fife, 
With  them  again  took  root,  sprang  with  thsir 

hopes,' 

Entered  into  their  schemei^  partook  their  feais^ 
Liaughed  in  their  mirth,  and  in  their  gain  grew 

rich. 

And  sometimes  on  the  eldest  cheek  wm  seen 
A  smile  as  hearty  as  on  fees  of  youth, 
That  saw  in  prospect  suimy  hopes  invite, 
Hope's  plessures,  sung  to  harp  of  sweetert  nols 
Harp,  heard  with  rapture  on  Britaimia^  hilb^ 
With  rapture  boud  by  me,  in  mom  of  life. 


36 


THE  COURSE  OF  TIME. 


Nor  MiuJl  the  joy  of  rest  to  mortal  (nen,    ' 
'Heat  after  labour,  sleep  approaching  soft,    * 
And  wrapping  ali  the  weary  faculties 
In  sweet  repose.    Then  Fancy,  unrestrained' 
By  sense  or  judgment,  strange  confusion  made 
Of  future,  present/  past,  combining  things 
Unseemly,  things  unsociable;  in  nature, 
In  BM)st  ahsurd  communion,  laughable, 
Though  sometimes  vexing  sore  the  slumbering 

■ouL 
Sporting  at  wiU,  she,  through  her  sky  halls, 
With  moonbeams  paved,  and  canopied  witb  atais, 
And  tapestried  wiUi  marvelbus  Imagery, 
And  shapes  of  glory,  infinitely  fair. 
Moving  and  mixing  in  most  Wondrous  dance, —  - 
Fantastically. walked,  but  pleasete)  well, . 
,  That  ill  she  liked  the  judgment's  voice  severe. 
Which  called  her  home  when  noisy  mom  uwitke. 
And  oft  she  sprang  beyond  the  bounds  of  Time 
On  h^  swift  pinlQU  lifting  up  the  souls 
Of  righteous  men,  on  high  to  Gkxl  and  heaven, 
Where  they  beheld  unutterable  things ; 
And  heard  the  glorious  music  of  the  blessed, 
Circling  the  throne  of  the  Eternal  Three; 
.  And,  with  the  spirits  unincanlate,  took 
Celestial  psstime,  on  the  hiUs  of  Qod, 
Forgetful  of  the  gkiemy  paes  between.  > 

Some  dreams  were  useless,  moved  by  turbid 
course 
Of  animal  disorder ;  not  so^l. 
Deep  moral  le«sona  soniS  impressed,  that  nought 
Could  afterwards  deface :  and  oft  in  dreams, 
The  master  pa^Mbn  of  the  soul  displayed 
His  huge  deformity,  o6ncealed  by.  day, 
Witniing  the  sleeper  to  beware,  AWake: 
And  oft  in  dreams,  the  repvobat|>  and  vile, 
Unpardonable  sinner, — as  he  seemed 
Toppling  upQn  the  perilous  edge  ofhell,— 
In  dreadful  apparition,  saw,  before 
Hb  vision  pass,  the  shadows  of  the  damned;  . 
And  saw  the  glare  of  hollow,  cursed  eyes 
Spring  from  the  skirts  of  the  infernal  night ; 
And  saw  the  ^uls  of  wicked  men,  new  dead. 
By  devils  hearsed  into  the  fiery  gulf; 
And  heard  the  burning  of  the  endless  flamei; 
And  heard  the  weltering^of  the  waves  of  wrath ; 
And  sometimes,  too,  before  his  fancy,  passed 
The  Worm  that  never  die^  vnithing  its  folds  - 
In  hideous  sort,  and  with  eternal  Death 
Held  horrid  colloc^uy,  giving  the  wretch  .     . 
Unwelcome  earnest  of  the  wo  to  come. 
But  these  we  leave,  as  unbefitting  sohg, 
That  promised  happy  narrative  of  joy. 

But  whait  of  all  the  joys  of  earth  was  mo4 
Of  native  growth,  most  proper  to  the  soil, 
Not  elsewhere  known,  in'worids  that  ne^et  foil, 
Was  joy  that  sprung  from  disappointed  wo. 
The  joy  in  grief,  the  pleasure  after  pain, 
Fears  turned  to  hopes,  meetings  expected  not, 


l>eliveranoes  from  dangerous  attitudes, 
Better  for  worse,  and  best  sometimes  lor  went, 
And  all  the  seeming  ill  ending  in  good, — 
A  tort  of  happiness  composed,,  whkh  bods 
Has  had  experienoe  of,  hut  mortal  man ; 
Yet  not  to  be  despised.    Look  back,  and  one 
Behold,  who  would  not  give  her  tear  for  alt 
The  smiloi  that  dance  about  the  check  of  Mirth. 
Among  the  tombs  she  walks  at  Boaa  of  n^ght, 
In  miserable  garb  of  widowhood. 
Ojbeerve  her  yonder,  i^ckly,  pale,  and'  sad. 
Bending  her  wasted  body  o*er  the  grave 
Of  him  who  was  the  husband  of  hec  youth. 
The  moonbeams,  tiembliBg  through  theee  andeit 

.  y«ws. 

That  stand  like  ranks  of  mpumers  roQiid  the  bU 
Of  death,  fall  dismally  upon  her  fiioe, 
Her  little  hollow,  withered  fiu»,  almost 
Invisible,  «o  worn  awmy  with  wo. 
The  tread  of  hasty  foot,  passing  so  late. 
Disturbs  her  no%;  nor  yet  the  roar  of  mifth. 
From  neighbouring  revelry  ascending  ksod. 
She  hears,  sees  nought,  fears  nought  One  llioi^bl 
-     afo&e 

Fills  all  her  heart  and  soul,  half  hoping,  half 
Remembering,  ead,  unutterable  thought! 
Uttered  by  silence  and  by  tears  alone. 
Sweet  tears  1  the  awful  language,  eloquent 
Qf  infinite  afiecdon,  for  too  big 
For  words.    She  s)ieds  not  manj  now.    Thsl 

Which  springs,  so  rankly  o'er  the  dead,  hae  dmnk 

Already  many  showers  of  grief;  a  drop 

Or  two  are  all  that  now  lemaii).  behind. 

And,  from  her  eye  that  darts  strange  fiery  beaoM^ 

At  dreary  intervals,  drip  down  her  cheek, 

Falling  most  moumftilly  from  bone  to  boi^. 

BcA  yet  she  wants  not  tean. .  That  behe,  tlttt 

hangs 
Upon  her  breast,  that  babe  that  never  saw 
Its  father — ^he  was  dead  before  iti  birth — 
Helps  her  to  weep,  weeping  before  its  tim^ 
Taught  sorrow  by  the  mother's  melting  voioe^ 
Repeating  oft  the  fother's  eacred  name. 
Be  not  surprised-at  this  expense  of  wol 
The  man  she  mourns  was  all  she  called  her  own. 
The  music  of  her  ear,  light  of  her  eye, 
Desire  of  all  her  heart  her  hope,  bar  fear, 
The  element  in  which  her  passions  lived, 
iDeaA  new,  or  dying  all;  nor  long  shall  rim 
Visit  that  plAce  of  skulls.    Night  after  ught 
She  wears  herself  awi^.    The  moonbeam.  Hour, 
That  fells  upon  her  unsubstantial  frame, 
Scaro^  finds  obstruction^  and  upon  herbone^ 
Barren  as  leafleSk  boughs  in  wintei^^m^ 
Her  infant  frstens  his  little  hands,  as  oft. 
Forgetful,  she  leaves  him  a  while  unheld. 
But  look,  she  passes  not  away  in  gloom.   , 
A  Ugbt  fipQn  for  illumes  bei  fooe,  a  Ught 
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That  ooroes  beyond  the  moon,  beyond  the  aan — 
The  light  of  truth  divine,  the  glorious  hope 
Of  zemrroction  at  the  promised  mom, 
And  Qieetinge  then  which  ne'er  shall  part  again^ 

iMlulge  another  note  of  kindred  tone, 
Whejre  grief  was  mixed  with  melancholy  joy. 

Oar  sighs  were  numerous-,  and  profuse  our  tean, 
Per  she,  we  lost,  was  lovely,  and  w6  loved 
Her  much.    Fresh  in.  our  memory,  as  fresh 
Am  yesterday,  is  yet  the  day  she  died. 
It  was  an  April  day;  and  blithely  all 
The  youth  of  nature  leaped  beneath  the  suiii 
And  promised  gloiioud  manhood ;  and  our  hearts 
Were  glad,  and  round  them  danced  the  lightsome 

blood, 
Id  healthy  meniment,  when  tidings  eame, 
A  child  was  bom:  and  tiditigs  came  again, 
Th^she  who  gave  it  birth  was  sick  to  death. 
80  swift  trode  'sorrow  on  the  heels  of  joy ! 
We  gathered  round  her  bed,  and  bent  our  knees 
In  fervent  supplication  to  the  Throne 
Of  Mercy,,  and  perfumed  our  prayers  with  sighs 
Sincere,  and  penitential  teaxs,  and  lookd. 
Of  self-abasement;  but  we  sought  to  stay 
An  angel  on  the  earth,  a  spirit  ripe 
For  heaven ;  and  Meroy,  in  her  love,  reiuaed, 
Most  sierciAil,  as  oft,  when  seeming  least! 
lifiost  gracious  wheifshe  seemed  the  most  to  frown  1 
The  room  I  well  remember,  and  the  bed 
On  which  she  lay,  and  all  the  faces  too. 
That  crowdec}  durk  and  mournfully  around. 
Her  Either  there  and  nx>ther,  bending  stood ; . 
And  down  their  ag^  cheeks  fell  many  drops 
Ofbtttemeas.    Her  husband,  to(^ was- there. 
And  l»othens  and  they  wept;  her  sisters,  too^ 
Did  ^eep  aikd  sorrow,  comfortless;  and  I, 
Too,  wept,  though  not  to  weeping  giyen;  and  all 
Within  the  house  was  dolorous  and  sad. 
This  I  nmember  well ;  but  better  stiU, 
I  d9  lemember,  and  will  ne'er  forget, 
'  The  dying  eye!  That  eye  alone  wai^  bright, 
And  brighter  grcsr,  as  nearer  death  approached, 
As  1  have  seen  the  gentle  little  flower 
Look  fidrest  in  the  silver  beam  which  fell, 
Reflected  from  the  thunder-cloud  that  soon 
Came  down,  and  o'er  the  desert  scattered  far 
And  wide  its  loveliness.    She  made  a  sign 
To  bring  her  babe— 'twas  brought,  and  by  her 

>plaoed. 
She  looked  upon  its  face,  that  oeither  smiled 
Nor  wept,  nor  knew  who  gazed  upon't;  and  laid 
Her  hand  upon  its  little  breast,  and  sought 
For  it,  with  look  that  seemed  to  penetrate 
The  heavens,  unutterable  blessings,  such 
As  GK)d  to  dying  parents  only  granted, 
For  infants  left  behind  them  in  the  world. 
''Gkid  keep  my  child!"  we  heard  her  say,  and 

heard 
No  more.    The  Angel  of  the  Covenant 


Was  come,  and,  faithful  to  his  promise,  stood, 
'  Prepared  to  walk  with  her  through  death's  dark 
vale; 
And  now  her  eyes  gre^r  bright,  and  brighter  still, 
T<H>  bright  for  ours  to  look  upon,  suflfused 
With  many  tears,  and  closed  without  k  cloud. 
They  set  asseU  the  morning,  star,  which  goes 
Not  do^n  behind  the  darkened  west,  nor  hides 
Obscured  among  the  tempests  of  the  sky. 
But  melts  away  into  the  light  of  heaven.   .     , 

Loves,  friendships,  hopes,  and  dear   remeoi* 
brances. 
The  kind  embraoings  of  the  heart,  and  hours 
Of  happy  thought,  and  smiles  coming  to  tears, 
And  glories  of  the  heaven  and  starry  cope 
Above^  and  glories  of  the  earth  beneath, — 
These  were,  the  ray<  that  wandered  through  the 

^gloom 
Of  mortal  file ;  wells  of  the  wilderness, 
Redeeming  features  in  the  face  of  Time, 
Sweet  drops,  that  made  the  mixed  cup  of  Earth 
A  pidatable  draught? — too  bitter  else. 

About  the  joys  and  pleasures  of  the  world, 
This  question  was  not  seldom  in  debate; 
Whether  the  righteous  man,  or  sinner,  had 
The  greatest  share,  and  relished  them  Ae  mosti 
Truth  gives  the  answer  thus,  gives  it  distinct, 
Nor  needs  to  reason  long :  The  righteous  man. 
For  what  was  he  denied  of  earthly  growth. 
Worthy  the  name  of  goodl    Truth  answeia, 

Nouglit. 
Had  he  not  appetites,  and  sense,  and  wUl  1 
Might  he  not  eat,  if  Providence  allowed. 
The  £nest  of  the  wheat?  Might  he  not  drink 
The  choicest  winel  True,  he  was  temperate; 
But  then,  was  temperance  a  foe  to  peac«? 
Might  he  not  rise,  and  clothe  himself  in  goldt 
Ascend,  and  stand  in  palaces  of  kings? 
True,  he  was  holiest  still  and  charitable: 
Were,  then,  these  virtues  foes  to  human  peace  1 
Might  he  not  do  exploits,  and  gain  a  name  ? 
Most  trae,  he  trode  not  down  a  fellow's  right, 
Nor  walked  up  to  a  throne  on  skulls  of  men: 
Were  justice^  then,  and  mercy,  foes  to  peace  1 
Had  he^oiot  fnendships,  loves,  and  smiles,  and 

hopes? 
Sat  not  around  his  table  sons  and  daughters? 
Was  not  his  ear  with  music  pleased?  his  eye 
With  light?  his  nostrils  with  perfumes?  his  lips 
With  pleasant  relishes?  Grew  not  h\a  herds? 
Fell  pot  the  rain  upon  his  meadows?  reaped 
He  not  his  harvests  ?  and  did  not  his  heart 
Revel,  at  will,  through  all  the  charities* 
And  sympathies  of  nature,  uhconfined  ? 
And  were  not  these  all  sweetened  and  sancUfled 
By  dews  of  holiness,  shed  from  above? 
Might  he  not  walk  through  Fancy's  aiiy  hallst 
Might  he  not  History's  ample  page  survey? 
Might  he  not,  finally,  explore  the  depths 
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Of  mental,  moral,  natoral,  divine? 

Bttt  why  eimmerate  thusl  Qne  word  enougk. 

There  waa  no  joy  in  all  created  things, . 

No  drop  of  sweet,  that  tnmed  not  in  the  end 

To  aour,  of  which  the  righteons'man  did  not 

Partake ;  partake,  invited  by  the  ^voice 

Of  Crod,  his  Feather's  voide,  who  gave  him  all 

Hia  healths  desire:  and  o'el'the  sinner  still 

The  Christian  .had  this  one  advantage  more, 

That  when  his  earthly  pleasures  &i)ed,^-and  fail 

They  always  did  to  eyery  soul  of  man, — 

HA  sent  bis  hopes  on  high,  looked  up,  and  reached 

His  rickle  forth,  and  reaped  the  fields  of  heaven, 

And  plucked  the  clusters  from  the  \ines  of  G}od. 

Kor  was  the  general  aspect  of  the  world 
Always  a  monJ  waste.    A  time  there  came, 
Though  few  believed  it  e'er  should  coose;  a  time, 
Typed  by  the  Sabbath  day  recurring  once 
In  seven,  and  by  the  year  of  rest  indulged 
Septennial  to  the  lands  on  Jordan's  banks; 
A  time  foretold  by  Judah^s  bards  In  words 
Of  fire,  a  time,  seventh  part  of  time, 'and  set 
Before  the  eighth  and  last,  the  Sabbath  day 
Of  aH  the  earth,  when  all  had  rest  and  peace. 
Before  Its  6oming  many  to  and  fro, 
Ran,  ran  from  various  cause ;  by  many  sent 
Front  various  cause,  Upright  and  crooked  both. 
Some  sent  and  ran  for  love  of  souls,  sincere; 
And  more,  at  instance  of  a  holy  name. 
"With  godly  zeal  xaach  vanity  Was  mixed ; 
And  circumstance  df  gaudy  civil  pomp ;  ' 
And  speeches  buying  praise  for  praise ;  and  lists, 
Anc)  endless  scrolls,  surcharged  with  modest  namte 
That  sought  the  public  eye;  and  stories,  told 
In  quackish  plirase,  that  hurt  their  credit,  even 
When  title;  combined  with  wise  and  prudeht 

.    means.  * 

"Much  wheat,  much  chafi',  much  gold,  and  much 

alloy; 
But  Qod  wrought  with  the  whole,  wrought  most 

with  whet 
To  man  seemed  v^eakest  means,  and  brought  re- 

snlt 
Of  good,  from  good  and  evil  both;  and  bvealhed 
Into  the  withered  nations  breath  and  life, 
The  breath  and  life  of  liberty  and  truth, 
By  means  of  knowledge,  breathed  into  the  soul. 

Then  was  the  evil  day  oftyranny, 
Of  kingly  vid  of  priestly  tyranny. 
That  bruised  the  nations  long.    As  yet,  no  state 
Beneath  the  heavens  had  tasted  freedom's  wihe, 
Though  Ioi|d  of  freedom  was  the  talk  of  all. 
Some  groaned  more  deeply,  being  heavier  tasked, 
Some  wrought  with  straw,  and  some  without;  but 

all 
Were  slaves,  or  meant  to  be ;  lor  rulecs^  still, 
Had  been  of  equal  mind,  excepting  few, 
Cruel,  rapacious,  tyraunous,  and  vile,' 
And  had  with  equal  shoulder  propjwd  the  Beast. 


As  yet,  the  Church,  the  holy  spoose  of  God, 
In  members  few,  had  wandered  izr  her  weeds 
Of  mourning,  persecuted,  scorned,  repraaclied. 
And  bufieted,  and  killed ;  in  members  few. 
Though  seeming  many  whiles ;  then  Cewett,  oil, 
When  seeming  most.   She  still  had  hong  her  haip 
XJpQh  the  ifrillow-tKe,  and  sighed,  and  w^ 
From  age  to  age.    Satan  began  the  war, 
And  aU  bin  angels,  and  all  wicked  men. 
Against  her  fought  by  wile,  or  fieroe  attack. 
Six  thousand  years ;  but  fought  in  vain.  She  stood 
Troubled  en  every  side,  but  not  distreaoed ; 
Weeping,  but  yet  despairing  not;  cast  down. 
But  not  destroyed :  for  she  upon  the  paloM 
Of  God  was  graven,'  and  precious  in  his  sight, 
As  ap|>le  ef  his  eye ;-  and,  like  the  bosh 
On-  Midia's  mountain  seen,  burned  nnouiMumedi 
But  to  the  wilderness  retiring,  dwelt, 
.Debased  in  sackcloth,  and  forlorn  in  teasrf. 

As  yet  had  sung  the  scarlet-coloured  Whov^ 
Wlio  on  the  breast  of  civil  power  repond 
Her  hariot  head,  (the  Church  a  harlot  then, 
When  first  she  wedded  civil  power,)  and  drank  , 
The  blood  of  martyred  saintSj-^whose  priests  weii 

lords, 
Wliose  coffers  held  die  gold  of  every  land. 
Who  held  a  cup  of  all  pollutions  full, 
Who  with  a  double  horn  the  ^ple  puahed, 
And  raised  her  forehead,  full  of  blasphemy^ 
Above  the  holy  God,  usurping  oft 
Jehovah's  incommunicable  names. 
The  nations  had  been  dark ;  the  Jews  had  pined^ 
Scattered  without  a  name,  beneath  the  Cone; 
War  had  abounded,  Satan  raged,  unchained ; 
And  earth  had  still  been  black  with  moral  gloon 

But  noW  the  cry  of  men  oppressed  went  up 
Before  the  Lord,  and  to  remembrance  camo 
The  tears  of  all  his  saints,  their  tears,  and  groaiUL 
Wise  men  had  read  the  number  of  the  name ; 
The  prophet-yean  had  rolled;  the  tinw,  and tia« 
And  half  a  time,  were  now  fblfilled  oom|rfete; 
The  seven  fierce  vials  of  the  wrath  of  God, 
Poured  by  seven  angels  strong,  were  shed  abiood  • 
Upon  the  earth,  and  emptied  to  the  dregs; 
The  prophecy  for  confirmation  stood; 
And  all  was  ready  for  the  sword  of  God. 

The  righteous  saw,  and  fled  withoat  delay, 
Into  the  chambers  of  Omnipotence. 
The  wicked  mocked,  and  sought  for  erring  < 
To  satisfy  the  dismal  state  of  things ; 
The  pubtic  credit  gone,  the  foax  in  time 
Of  peace,  the  starving  want  in  time  cfweaiOk^ 
The  insurrection  muttering  in  the  streets, 
And  pallid  consternation  spreading  wide; 
And  leagues,  though  holy  termed,  first  ratified 
In  hell,  on  purpose  made  to  under-prop 
Iniquity,  and  crush  the  sacred  truth. 

Meantime,  a  mighty  angel  stood  m  heaven, 
And  cried  aloud,  "  AsBOciate  no^  yoarsdves, 
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Y«  princes,  potentates,  a^dlnen  of  war, 
And  mitied  heads,  assoeikte  now  yoHfselves, 
And  be  dispersed ;  embattle,  and  be  broken.  . 
Gild  on  yoilr  armour,  and  be  dashed  to  dust  * 
Take  counsel,  and  it  shall  be  bioQgl)t  to  nought 
Speak,  and  it  shall  not  stand."    And  suddenly 
The  armies  of  the  saints,  imbannered,  stood 
On  Zion  hill ;  aAd  with  them  angels  stood 
In  squadron  bright,  and  chariots  of  fire ; 
And  with  them  stood  the  Iiord,  clad  like  a  man 
Of  war,  and  to  the  sound  of  thunder,  led 
The  battle  on.   Earth  shook,  the  kingdoms  shook. 
The  Beast,  the  lying  Seer,  dominions^  fell ; 
Thrones,  tyrants  felf,  confounded  iff  the  dosti 
Scattered  and  driven  before  the  breath  of  Qod, ' 
As  chaff  of  summer  threshing  floor,  before 
The  wind.    Three  days  the  battle  wasting  slew. 
The  sword  was  full,  the  arrow  drunk  with  blood; 
And  to  the  supper  of  Almighty  Grod, 
Spread  in  Hamonah's  vale,  the  fowls  of  heaven, 
Ajid  every  beast,  invited,  came,  and  fed 
On  eaptains'  flesh,  and  drank  the  blood  of  kings. 

And,  lo!  another  angel  stood  in  heaven, 
Crying  aloud  with  mighty  voice,  "  Fallen,  fallen, 
Is  Babylon  the  Great,  to  rise  no  more. 
Rgoioe,  ye  prophets!  over  her  rejoice, 
Apostles!  holy  men,  all  saints,  rejoice! 
And  gloiy  give  to  Qod  and  to  the  Lamb.** 
And  all  the  armioB  of  disburdened  earth, 
As  voice  of  many  waters,  and  as  voice 
Of  thnnderings,  and  voice  of  multitudes, 
Answered,  Amen.    And  every  hill  and.  rock, 
Andjwa,  and  every  beast,  answered.  Amen. 
Europa  answered,  and  the  farthest  bounds 
Of  woody  Chill,  Asia's  fertile  coasts. 
And  Afiie's  burning  wastes,  answered,  Amen. 
And  Heaven,  rejoicing,  answered  back.  Amen. 

Not  so  the  wicked.    They  afar  werb  heard 
Ijamenting.   Kings,  who  drank  hbr  cup  df  whore- 
doms, 
Captains,  and  admirals,  and  mighty  men. 
Who  lived  deliciously;  and  merchants,  rich 
With  merchandize  of  gold,  and  wine,  and  oil ; 
And  those  who  traded  in  the  souts  of  men, 
Knovm  by  their  gaudy  robes  of  priestly  pomp; — 
AU  these  aiar  off  stood,  crying,  Alas! 
Alas!   and  Wept,  and  gnashed  their  teeth,  and 

groaned; 
And,  with  the  owl  that  on  her  ruins  sat, 
Made  dok>Tous  concert  in  the  ear  of  Night, 
And  over  her  again  the  Heavens  rejoiced, 
And  Earth  returned  again  the  loud  response.     . 
Thrice  happy  daysi  thrice  blessed  the  man  Who 
saw 
Thm  dawn !  The  Church  and  State,  that  long 

had  held 
0nholy  intercourse,  were  now  divorced ; 
Princes  were  righteous  men,  judges  upright ; 
And  first,,  in  general,  now — for  in  the  worst 


Of  times  there  wdre  some  honest  seen — tint  priest  "^ 
Sought  other  than  the  fleece  among  his  flocks. 
Best  paid  when  God  wea  honoured  most;  and  like. 
A  cedar,  nourished  well,  Jerusalem  greW,    •       *   •' 
And  towered  on  high,  and  Spread,  and  flourished 

fair; 
And  underneath  her  boughs  ihe  nations  lodged, 
All  nations  lodged,  and  sung  the  aong  of  peace. 
From  Uie  four  winds,  the  Jews,  eased  of  the  Curse, 
Returned,  snd  dwelt  with  God  in  Jacob's  land,- 
And  drank  of  Sharon  andof  Carmel's  vine. 
Satan  was  bound,  though  bound,  not  banished 

quite, 
But  lurk^  about  the  timorous  skirts  of  things, 
111  lodged,  and  thinking  whiles  to  leave  the  earth, 
And  with' the  wicked, — for  some  wicked  were, — 
Held  midnight  meetings,  a^  the  s^nts  were^wont, 
Fearful  of,day,  who  once  was  as  the  sun; 
And  worshipped  more.   The  bad,  but  few,  becaoie 
A  taunt  and  hissing  now,  as  heretofore 
The  good ;  and,  blushing,  hasted  but  of  sight 
Disease  was  none;  the  voice  of  war  forgot; 
The  sword,  a  share;  a  pruning-hook,  the  spear    • 
Men  grew  and  multiplied  upon  the  earth,- 
And  filled  the  city  and  the  waste ;  and  Peath 
Stood  waiting  for  the  lapse  of  tardy  Age, 
That  mocked  him  long.    Men  grew  and  multi- 
plied, 
But  lacked  not  brdad;  for  Gh>d  his  promise  brovfght 
To  mind,  and  blessed  the  land  with  plenteous  rain 
And  made  it  blessed  for  dews  and  precious  things 
Of  heaven,  and  blessings  of  the  deep  beneath, 
And  blessings  of  the  sun  and  moon,  and  fruits 
Of  day  and  night,  and  blessings-  of  the  vale, 
And  precious  things  of  the  eternal  hills, 
And  all  the  fulness  of  perpetual  spring. 

The  prison-house,  where  chsined  felons  pined 
Threw  open  his  ponderous  doors,  let  in  the  light 
Of  heaven,  and  grew  into  a  church,  where  God 
Was  worshipped.    None  were  ignorant,  selfish 

none. 
Love  took  the  pisce  of  law :  where'er  you  met 
A  man,  you  met  a  friend,  sincere  and  true. 
Kind  looks  foretold  as  kind  a  heart  within; 
Words  as  th^ sounded,  meant;  and  promises 
Were  made  to  be  performed.   Thrice  happy  daysl 
Philosophy  was  sunctified,  and  saw 
Perfections  that  she  thought  a  fable,  long. 
Revenge  his  dagger  dropped,  and  kissed  the  hand 
Of  Mercy ;  Anger  cleared  his  cloudy  brow. 
And  sat  with  Peace;  Envy  grew  red,  and  smiled 
On  Worth;  Pride  stooped;  and  kissed  Humility { 
Lust  washed  his  miry  hands,  and,  wedded,  leaned 
On  chaste  P^sire;  and  Falsehood  laid  aside 
His  many- fulled  cloak,  and  bowed  to  Truth; 
And  Treaeheiy  up  firom  his  mining  came,  * 

And  walked  above  the  ground  with  righteous 

FaHh; 
And  Covetousness  unclenched  his  sinewy  hand, 
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And  opened  his  door  to  Charity,  th«  fair; 
Hatred  was  lott  in  Love;  and  Vanity 
With  a  good.xx>nficienee  pleased,  her  fiaatben  crop- 
ped; 
Sloth  In  the  morning  rose  with  Industry; 
To  AVifldom.  Folly  turned ;  and  Fashion  turned 
Deception  off,  in  act  as  good  as  word.  .   . 

The  hand  that  held  a  whip  was  lifted  up 
To  blees ;  slave  was  a  word  in  ancient  books 
Met,  only;  every  qiaii  was  free;  and  all 
Feared  God,  and  served  him  day  and  night  in  love. 

How  fair  tho  daughter  of  Jerusalem  then! 
How  gloriously  from  Zion  Hill  she  looked! 
Clothed  with  the  sun,  and  in  her  train  the  moon,  - 
.  And  oil  her  head  a  odronet  of  stars. 
And  girding  round  her  waist,  with  hevfenly  grwse, 
The  bow  of  Mercy  bright ;  and  in  her  hand 
Inunanuers  cross,  her  sceptre  and  her  hope. 
'   Desire  of  ev^ry  land !  the  natiops  came, 
And  worshipped  at  her  feet;  all  nations  bame, 
Flocking  like  doves :  Columba's  painted  tribes, 
That  from  l^i^Han  to  the  Frozen  Bay,        ^ 
Beuosth  the  Arctic,  dwelt ;  and  dnjak  the  tides 
Of  Amazona,  prince  of  earthly  streams ;  » 

Or  sl^pt  at  nooi>  beneath  the  giant  shade 
Of  Andes'  mount ;  or,  roving  northward,  heard 
Niagara  sing,  from  Erie's  billow  ^avrn. 
To  Frontenac,  and  hunted  thence  the  fur        \ 
To  Labrador:  and  Afrio's  duskylBwarms, 
That  from  Morocco  to  Angola  dwelt,  ; 

And  drank  the  Niger  from  his  native  wells, 
Or  ri^used  the  lion  in  KumidU's  groves'; 
The  tribes  that  sat  among  the  fabled  clifis 
Of  Atlas,  k)oking  to  Atlanta's  wave; 
With  joy  and  melody,  arose  and  came. 
Zara  awoke  and  came^  and  Egypt  came, 
Casting  her  idol  gods  into  the  Nile. 
Black  Elthiopa,  that,  shadowless^        ^  , 
Beneath  the  Torrid  burned,  arose  and  came. 
Daui^a  and  Medra,  and  the  pirate  toibes 
Of  Algeri,  with  incense  came,  and  pure 
Offerings,  annoying  now  the  seas  no  ttiore. 
The  silken  tribes  oi  Ana,  flocking  came, 
Innumerous^  Ishmael's  wandering  race,  that  rode 
On  camels  o'er  the  spicy  tract  that  lay 
From  Persia  to  the  Red  Sea  coast ;  the  king 
Of  broad  Cathay,  with  numbers  infinite, 
Of  many  lettered  casts;  and  all  the  tribes. 
That  dwelt  from  Tigris  to  the  Ganges'  wave, 
And  worshipped  fire,  or  Brahma,  fabled  god^ 
Cashmeres,  Circassians,  Banyans,  tender  raoel 
That  swept  the  insect  fk»m  their  path,  and  Kved 
On  herb»  and  fruits  \.  and  those  who  peaceful  dwelt 
Along  the  vhady  avenue  that  stretched 
From  Agra  to  Lahore;  and  all  the  hosts 
That  owned  the  Crescent  late,  deluded  long ; 
The  Tartar  hordes,  that  roamqd  from  Oby's  bank, 
TJngoveroed,  southward  to  the  wondrous  Wall.  •. 
The  tribes  of  Europe  came :  tlie  Grerk,  rcdeeiped 


From  Turkish  thrallfthe  Spaniard  came,  aadOaai 
And  Britain  with  her  ships,  and,  on  his  aledgc^ 
The  Laplander,  that  nightly  watched  the  bear 
Circling  the  Pole;  and  those  who  saw  the  flasasi 
Of  Hecla  bum  the  drifted  snow;  the  Russ, 
Lotig-whiskered,  and  equestrian  Pole;  and  thon 
Who  drank  the  Rhine,  or  lost  the  evening  sob 
Behind  the  Alpine  towers ;  and  she  that  sat 
By  Amo,  classic  stream ;  Venice,  or  Rome, 
Head  quarters  long  of  sin !  first  guilekas  now. 
And  meaning  ha  she  seemed,  stretched  finth  hs 

bands 
And  all  the  Isles  of  ocean  rose  and  came, 
Whether  they  heard  the  roll  of  banished  tides^ 
Antipodes  to  Albion's  wave,  or  watched 
The  Moon,  ascending  chalky  Tenerifife, 
And  with  Atlanta  holding  nightly  love. 
The  Sun,  the  Moon,  the  (jonstellataopa,  came: 
Thrice  twelve  and  ten  that  watched  the  Antaidk 

sleep. 
Twice  six  that  near  the  Ecliptic  dwelt,  thiice  twain 
And  dne,  that  with  the  streamers  danced,  and  aw 
The  Hyperborean  Ice  guarding  the  Pole. 
The  East,  the  West,  the  South,  and  Snowy  North, 
Biejoicing  met,  and  worB>ipped  reveienUj 
Before  the  Lrf>rd,  in  Zion's  My  hill; 
And  all  the  places  round  about  were  Ueased. 

The  animals,  as  once  in  Eden,  lived 
In  peace. '  The  wolf  dwelt  with  the  Iamb,  the  bear 
And  leopard  with  the  ox.    With  k>oks  of  love. 
The  tiger  and  the  scaly  crocodile 
Together  met,  at  GamUa's  palmy  wave. 
Perched  on  the  eagle's  wing,  the  bird  of  a 
Singing,  arose,  and  visited  the  sun; 
And  with  the  falcon  sat  the  gentle  lark. 
The  litUe  chOd  leaped  from  his  mother's  arms 
And  stroked  the  crested  snake,  and  rolled  nnhint 
Among  his  speckled  waves,  and  wished  him  home; 
And  sauntering  school-boys,  slow  returning,  plajed 
At  eve  about  the  fion's  den,  and  wove. 
Into  his  shaggy  mane,  fantastic  Ibwers. 
To  meet  thejiusbandman,  early  abroad, 
Hasted  the  deer,  and  waved  its  woody  head; 
And  round  his  dewy  steps,  the  hare,  unsealed, 
Sported }  apd  toyed  famUiar  with  his  dog. 
The  iocks  and  herds,  o'er  hill  and  valley  spread^ 
Exulting,  cropped  the  ever-budding  heib, 
The  desert  blossomed,  and  the  barren  saD|^ 
Justice  and  Mercy,  Holiness  and  Love, 
Among  the  people  walked,  Messuih  reigned, 
And  Earth  kept  Jubilee  a  thousand  years. 
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Resume  thy  tone  of  wo,  immortal  Harp ! 
The  song  of  mirth  is  past,  the  Jubilee 
Is  ended,  and  the  sun  begins,  to  &de! 
Soon  passed,  for  Happiness  counts  not  the 
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TTo  her  a  thousand  jeaxs  seem' as  a  day  \ 
A  day,  a  thousand  yean  to  Minery. 
£»atan  ifl  loose,  and  Viofence  is  heai^T 
And  Riot  in  the  street,  and  Revelry 
Intoxicate,  and  Murder,  and  Aevenge. 
Put  on  your  armour  now,  y^  righfteous  I  put 
The  hehnet  of  salvation  op,  and  gird ' 
Vour  loins  about  with  truth ;  add  nghteousnesB, 
And  add  the  shield  offidth,  and  tal^e  the  sword 
OtGod — awake  and  watcSt— ^Th^'  day  is  neaf, 
Grreat  day  of  God  Aknighty  and  the  Laid1>! 
Xhe  harvest  of  the  earth  is  fully  ripej 
Vengeance  begins  to  tread  the  great  wine-press 
Of  fierceness  and  of  wrath ;  and  Mercy  pleads, 
Mercy  that  pleaded  lon^,  she  pleads — ^no  more ! 
"Whence  comes  that  darkness  1  whence  those  yells 

ofwol 

What  thunderings  are  these  that  shake  the  world  1 
Why  fall  the  lamps  from  heaven  as. blasted  ligsf 
Wliy  tremble  righteous  men?  why  angds  pale? 
.  W^hy  is  all  fear  1  what  has  become  of  hope  1 
Qod  oomcsl  God,  in  his  ear  of  vengeance,  oomesl— 
Hark  I  louder  on  the  blast,  come  hollow  shrieks 
XDf  dissolution !  in  the  fitful  scowl 
Of  night,  near  and  more  near,  angels  <^  death 
Incessant  flap  their  deadly  wings,  and  roar 
Through  all  the  fevered  air !  the  mountains  rock, 
The  moon  is  sick,  and  all  the  stars  of  heaven 
'  Bum  feebly !  oil  and  sudden  gleams  Ihe  fire,  ■ 
Revealing  awfully  the  brovr  of  Wrath ! 
.  The  Thunder,  long  and  bud,  utters  his  voice, 
Responsive  to  the  Ocean*s  troubled  growl ! 
Night  comes,  last  night,  the  long,  dark,  dark,  dark 

That  has  no  mom  beyond  it,  and  no  starl 
No  eye  of  man  hath  seen  a  night  like  this ! 
Heaven's  trampled  Justice  girds  itself  lor  fight  I 
Earth,  to  thy  knees,  and  cry  for  mercy!  cry 
With  earnest  heart,  for  thou  art  growitig  old 
And  heary,  unrepented,'anfoigiven! 
And  id]  thy  glory  mourns!  The  vintage  mourns! 
Beahan  and  Carmel,  mourn  and  weepl  and  moum, 
Thou  Lebanon!  with  all  thy  eedan^  moura. 
Sun!  gbrying  in  thy  strength  from  age  to  age, 
So  long  observant  of  thy  hour,  put  on 
Thy  weeds  of  wo^  and  tell  the  Moon  to  weep ; 
Utter  thy  grief  at  mid-day,  mora,  and  even ; 
Tell  all  the  nations,  tell  the  Clouds  that  sit 
About  the  portals  of  the  east  and  west. 
And  wanton  with  thy  gdden  locks,  to  wait 
Thee  not  to-morrow,  for  no  morrow  comes  4 
TeH  men  and  women,  tell  the  new-born  child, 
And  every  eye  that  sees,  to  come,  and  see 
Thee.set  behind  Eternity,  for  thou 
Shah  go  to  bed  to-night,  and  ne'er  awake! 
Stars!  walking  on  the  pavement  of  the  sky, 
Out-sentincIs  of  heaven,  watching  the  earth, 
Ceaad  datidng  now*  your  lamps  are  growing  dim, 
Yoar  graves  are  dug  amon?  the  dismal  cloudSi,      | 


And  angels  are  asdemMing  rsund  your  bier  I 
Orion,  moum !  and  Mazzaroth,  and  thou, 
Arcturual  moum,  with  all  thy  northern  sons, 
Daughters  o(  Fleiadesl  that  pightly  shed 
Sweet  influence,  and  thou,  fairest  of  stars! 
Eye  of  the.  morning,  weep!  and  weep  at  eve  I 
Weep  setting,  now  to  rise  no  more,  "  and  flame 
On  forehead  of  the  dawn,"'T'a8  sung  the  bard, 
Great  bard !  who  used  on.£artb  a  seraph's  lyre, 
Whose  numbers  wandered  through  eternity. 
And  gave  aweist  foretaste  of  the  .heavenly  harps! 
Minstrel  of  sorrow  I  native  of  .the  dark, 
Shrub-loving  PhikNnel,  that  wooed  the  Dewi^ 
At  midnight  from  their  starry  beds,  and,  tiWmed, 
Held  them  around  thy  song  till  dawn  awoke. 
Sad  bird!  pour  through  the  gloom  thy  weepfaig 

song, 
Pour  all  thy  dying  melody,  of  grief. 
And  with  the  turtle  spread  the  wave  of  wo! 
Spare  not  thy  reed,  for  thou  shah  sing  no  more  I 

Ye  holy  bards!— if  yet  a  holy  bard 
Remain, — wh«t  chord  shall  serve  yon  now!  what 

haip! 
What  harp  shall  sing  th^  dying  Sun  as|fep, 
And  moum  behind  the  funeral  of  the  Moon! 
What  harp  of  boundless,  deep,  exhaustlcM  wo, 
Shall, utter  forth  the  groanings  of  £he  damned ! 
And  sing  the  obsequies  of  wicked  souls! 
And  wail  their,  plunge  in  the  eternal  fire  !-«- 
Hold,  hold  your  hands!  hold,  angel|i!>«God  la- 
ments. 
And  draws  a  cloud  of  mourning  i^und  his  throne ! 
The  Organ  of  Eternity  is  mute ! 
And  there  is  silence  in  the  Heaven  of  Heavens! 
Daughters  of  beauty>!  ehoice  of  beings  made  L 
Much  praised,  much  blam^,-mu)ch  leyed;  but  fidr- 

er  far        ' 
Than  aught  beheld,' than  aught  imagined  else;-. 
Fairest,,  add  dearer  than  all  else  most  dear.; 
Light  of  the  darksome  wilderness!  to  Time  * 
As  stars  to  night,  whose  eyes  were  qpeilB  that  heUI 
The  passenger  forgetfid  of  his  way, 
Wliose  steps  were  majesty,  whose  wordtf  were  song^ 
Whose  smiles  were  hope,  whose  actions,  perfect 

grace, 
Whose  love,  the  solace,  glory,  and  delight 
Of  man,  his  boast,  his  riches,  his  reuQwn ; 
When  found,  sufficient  bliss !  when  lost,  despair  \-^ 
Stan  of  creation  I  images  of  love! 
Break  up  the  fountains  of  your  tean,  your  teu%. 
More  eloquent  than  learned  tongue,  or  lyre 
Of  purest  note  I  y6ur  sunny  raiment  stain. 
Put  dust  upon  your  heads^  lament  and  weep, 
Aod  utter  all  your  minstrelsy  of  wo  I 

Go  to,  ye  wicked,  weep  and  howl ;  ior  all 
That  God  hath  written  against  you  is  at  hand,   / 
The  cry  of  Violence  hath  reached  his  car, 
Hell  is  prepared,  and  Justice  whets  his  swoid..  . 
Weep  all  of  every  name !  Begin  the  wo. 
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Y«  woods,  and  toil  it  to  &e  dokful  winds, 
And  doleful  winds,  wail  to  the  howling  hUIs; 
And  howling  hills,  mourn  to  the  dismftl  vales, 
And  dismal  vales,  si^h  to  the  8<frrowing  hrooks, 
And  sorrowing  broopks,  weep    to  the  weeping 

stream, 
And  weephig  stream,  awak^  die  groanihg  deep ; 
And  let  the  instrument  take  op  the  song, 
ftpspomdve  to  the  yoioe,  harmonbus  wo! 
Ye  Heavens,  greiit  arch- way  of  the  universe. 
Pot  sackdoth  on;  and  Ocean,  ck>the  thyself 
In  gaih  of  widowhood,  and  gather  all 
Thy  Waves  into  a  groan,  and  utter  it, 
Long,  loud,  deep,  pieucing,  doloroi^,  immense. 
The  occasion  asks  iti — Nature  dies,  and  Gtod 
And  angels  coma  to  lay  her  in  the  grave! 
But  we  have  overieancxl  our  theme;  behind, 
A  little  season  waits  a  verse  or  two,    . 
The  years  that  followed  the  jnillennial  rest. 
,  Bad  years  they  were;  and  first,  as  signal  sore, 
'That  at  the  core  religion  was  diseased^ 
The  sons  of  Levi  strove  again  for  place, 
And  eminence,  and  names  of  swelling  pomp; 
Setting^heir  feet  upon  the  people's  neck, 
And  slumbering  in  the  lap  of  civil  power, 
Of  civil  power  again  tyrannical: 
And  second  sign,  sure  sign,  whenever  seen, 
That  holiness  was  dying  in  a  land, 
The  Sabbath  was  profaned  and  set  at  nonght; 
Thelibnest  seer,  who  spoke  the  truth  of  God 
Plainly,  was  left  with  empty  waljs ;  and  round 
The  frothy  orator,  who  busked  his  tales 
In  qoackish  pomp  of  noisy  words,  the  ear 
Tickling,  bet  leaving  still  the  heart  uriprobed, 
'The  judgment  lininfontied, — numbers  immense 
Flocked,  gaping  wide,  with  passions  high  in- 
flamed; 
And  on  the  way  returning,  hcated^^home, 
•Of  eloquence^  and  not  of  truth,  conversed — 
Mean  ek)quence  that  wanted  sacred  truth. 

Two  principles  from  the  beginning  strove 
In  human  natnre,  still  dividing  man, — 
: Sloth  and  activity;  the  lust  of  praise,  *    ' 

And  indolence  that  rather  wished  to  sleep. 
And  not  unfrequently  in  the  same  mind 
They  dubious  contest  held ;  one  gaining  now, ' 
And  now  the  other  crowned,  and  both  again 
Keeping  the  Md,  with  equal  combat  fought 
Much  different  was  their  voice.    Ambition  called 
■  To  action,  Sloth  invited  to  repose. 
Ambition  early  rose,  and,  being  up, 
Toiled  ardently,  and  late  retired  to  rest; 
'Sloth  lay  till  mid-day,  turning  on  his  couch, 
iLike  ponderous  door  upon  it^  weary  hinge, 
.And,  having  roDed  him  out  with  much  ado. 
And  many  a  dismal  sigh,  and  vain  attempt, 
H^  sauntered  out,  accoutred  carelessly, — 
With  half-oped,  misty,  unobservant  eye, 
Somniferous,  that  weighed  the  <)bject  down 


On  which  its  burden  fell,— ^n  hour  or  two. 
Then  with  a  grocin  retired  to  rest  again. 
The  one,  wtAtever  deed  had  been  achieved. 
Thought  it  too  Ihtle,  and  too  small  the  praise  ;• 
The  other  tried  to  think,-^for  thinking  so 
Answered  his  purpose  best,'that  what  of  great 
Mankind  coidd  do  had  been  already  done; 
And  therefore  laid  him  calmly  down  to  sleep. 
■  Different  in  mode,  destructive  both  alike. 
Destructive  always  indolence ;  and  love 
Of  fiime  destructive  always  too,  if  less 
Than  praise  of  God  it  sought,  content  with  less : 
Even  then  not  current,  if  it  sought  his  praise 
From  other  motive  than  resistless  love; 
Though  base,  main-spring  of  action  in  the  wodd 
And,  under  name  of  vi^nity  and  pride, 
Was  greatly  practised  on  by  cunning  men. 
It  opened  the  niggard*s  purse,  clothed  nakedneos. 
Gave  beggars  food,  and  threw  the  Pharisee 
TTpon  his  knees,  and  kept  liim  long  in  act 
Of  prayer;  it  spread  the  lace  upon  the  fop, 
His  language  trimmed,  and  plaimed  his  curiooi 

It  stuck  the  feather  on  the  gay  coquette. 

And  on  her  finger  laid  the  heavy  load 

Of  jewellery;  it  did — what  did  it  not? 

The  gospel  preached,  the  gospel  paid,  a.nd  sent 

The  gospel ;  conquered  nations,  cities  built, 

Measured  the  furrow  of  the  field  with  jpice 

Directed  share,  shaped  bulls,  and  cows,  and  nms, 

AQd  threw  the  ponderous  stone ;  and  pitiful, 

Indeed,  and  much  against  the  grain,  it  dragged 

The  stagnant,  dull,  predestinated  fool, 

Through  learning's  halls,  and  made  him  laboiki 

much 
Abortively,  though  sometimes  not  unpraised 
He  left  the  Sage's  chair,  and  home  returned 
Making  his  simple  mother  think  that  she 
Had  borne  a  man.    In  schools,  designed  to  zoot 
Sin  up,  and  plant  the 'seeds'  of  holiness 
In  youthful  minds,  it  held  a  signal  place. 
The  little  infant  man,  by  nature  proud, 
Was  taught  the  scriptures  by  the  love  of  praise, 
And  grew  religious  as  he  grew  in  fame.' 
And  thus  the  principle,  which  out  of  heaven 
The  devil  threw,  and  threw  him  down  to  hell, 
And  keeps  him  there,  was  made'  an  instrument 
T*  moralize  and  sanctify  mankind. 
And  in  their  hearts  beget  humility; 
With  what  success  it  needs  not  now  to  say. 

Destructive  both  we  said,  activity 
And  sloth :  behold  the  last  exemplified, 
]  In  literary  man.    Not'all  at  once, 
He  yielded  to  thi  soothing  voice  of  sleep ; 
But,  having  seen  a  bough  of  laurel  wave,    , 
He  effort  made  to  climb;  and  friends,  and  i 
Himself)  ti^ed  of  his  greatness,  as  at  hand. 
And,  pfophesying,  drew  hia  future  life, 
Vaiti  prophecy  I  his  fency,  taught  by  sloth, 
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8Mr,in>theW«ry  thvethoid  of  {Ninuit, 
A  tfaoomtid  olMtadea ;  he  haited  fint, 
And  while  he  halted,  saw  fak  burning  hopes 
Onxir  diin  and  dimmer  still ;  ambition's  «el( 
The  adToeale  of  loudest  tpngue,  decayed ; 
His  purposes,  made  daily,  daily  broken, 
Like^nt  uprooted  oft,  and  nt  again, 
More  sickly  grew,  and  daily  vrtiveted  more; 
Till  at  the  Issti  decision,  quite  worn  oM, 
Decision,  fufcrum  of  the  mental  powers, 
Resigned  the  blasted  soul  to.staggerihg  chance ; 
Sleep  gathered  ftst,  and  weighed  him  downward 

still; 
His  eye  fell  hea^  from  the  mount  of  fame ; 
His  young  resolves  to  benefit  the  wsrid 
Perished  and  were  Ibigotten;  he  shut  his  ear 
Agsinst  the  painful  news  of  rising  worth; 
And  drank  with  -desperate  thirst  Che  poppy^  juioe; 
A  deep  and  mortal  slumber  settled  down         •. 
Upon  his  weary  &c«lties  oppvoHed; 
Ha  rolled  from  side  to  side,  and  rolled  again ; 
And  snored,  and  groaned,  and  withered,  and  ex- 
pired, 
.And  rotted  on  the  spot,  leaving  no  name. 

The  hero  best  example  gives  of  toil 
Cnsandified.    One  word  his  histoiy  writes. 
'*  He  was  a  murderer  above  the  laws, 
Ajid  grestly  praised  Ibr  doing  muiderous  deeds."" 
And    now  he  grew,  and  reached   his   perfect 

growth; 
And  alio  now  the  sluggard  soupdest  slept 
And  by  him  lay  the  uninterred  Corpse, 

Of  every  srder,  sin  and  wickedness, 
Deiibenile,  ^pnl,  nialieioos  villany, 
This  a^,  attained  maturity,  unknown 
Befere;  and  seemed  in  travail  to  bring  ferth 
Some  hut,  enormous,  monstrous  deed  ofguilt, 
Original,  unprecedented  guilt, 
That  miaht  obliR?rate  the  memory 
Of  what  bad  hitherto  been  done  most  vfle. 
Inventive  men  were  paid,  at  public  cost. 
To  plan  new  modes  of  sin ;  tlie  holy  Word 
Of  God  was  burned,  with  acclamations  loud; 
New  tortures  were  invented  for  the  good; — 
For  still  some  good  remained,  as  whiles  through 

Of  thickest  clouds,  a  wandering  star  appeared  ;— 
New  oaths  of  blasphemy  were  ficamed  and  sWom ; 
And  men  in  reputation  grew,  as  grew 
The  stature  of  their  crimes.    Faith  was  not  found. 
Truth  was  net  Ibund,  truth  always  searce,  so 


That  half  the  misery  which  groaned  on  earth, 

In  onfinary  times,  was  progeny 

Of  disappointment,  d^ily  coming  ferth 

From  broken  pronuses,  that  might  have  ne'er    ^ 

Been  made,  or,  being  made,  might  have  been  kept; 

Justice  and  mercy,  too,  were  rare,  obscured 

Ivcottage  garb:  befen  the  palace  door,  ' 


The  beggax  rotted,  starviQuf  in  Uh  rags ; 

And  on  the  threshold  of  luxurious  domes, 

The  orphan  child  laid  down  his  hew),  and  died| 

Nor  unamusing  was  his  piteous  4»y 

To  women,  who  had  now  laid  tendomeai 

Aside,  best  pleased  with  sights  of  cruelly ; 

Flocking,  when  fouler  lusts  would  give  them  time, 

To  horrid  spectacles  of  blood,  where  men. 

Or  guiltless  betdt;  that  seemed  to  look  to  hSavsn, 

With  eye  imptoring  vengeance  on  the  earth, 

Were  tortured  for  the  merriment  of  kings. 

The  advocate  fer  him  who  offered  most 

Pleaded ;  the  scribe,  acterding  to  the  hire, 

Worded  the  Ke,  adding,  for  every  {Neoe^ 

An  oath  of  confirmation ;  judges  raised, 

One  hand  to  intimate  the  sentence,  death, 

Imprisonment,  or  line,  or  lots  of  goods, 

And  in  the  other  heid  a  lusty  bribe. 

Which  they  had  takeik  to ghre  the  sentence  wrongs 

So  managing  the  scale  oCjustice  still. 

That  he  was  wanting  found  who  poorest  seemed. 

But  laymen,  moet  renowned  for  devilish  deeds^    ■ 

Laboured  at  distance  still  behind  the  priest ; 

He  shore  his  sheep,  and,  having  packed  the  wool. 

Salt  them*  onguaided  to  the  hill  of  wolves ; 

And  to  the  bowl  deliberately  sat  4own, 

And  vrith  his  mistioss  mocked  atsacred  things. 

The  theatre  was,  flom  the  very  fint. 

The  favourite  haunt  of  Sin,  though  honest  men, 

Some  very  honest,  wise,  and  worthy  men. 

Maintained  it  might  be  turned  to  good  acoonnt; 

And  so  perhaps  it  might,  but  never  was. 

From  fint  to  last  it  was  an  evil  place : 

And  now  such  things  were  acted  there,  as  made 

The  devils  Mush ;  and  from  the  neighbourhood,^ 

Angels  and  holy  men,  trembling,  retired: 

And  what  with  dreadful  aggravatbn  crowned 

This  dreary  time,  was  sin  against  the  light 

All  men  knew  Qod,  and,  knowing,  disobeyed 

And  gkyied  to  insult  him  to  his  face. 

Another  feature  only  we  shall  marie.    • 
II  was  withal  a  highly  pdished  age. 
And  scrupulous  in  ceremonious  rite. 
When  stranger  stranger  met  upon  the  way, 
Fin^  each  to  each  bowed  most  respectfully, 
And  large  profession  made  of  humble  service, 
And  then  the  stronger  took  the  other's  puiBS, 
And  he  that  stabbed  his  neighbour  to  the  heart, 
Stabbed  him  politely,  and  returned  the  blade 
Redung  into  its  sheath  with  graceftd  air. 

Meantime  the  earth  gave symptomsof  her  end, 
And  all  the  scenery  above  proclahned, 
That  the  great  last  catastrophe  was  nsar. 
The  Sun  at  rising  staggered  and  fell  back, 
As  one  tpo  early  up,  after  a  night 
Of  late  debauch ;  then  rose,  and  shone  again, 
Brighter  than  wont ;  and  sicked  again,  and  paused 
In  aehith  altitude,  as  one  fetigued ; 
And  shed  a  feeble  twilight  ray  at  noon^  ' 
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Roufliag  the^wdf  before  hu  dme  to  cbave 
The  ihepbeid  and  hie  eheep,  that  aoiight  for  light, 
And  darkneee  found,  aetoniafaed,  ternfied; 
Then,  oat  of  ooune,  rolled  ftiriooa  down  the  weat, 
Aa  chariot  reined  by  awkvard  charioteer ; 
And,  waiting  at  the  gate,  be  on  the  earth 
Qazed,  aa  he  thought  lie  ne'er  might  iee't  again. 
The  bow  of  metcyj  heretofore  ao  foir, 
;  Ribbed  with  the  nati^  huee  of  heavenly  le^e, 
Diaaatfooa  coloum  ahowed,  unseen  -till  now ; 
Changing  upon  the  walpiy  golf,  fiom  pale . 
Tp  fiery  red,  and  back  again  to  pale; 
And  o'er  it  hovered  whiga  of  vrrath.    The  Moon 
Swaggered  in  nudat  of  heaven,  grew  black,  and 

dark, 
Unclouded,  unecUpaed.    The  BCus  foil  down, 
TomUing  ftom  off  their  towera  like  drunken  meb, 
Or  aeemed  to  foH^  and  gUmmered  now,  and  now 
Sprang  out  in  audden  blaae  and  dimmed  again, 
Aa  lamp4>f  fooliik  yitgn  lacking  oil. 
The  haavena,  thia  moment,  kwked  aerene ;  the  next, 
Olowed  like  an  oven  with  God'adiapleaaue  hot 

Nor  leai,  below,  waa  intimation  given, 
Of  Bome  diaaater  great  and  ultianate. 
The  tree  diat  bkximed,ior  hung  with  claateiiqg 

fruit, 
Untouohad  by  viable  calamity 
Of  froat  or  tempeat,  died  and  came  again. 
The  flower  and  herb  feU  down  aa  sick ;  than  roae 
And  fell  again.    The  fowla  of  every  hue^ 
Ctowding  together,  aailed  on  weary  wing;. 
And,  hovering,  oft  they  aeemed  about  to  light; 
Then  eoaved,  aa  if  they  thoi^ht  the  earth  anaikfo. 
The  cattle  looked  with  meaning^  face  <Ai  man. 
DogB  howled,  and  aeemsd  to  lee  more  than  their- 

maaten. 
And  there  were  aighta  tbat-none  had  aeea  before; 
And  heUow,  atrango,  unpieoedented  aounda^ 
And  eameat  i^faiaperinga  ran  along'tl^s  hilla 
At  dead  of  night ;  and  long,  deep,  endlesa  aigha, 
Came  firom  the  dreary  -vale ;  and  from  the  waate 
Came  horrid  ahrieka^  and  fierce  unearthly' groana, 
The  wail  of  evil  apirite^  that  now  folt 
The  hour  of  utter  vengeance  near  at  hand. 
The  winda  from  every  quarter  blew  at  once, 
With  desperate  violence,  and^  whirling,  tock 
The  traveller  up,  and  threw  him  down  again. 
At  distance  froqa  hia  path,  confouyidod,  pale ; 
And  ahapea,  strange  shapes !  in  winding  aheeta 

'were  aeen, 
Gfidihg  through  night,  and  ainging  funend  somga. 
And  imitating  aad,  aepukbral  rites ; 
And  voleea  talked  among  the  olonds,  and  atiU 
The  worda  that  men  could  catch  were  apoken  of 

them, 
And  aeemed  to  be  the  words  of  wonder  great, 
And  expectation  of  aome  vast  event. 
Earth  shook,  and  swam,  and  reeled,  and  opened 

herjawS) 


By  earthquake  toased,  and  tombled  to  and  6d; 
And,  knider  than  the  ear  of  man  had  heard. 
The  Thunder  beHowed,  and  tfacT  OoeaA  gniaMl. 

The  rabe  of  men,  perplexed,  but  no*  rcforaed^ 
Flocking  together,  stood  in  eameat  ciwtvds^ 
Convaraing  of  the  awful  Aate  of  thiogiSw 
Some  curious  explanaliDns  gave,  onleatned ; 
Some  tried  afiectedly  to  kugh,  and  aoaie 
Qazed  stupidly ;  but  aU  were  aad  and  |iale, 
And  wished  the  comment  of  the  wiae.     Nar  1am 
These  prod^ies,  occurring  night  a,nd  Amy, 
Perplesed  philosophy.    The  mvigt  tried,-- 
Magi,  a  name  not  e^dom  given  to  fools. 
In  th»  voeahnkiy  of  earthly  speech, — 
They  tried  to  trace  them  atiU  to  seoond  cause 
But  acareely  aatiified  thenkselvea;  thoogh  nmii 
Their  deep  delibemtionB;  crowding,  came^ 
And,  wondering  at  their  wisdo^  went  away. 
Much  quieted  and  very  much  deesived. 
The  people,  alwaya  glad  to  be  deceived. 

Theae  waminga  paased,  they,  nnn^gaidedi,  paani, 
And  all  in  wonted  order  calmly'BMved. 
The  pulae  of  Nature  regukriy  beat, 
And  on  her  cheek  the  bloom  af  peifoct  hotSA 
Again  appeared.    Deceitful  j^ube !  and  1 
Deceitftil !  and  deceitful  cahn !  The  Earth 
Waa  old,  and  worn  vrithin ;  but,  like  the  i 
Who  noticed  not  his  mid-day  atieqgth  A"*^^ 
Sliding  so  gently  round  the  curvature 
Of  Ufa,  fit>m  youth  to  age, — ahe  knew  it  not. 
The  cahn  waa  like  the  cahn,  which  oft  tin  mu^  . 
Dying,  experienced  before  his  death ; 
The  blooo)  waa  but  a  hectic  flush,  befoire 
The  eternal  palenesa.    But  aH  tbqi^wqpelaka^ 
By  tins  last  race  of  men,  for  tokena  of  good;. 
And  blustering  public  News  akiud  pnelaimed— 
News  always  gabbling  ere  they  well  had  thmafjbi^ 
Prosperity,  and  jay,  wad  pcjaoe;  and  mocked 
The  man  who,  kneeling,  prayed,  and  trembled  alM; 
And  all  in  eameat  to  their  ains  returned. 

It  waa  not  ao  in  heaven.    The  eldera  lomid 
The  Throne  toiiveraod  about  the  atate  of  man. 
Conjecturing, — for  none  erf*  certain  knew^ — 
That  Time  waa  at  an  and.    They  gaaed  mleMS 
Upon  the  Dial's  foce,  ^hich  yonder  stands 
In  gold,  before  the  Sun  of  Righteousness, 
Jehovah,  and  oomputea  time,  seaaons,  yeaia^ 
And  destinies,  and  alowly  nambeia  d^er 
The  mighty  ^cles  oi  eternity; 
By  God  afone  completely  undentood, 
But  read  by  all,'  revealing  much  to  alL 
And  novf ,  to  aainta  of  eklest  akill,  the  ray, 
Which  on  the  gnomon  fell  of  Time,  aeenwd  wmi 
Fi^m  level  west,  and  hasting  quickly  down. 
The  holy  "S^uea,  vratching,  aaw,  besides^ 
Great  preparation  going  on  in  heaveiv 
Betokening  great  event,  greater  than  aqght 
That  first-created  seraphim  had  seen. 
The  foithfiil  mcasengera,  who  have  for  wiqg 
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rite  lightning,  waiting,  day  and  night,  on  Gtod : 
teibre  his  face,  beyond  their  usual  speed, . 
IHi  pinion  of  celestial  light  were  seen, 
looming  and  goings  and  their  road  was  still 
?Voin  heaven  to  earth,  and  back  again  to  heaven. 
riie  kngel  of  Mercy,  bent  before  the  Throna, 
fty  earnest  pleading,  seemed  to  hold  the  hand 
'yt  TTengeance  back,  and  win  a  moment  mord 
Of  brfe  repentance  for  tome  sinful  worid 
En  jeopaidy :  and,  now,  the  hill  of  Gfod,  ' 

I*lie  mountain  of  his  majesty,  rolled  flames'  ' 
Of  Ifae,  now  smiled  with  momentary  kve, 
Ajid  now  again  with  fiery  fierceness  burned ; 
And  from  behind  the  daikniess  of  his  Throne^ 
Through  which  cxeated  vision  never  saw, 
The  living  Thonden,  in  their  native  caves,    ' 
Mattered  the  terrors  of  Onmipotence, 
And  ready  seemed,  impatient  to  fulfil 
Some  errand  of  exterminating  wrath. 

Meanwhile  the  Earth  increased  in  widLsdness, 
And  hasted  duly  to  fill  up  her-  cup. 
Batan  raged  kiose,  Sin  had  her  wUl,  and  Death 
£iH>ngh.    Blood  trode  upon  the  heels  of  blood. 
Revenge,  in  desperate  mood,  at  midnight  met 
Revedge,  War  brayed  to  War,  Deceit  deceived 
Deceit,  Ue  cheated  lie,  and  Treachery 
Mined  under  Treachery,  and  Perjury 
Swore  back  on  Perjury,  and  Blasphraiy 
AzdSQ  with  hideous  Blasphemy,  and  Curse 
lioad  answered  Curss;  and  drunkard,  stumbling, 

'    M 
O'er  drunkard-  fidlen;  and  husband  husband  met, 
Retdming  eacMronrDther's  bed  defiled ; 
Thief  stole  firom  thief,  and  robber  on  the  way 
Bjiocked  robber  down,  and  Lewdness,  Violence, 
And  Haite,  met  Lewdness,  Yiolenoe,  and  Hate. 
Oh,  Earth!  thy  hour  was  come  I  the  last  elect 
Was  bom,  complete  the  number  of  the  good. 
And  the  hurt  sand  fell  from  the  glass  of  Tune. 
The  cup  of  guih  was  full  up  to  the  brim; ' 
And  Mercy,  weary  with  beseeching,  had 
Bjetired  behind  the  sword  of  Justice,  red 
With  ultimate  and  unrepenting  wrath ; 
But  man  knew  not:  he  o^er  hb  bowl  laughed  loud, 
And;  prophesying,  said,  *'  To-morrow  shall 
As  this  day  be,  and  more  abundant  stfll  I'' 
As  thou  shalt   hear — ^But,  hark!    the  trumpet 

sounds, 
And  caOs  to  evening  song ;  for,  though  with'hymn 
.  Etenud,  course  succeeding  course,  extol 
.  In  presence  of  the  incarnate,  holy  Ghxi, 
And  celebnte  his  never-ending  praise, — 
Duly  at  mom  and  night,  the  multitudes 
Of  men  redeemed,  and  sngels,  all  the  hosts 
Of  gk»ry,  j(nn  in  universal  song. 
And  pour  celestial  hani¥>ny,  from  harps 
Above  all  number,  eloquent  and  sweet. 
Above  all  thought  of  melody  conceived. 
And  BOW  l)ehold'  the  fiur  isihabitants, 


Delightful  sight !  from  numerous  business  turn, 
And  round  and  round  through  all  the  extent  of 

bliss 
Towards  the  temple  of  Jehovah  bow, 
And  worship  reverently  before  his  face ! 

Piyrsiiits  are  various  here,  suiting  all  tastes, 
Though  holy  all,  and  glorifying  God. 
Observe  yon  band  punue  the  sylvan  stream : 
Mounting  among  the  cHffii,  they  pull  the  flowei^ 
Springing  as  soon  jas  pulled,  and,  marvelling,  pry 
Into  its  veins,  and  eireulating  Uood, 
And  wondrous  mimicry  of  higher  lifo ; 
Admire  its  colours,  fiagranoe,  gentle  shape  \ 
And  thence  admire  the  God  who  made  it  so^ 
So  simple,  complex,  and  so  beautiful. 

Behold  yon  o^r  band,  in  aiiy'  robes 
Of  bliss.    They  weave  the  saered  bower  of  rose 
And  myrtle  shade,  and  shadowy  verdant  bay. 
And  laurel,  towering  fai^;  and  round  their  song, 
The  pink  and  lily  bring,  and  amarmth;' 
Naidasus  sweet,  and  jessamine ;  and  bring 
The  clustering  vine,  stopping  with  fiowec  and  firuit, 
The  peach  and  orange,  and  the  sparkling  stream, 
Warbling  with  neotar  to  their  lips  unasked ; 
And  talk  the  while  of  everlasdng  kive. 

On  yonder  hill,  behold  another  band. 
Of  piercing, 'steady,  intellectual  eye. 
And  spacious  forehead  of  sublimest  thoii^ht 
They  reason  deep  of  present,  future,  past ; 
And  trace  effiwt  to  eause;  and  meditate 
On  the  eternal  laws  of  (^,  which  bind 
Cireuuferenoe  to  centre;  and  survey, 
With  optie^ubes,  that  fetch  remotest  stars 
Near  them,  the  systems  circling  zolmd  impi^iMM 
Innumerous.    See  how, — as  hs,  the  sage, 
A^nong  the  most  renowned  in  ^ys  of  Time, 
Renowned  for  large,  capacious,  holy  soul, 
Demonstrates  clearly  motion,  gravity, 
Attraction,  and  repulsion,  stilt  opposed ; 
And  dips  into  the  deep^  original, ' 
Unknown,  mysterious  elements  of  thusgs,— 
See  how  the  iace  of  every  auditor 
Expands  with  admiration  of  the  skill. 
Omnipotence,  and  boundless  love  of  Gh)d ! 

These  other,  sitting  near  the  tree  of  life, 
In  robes  of  finen  flowing  white  and  clean, 
Qf  holiest  aspect,  of  divinest  soul. 
Angels  and  men, — into  the  glory  look 
01  the  Redeenung  Love,  930A  turn  the  leaves 
Of  man's  redemption  o'er,  the  secret  leaves, 
Which  none  on  earth  were  found  worthy  to  opeUi 
And,  as  they  read  the  mysteries  divine. 
The  endless  mysteries  of  salvation,  wrought 
By  Gkd's  incarnate  Son,  they  humbler  bow 
Before  the  Xjamb,  and  ^bem  with  warmer  love. 

These  other,  there  rdaxed  beneath  the  shAde 
Of  yon  embowering. palms^  with  fimndship  smile, 
And  talk  of  ancient  days,  and  young  pursuits. 
Of  dangers  J^assed,  of.godly  triumphs  won ; 


4$ 


THE  COUrtSJE  OF  TIME. 


Ai|d  fling  the  legends  of  their  native  lan<I, 
Lett  pleasing  i^  than  this  their  Father's  housa 

Behold  that  other  hand,  half  lifted  up         » 
Between  the  hill  and  dale,  reclined  benealh 
The  shadow  of  impending  rocks,  'mong  streams^ 
And  thundering  waterfalls,  and  waiong  houghs ; 
That  band  of  countenance  auhlime  and  sweet, 
Whole  eye,  with  piercing,  intellectual  xay, 
^w  beams  severe,  or  now  bewildered  satms^  • 
Left  rolling  wild,  or  fixed  in  idle  gate, 
While  Fancy  and  the  Soul  aie  Ux  from  homie; 
These  hold  the  pencil,  art  divine !  and  throw 
Before  the  eye  remembered  scenes  of  love ; 
Each  picturing  to  each  the  hills,  and  skies, 
And  treasured  stories  of  the  world  he  left ; 
Or^  gaiing  on  theeceaery  of  heaven, 
They  dip  theif  hand  in  oobur's  native  well, 
And,  on  the  everlsflting  canvas,  dash 
F^gufes  of  glory,  imagery  divine, 
With  grace  and  grandeur  m  perfectioa  kjoit. 

But,  whatsoe'er  these  spirits  blessed  pursue, 
Whem'er  they  go,  whatever  sights  they  see 
Of  gkMcy  and  ^liss  through  all  the  tracU  of  heaven 
The  (jentie,  atill,  tha£gnra  emin^ 
Whither  they  ever  tun,  on  whom  all  eyes 
Repose  with  infinite  delight,  is  God, 
And  his  incarnate  Son,  the  Lamb  once  slain 
On  Calvary,  tp  ransom  ruined  men. 

I^one  idle  here.  Look  where  thou  wik,  they  aH 
Are  active,  all  engaged  in  meet  puiwiit ; 
Not  happy  else.    Hence  is  it  that  the  song 
Of  heaven  is  ever  new ;  for  daily  thus. 
And  nightly,  new  discoveries  are  made  ^ 

Of  God's  unbounded  wisdom,  power,  ftnd  lovje, 
Which  give  the  understanding  larger  room, 
And  fwell  the  hynpcn  with  ever-growing  praise. 

.  Behol4,  they  oeasftl  and  every  face  to  Grod 
Turns )  and  we  pause  from  high  poetic  theme. 
Not  worthy  least  of  being  sung  in  heaven  j 
And  on  unvailed  Godhead  look  from  this, 
Our  oO-frequeAted  hill.    He  take*  the  harp,     . 
*  Nor  needs  to  b  ek  befitting  phrase :  unsought, 
Numbers  haitnoolottsxoll  along  the  lyie; . 
As  river  In  itK  native  bed,  they  flow      , 
Spontaneous,  flowing  with  the  tide  of  thought 
He  takes  the  harp — a  bard  of  Jddah  leads, 
This  night,  the  boundless  song,  the  bard  that  onoe. 
When  Israel's  king  was  sad  and  sick  to  death, 
A  message  brought  of  fifteen  added  years. 
Before  the  Throne  he  stands  sublime,  in  robes 
Of  gbry;  and  now  his. fingers  wake  the  chords 
'fo  praise,  which  we  ^nd  all  in  heaven  rep^t 

Harps  of  Eternity  I  begin  the  song. 
Redeemed  and  angel  harps  1  begin  to  Grod, 
Begin  the  anthem  ever  sweet  and  new. 
While  I  extol  Him,  holy,  just,  and  good. 
IJfe,  beauty,  light,  intelligence,  and  Jove 
Eternal^  uncreated,  infinite ! 
irnsearchable  Jehovah  1  God  of  truth, . 


Maker,  upholder;  governor  of  all ! 
Thyself  unmade,  ungovemed,  nmipheld  t 
Omnipotent,  unehangeahk,  Great  Grod ! 
Exhaustbss  fulness !  giving  unimpairad  1 
Bounding immenjdty,  unspread,  unbound! 
Highest  and  best !  beginning,  mlddie,  end! 
AU-seeiBg  Eye  J  all-seeing,  and  unseen  I 
Healing,  unheard  i  all-knowii^,  and  mduiaiiiHl 
Above  all  praise  1  above  all  height  of  tbou^  I 
Proprietor  of  immortality ! 
Glory  inefiahle!  bliss  underived ! 
Of  old  thou  builtst  thy  throne  on  rigbteooniBa^ 
Before  the  morning  Stars  their  aeng  began. 
Or  silence  heard  the  voice  of  praise.    Than  hidit 
Eten]ity'»fiNindation  stone,  and  sawst 
Life  and  existencfs  xHit  of  Thee  begin. 
Mysterious  more,  the  more  displayed,  when  alii 
Upon  thy  glorious  Throne  thou  aitst  akme, 
Hast  sat  alone,  and  shalt  forever  sii 
Ahme,  Invisible,  Immortal  One ! 
Behind  essential  biightneflB  unbeheld. 
Incomprehensible  1  ^hat  weight  ahall  weigh. 
What  meanre  meaai^e  Thee  {    What  know  w» 

Of  Thee,  what  need  tp  know,  than  Thoa  haH 

taught, . 
And  bidst  us  stUl  repeat,  at  mom  and  even  1 — 
Godl  Everlasting  FathnI  Holy  Onel 
Our  God,  our  Father,  our  Eternal  AH  I 
Source  whence  we  came,  and  whither  vie  retan; 
Who  made  our  spirits,  who  our  bodies  made, 
Who  made  the  heaven,  who  made  the  flowoy  ka^ 
Who  made  all  made,  who  on^rnmoivemm  aU, 
Who  walks  upon  the  wind,  who  nNds  the  wave 
In  hpUpw  of  thy  hand,  whom  thunders  wait, 
Whom  tempests  serve,  ythiom  fiammg  fires  ob^. 
Who  guidesLthe  circuit  of  the  endless  yean, 
And  sitst  on  high,  and  makest  creation's  top 
Thy  footstool,  and  beholdst,  below  Thee,  all^ 
All  nought,  all  less  than  nought,  and  vani^. 
Like  traikaient  dust  that  hovers  on  the  scale, 
Ten  thousand  worlds  are  scattered  in  thy  hcealk 
Thou  sitst  on  high,  and  roeasurest  destinies. 
And  days,  and  months,  and  wide- revolving  years; 
And  dost  according  to  thy  holy  will ; 
And  none  can  stay  thy*  hand,  and  none  withhold 
Thy  glory;  for  in  judgment,  ThoQ,  as  well 
As  mercy,  art  exalted,  day  and  night 
Past,  present,  future,  magnify  thy  name. 
Thy  works  all  praise  Thee,  all  thy  angels  pnise. 
Thy  saints  adore,  and  on  thy  altan  bum 
The  fragrant  incense  of  perpetual  k>ve. 
They  praiae  Thee  now,  their  hearts^  thor  i 

praise, 
And  sweD  the  rapture  of  the  glorious  song. 
Harpl  lift  thy  voice  on  high!  shout,  angels,  i 
And  loudest,  ye  redeemed  1  .glory  to  God, 
And  to  the  Lamb  who  bought  us  vrith  his  bfeod^ 
From  every  kindred^  nation,  people,  toqgus; 
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And  washed,  and  ^atictifi^d,  and  savcd^Dr  sbub; 
A.nd  gave  turrobes  of  iinen  pare,  and  crowiM 
Of  IHe,  and  made  us  kings  and  prieeta  to  Grod. 
Shout  back  to  ancient  Time  I  Sing  loud,  and  wave 
Your  palms  of  triumph !  ang,  Where  is  thy  sting, 
O  -  Death  t  where  is  thy  victoory,  O  Orave^ 
Thanks  be  to  Grod,  eternal  thanks,  who  gaTO 
Us  victory  through  Jesuk  Christ,  our  Lord, 
Bazp !  Uft  thy  Toice  on  high !  shoot,  angels,  diout ! 
And  loodestj  ye  redeemed!  glory  to  God, 
Ai»d  to  the  Lamb',  all  glory  and  all  praise, 
All  glory  and  all  praise,  at  morn  and  .even, 
That  come  and  go  eternally,  and  find  .  • 
Us  happy  stiU,  and  Thee  for  ever  blessed  I 
Olory  ta  God  and  to  the  Lamb.    Amen;        -^^ 
For  ever,  and'for evermore..  Amen.  '•   .. 

And  those  who  stood  upon  the  sea  of  glasS) 
And  those  who  stood  upon  the  battleme&ts 
And  lofty  towers  of  New  Jerusalem, 
And  those  who  ciielhig  stood,  bowing  liar, 
Exalted  on  the'  everlasting  hills, ' 
Thousands  of  ThouiSands,  thousands  infinite. 
With  voice  of  boundftesn  love,  answered,  Amen. 
And  through  'Eternity  near;  and  reihote, 
The  worlds,  adoring,  echoed  back,  Amen. 
And  God  the  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghdst, 
The  One  Eternal,  smiled  superior  bliss ! 
And  every  eye,  and  every  face  in  heaven^ 
Reflecting  and  reflected,  beamed  with  love. 
Nor  did  he  not,  the  Virtue  new  arrived, 
From  Godhead  gain  an  individual-smile, 
Of  high  acceptance,  and  of  weh»me  high, 
And  oonfinnation  evermore  in  good. 
Meantime  the  landscape  glewed  with  holy  joy. 
Zephyr,  vith  wing^dipped  fViim  the  well  of  life, 
Sporting  through  Par&dise,  and  living  dews; 
'The  flowers,  the  spicy  shmbs,  the  lawp^  refreshed, 
.   Breathed  their  selectest  balm,  breathed  odours,  such 
As  angels  love ;  and  all  the  trees  of  heaven, 
The  cedar,  pine,  and  eveCaating  oak, 
Rejoidng  on  the  moontains,  clapped  their  hands. 
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As  6ne  who  meditates  at  evening  tide,    - 
Wandering  alone  by  voiceless  solitudes, 
And  flies  in  fancy,  far  beytfnd  the  bounds ' 
Of  viable  and  vulgar  things,  and  things 
Discovered  hitherto^  pursuing  tracts 
As  yet  untrayelled  and  unknown,  through  vast 
Of  new  and  sweet  imaginings;  if  chance 
Some  airy  harp,  waked  by  the  gentle  sprites 
Of  twilight,  or  tight  touch  of  sylvan  maid, 
In  soft  succession' fall  upon  his  ear,- 
And  fill  the  desert  with  its  heavenly  tones ; 
He  listens  intense,  and  pleased  ezmdingly, 
.  Aad  wishes  it  may  neter  stop;  yet  when 


It  stops,  grieves  not;  but  to  his  former  thoughts 
With  fondest  haste  returns  :*  m  did  the  Seer, 
So  did  his  audience,  after  worship  poftsed. 
And  praise  in  heaven,  return  to  sing,  to  hear 
Of  man,  not  vtorUiy  less  the  sacred  lyre, 
Or  the  attentive  ear;  artd thu^  the  bard,* 
Not  unbesought,-  again  resumed  his  song. 

In  customed  glory  bright, 'that  mom,  the  Sdn 
Rose,  visiting  the  earth  with  light,  and  heat. 
And  joy  \  and  seerped  as  full  of  yohth  atid  strong 
To  moi^t  the  steep  of  heaven,  as  when  the  Staxt 
Of  mominff  sung  to  his  first  dawn,  and  night 
JPled  (irom  nis  face ;  the  spacious  sky  received 
Him,  blushing*  as  a  bride,  when  on  hbr  looked 
Theliridegroom;'and,  spread  out  beneath  his  eye^ 
Earth  smiled.   Up  to  his  warm  embrace  the  Dews, 
That  all  night  long  had  wept  his  absence,  flew. 
The  herbs  and  flowers  their  fragrant  stores  t9in- 

locked, 
And  gave  the  wanton  breeze  that,  newly  woke, 
Revefled  in  sweets,  and  from  its  wings  shook  health, 
A  thousand  grateful  smells ;  the  joyous  woods 
Dried  in  his  beams  thar  locks,  Wet  with  the  drops 
Of  night;  and  all  the  sons  of  nraidc  sung 
Their  matin  song — ^fromarbouredhower,  the  thrash, 
Concerting  with  the  lark  that  hymned  on  high. 
On  the  green  hill  the  flocks,  and- in  the  v&te 
The  herds,  r^oiced;  and,  light  of  heart,  the  hind. 
Eyed  amorously  the  milk-maid  as  she  passed. 
Not  heedless,  though  she  looked  another  way. 

No  sign  was  there  of  change:   All  nature  moved 
In  wont^  harmony:    Men,  as  they  met, 
In  morning  salutatbn,  praitad  the  day, 
And  talked  of  common  things.   The  husbandman 
Prepared  the  soil,  and  silver-tpngued  Hope 
Promised  another  harvest.    In  the  streets. 
Each  wishing  to  make  profit  of  his  neighbour, 
Mepchonts,  assembling,  spoke  of  trying  times. 
Of  bankruptsiee,-  and  markets  glutted  full ; 
Or,  crowding  to  the  beach,  where,  to  theur  ear, 
The  oatl)  of  foreign  accent,  and  thenoUw 
Uncouth  of  trade's  rdugh  sons,  made  monc  sweei, 
Elate  vrith  cerUin  gainj—beheld  the  bark. 
Expected  long,  enriched  with  other  climes, 
Into  the  harbour  s&fely  steer;  or  saw, 
Paztiqg  vrith  many  a  vreeping  farewell  sad, 
And  blesamg  uttered  rude,  and  sacred  pledge, 
The  rich  laden  carack/  bound  to  distant  shore, 
And  hopefiiHy  -talked  of  her  coming  back, 
With  richer  fraught;  or  sitting  at  the  desk, 
In  cakulation  deep  and  intricate  - 
Of  loss  and  profit  balancing,  relieved. 
At  intervals,  the  irksome  task,  vrith  thought 
Of  future  ease,  retired  ih  viHa  snug. 

With  subtle  look,  amid  his  parchments,  sat 
The  lawyer,  weaving  his  sophistries  lor  court 
To  meet  at  Inid-day.    On  his  vreary  couch, 
Fat  Luxury,  rick  of  the  night's  debauch, 
(•ay  groaning,  fretful  at  the  obtrusive  beam/ 
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That  through  his  lattice  pe^ied 'derisively. 

The  refitlesB  miaer  had  begun  again 

To  oount  hie  heaps.    Before  her  toilet  stood 

The  fair,  atid,  as  with  guileful  skill  she  decked 

Her  loveliness,  Chought  of  the  coming  ball, 

New  lovers,  or  the  sweeter  nuptial  night- . 

And  evil  men,  of  desperate,  lawless  life, 

By  oath  of  deepr  damnation  leagued  to  ill 

Remorselessly,  fled  from  the  face  of  day. 

Against  tha  innt)oent  their  counsel  held, 

Pk)tting  unpardonable  deeds  of  bloqd, 

And  vUlanisa  of  fearful  magnitude. 

Despots,  secure  behind  a  thousand 'bolts 

The  workmanship  of  fear,  foiged  chains  for  man. 

Senates  were  meetmg,  statesmen  loudly  talked 

Of  nalional  resources,  wAr  and  peace. 

And  sagely  balanced  epipi]^  soon  to  ind ; 

And  fiiction's  jaded  minions,  by  the  page 

Paid  for  abuse  and  oft-repeated  Hes, 

In  daily  prints,  the  thorough-fare  of  news, 

For  party  schemes  made  interest,  under  doak 

Of  liberty,  and  right,  and  public  Wsal. 

In  holy  condave,  bishops  spoke  of  tithesi, 

And  of  the  awful  wickednetti  of  men. 

Intoxicate  with  sceptresi,  diadems, 

And  universal  rule»  and  panting  hard 

Tor  fame,  heroes  wera^ding  on  the  brave 

To  battle.    Men,  in  science  deeply  read, 

And  academiD  theory,  foretold 

Improvements  vast ;  and  learned  sceptics  proved 

Tint  earth  ehould  with  eternity  endure— 

Concluding  madly,  that  there  was  no  Ghxl. . 

No  sign  of  change  appeared :  to  ?very  man 
That  day  seemed  as  the  past  From  noontide  path 
The  sun  looked  gloriously  on  earth,  And  aH 
Her  scenes  of  giddy  felly  smiled  secure, 
When  suddenly,  alas,  fair  Earth !  4h»  sun 
Was  Wtappedin  darkness,  and  hit  beams  returned 
Up  to  the  throne  of  Gktd,  and  over  all 
The  earUi  came  night,  moonless  and  staHeto  n%hi 
Nature  stood  still.    The  ses^  and  riven  stood, 
And  all  the  winds,  and  every  living  thing. 
The  cataract,  that,  like  a  giatt  wroth, 
Ruidied  down  impetuously,'  as  seised,  at  once, 
By  sudden  finst,  with  all  his  hoary  k»ks, 
Stood  rtill;  and  beasto  of  every  kind  stood  still. 
A  deep  and  dreadful  silence  reigned  akne ! 
Hope  died  in  every  breast,  and  on  all  men 
Came  fete  and  trembling.    None  to  his  neighbour 

spoke. 
Husband  thought  not  of  wife,  nor  of  her  child 
The  mother,  nor  friend  of  friend,  nor  foe  of  fee.    . 
In  horrible  suspense  aU  mortals  stood ; 
And,  as  they  stood  and  listened,  chariots  were 

heard, 
RoIUng  in  heaven.    Revealed  in  6aming  fire, 
The  angel  of  God  appeared  in  stature  *vast, 
Blazing,  and  lifting  up  his  hand  on  high, 
£v  him  that  lives  for  ever,  swo^e,  that  Time 


Should  <be  no  more.  -  Throughout,  creation  1 
And  sighed ;  all  rivers^  lakes;  and  seas,  andwood^ 
Desponding  waste,  and  cultivated  vale. 
Wild  cave,  t^d  ancient  hill,  and  every  rock. 
Sighed.    Earth,  arrested  in  her  wonted  path. 
As  ox  struck  by  the  lifted  axe,  when  nougfai 
Was  feared,  in  all  her  6ntnils  deeply  groaned. 
A  univeraal  crash  was  heard,  as  if 
The  ribs  of  Nature  broke,  and  all  her  dark 
Foundations  felled;  and  deadly  palenesa  sat 
On  every  face  of  man,  and  eveiy  heart 
Gnaw  chill,  wad  every  knee  his  fellow  smoleu 
None  spoke,  none  stirred,  none  wept ;  far  honor 

held 
All  motionless,  and  fettered  every  tofigoe.  . 
Again,  o'er  all  the  nations  sUence^feU : 
And,  in  the  heatens,  robed  in  excessive  ligiit, 
That  drove  the  thick  of  darkness  far  aside, 
And  walked  with  penetration  keen^  through  all 
The  abodes  of  men,  another  angd  stood. 
And  Uew  the  trump  of  GM:  Awake,  ye  dead. 
Be  changed,  ye  living,  and  put  on  the  garb 
Of  immortalRy.    Awi^,  igrise! — 
The  Ood  of  judgment  comes !  This  said  the  vviDe, 
And  Silence,  firom  etemity-that  slept 
Beyond  the  sphere  of  the  creating;  Word, 
And  all  the  noise  of  Time,  awakened  heard. 
Heaven  heavd,  and  earth,  and  ferthest  heO,  thioogh 

aU 
Her  regions  of  despair;  the  ear  of  Death 
Heard,  and  the  deep  that  for  so  long  a  night 
Pressed  on  his  leaden'eyelids,  fled;  and  aU 
The  dead  awoke,  and  cdl  the  living  changed. 

Old  men,  that  on  their  staff,  bending^  had  leaned^ 
Cno^  and  frail,  or  sat,  benumbed  with  age, 
In  weaiy  listlessneaB,  ripe  for  the  grave, 
Felt  through  their  sluggish  veins  and  ivithend 

limbs 
New  vigour  flow;  the  wrinkled  fece  grew  smooth; 
Upon  the  iiead,  that  Time  had  nxored  bare, 
Rose  bushy  locks;  and  as  his  fon  in  prime 
Of  strength  and  youth,  the  aged  father  stood. 
Changing  herself,  the  mother  saw  her  son 
Grrow  up,  and  suddenly  pot  on .  the  form 
Of  manlM)od ;  and  the  wretch,  that  begging  sat, 
Limbless  deformed,  at  comer  of  the  way, 
Unmindful  of  his  crutch,  in  joint  and  limb, 
Arose  t»mplete ;  and  he,  that  on  the  bed 
Of  mortal  sicknesa,  worn  «ifith  s6re  distress, 
Lay  hreathing^  forth  his  soul  to  death,  feh  now 
The  tide  of  life  and  vigour  rushing  back ; 
And,'  looking  up>  b^eld  his  weeping  wife, 
And  daughter  fond,  that  o'er  him,  bending,  I 
To  close  his  eyes.    The  frantic  madman,  too^ 
In  whose  confiised  brain  reason  had  lost 
Her  way,  long  driven  at  random  to  and  fro, 
Grew  sober,  and  his  manack»  fell  ofi*. 
The  newly-sheeted  coipse  arose,  and  stared 
On  those  who  (Pressed  it;  and  the  ooffined  deac^ 
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That  men  wer»  bearing  to  the  4omb,  awoke, 
And  mingled  with  Uieir  fxiepda;  and  armies,  which- 
The  trump  ■iirpriaed,  met  -in  the  foiioiM  sUock 
OChattJe,  saw  the  bleeding  ranks,  new  fallen, 
Rise  up  at  onoe,  and  to  their  ghaatly  cheeks 
-Return  the  stream  of  life  in  healthy  flow ; 
And  as  the  anatomist,  with  all  his  band 
Of  rode  disciples,  o'er  the  subject  hung, 
And  impt>litely  hewed  his  way,  through  bones 
And  muscles  of  the  sacred  human  form, 
E^qposing  barbarouslyto  wanton  gaie. 
The  mysteries  of  nature,  joint  embraced 
His  kindled  joint,  the  wounded  iksh  grew  up; 
And  suddenly  the  injured  man  awoke, 
Among  their  handSj-and  stood  arrayed  complete  * 
In  immoitality — ^ibrgiting  scarce 
The  insult  offered  to  his  clay  in  death. 

That  waa  the  hour,  long  wifthed  for  by  the  good. 
Of  uniYetsalJubilee  to  all 
The  sons  of  bondage :  from  the  oppressor'*  hand 
The  scourge  of  violenee  JfelT,  and  horn  his  back, 
Healed  of  its  stripes,  the  burden  of  the  slave. 

The  youth  of  great  religious  soul,  who  «tt 
Retired  in  voluntaiy  loneliness, 
In  nfeiie  extravagant  now  wrapped, 
Or  poring  now  on  book  of  ancient  date, 
With  filial  awe,  and  dipping  oft  liis  pen 
To  write  immortal  things ;  to  pleasure  deaf, 
And  joys  of  6onlmon  men,  working  his  way^ 
With  mighty  eneigy,  net  uninspired,* 
Through  all  the  mines  of  thought ;  irecklesi  of  pain, 
And  weariness,  and  wasted  health,  the  ecoff 
Of  Pride,  or  growl  of  Envy's  hellish  brood*. 
While  Fancy,  voyaged  fiir  beyond  the  bounds 
Of  years  revealed,  heard  many  a  future  age^ 
With  commendation  k>ud,  repeat  his  name,-* 
False  prophetess !  the  day  of  change  was  come, — 
Belund  the  shadow  of  eternity,       ,    '  - 
He  sawhfei  visions  set  of  earthlj  fiokie. 
For  ever  set}  nor  sighed,  while  through  his  veins. 
In  lighter  cunent,  ran  immortal  Jife ;    • 
His  form  renewed  to  undecaying  health ; 
To  ondecaying  health,  his  soul,  erewbUe 
Not  tuned  amist  to  God%  eternal  praise. 

All  men  in  field  and  city,  by  the  way,  * 
On  land  or  sea,  foiling  in  gorgeous  hall, 
Ob  plying  at  the  oar ;  crawling  in  rags 
Obacwe,  or  danling  in  embniidered  gold, 
Afone,  in  companies,  at  home^  abroad ; 
In  wanton  merriment  surprised  and  takeui 
Or  kneeling  reverently  in  aot  of  prayer ; 
Or.  cursing  recUessly^  or  uttering  Kes; 
Or  lapping  greedily,  firom  alander'k  cup. 
The  Uood  of  reputation ;  or  between 
Friendships  and  brotherhoods  devising  strife ; 
Or  plotting  to  defile  a  neighbour's  bed ; 
in  duel  met  with  dagger  of  revenge ;  1 

Or  casting,  on  the  vridow's  heritage, 
The  ^ye  Df  covetouanew }  or, .with  full  band, 
10 


On  mercy's  noiseless  errands,  unobserved, 
'AdmtBisi^sring ;  or  meditating  Traud 
And  deeds  of  horrid  barbarous  intent ; 
In  -full  pttiwiit  of  unexperienced  hope^ 
Fluttering  afong  the  flowery  path  of  youth; 
Or  steeped  in  disappointment's  bitterness,  ^ 
The  fevered*  cup  that  guilt  must  ever  drink, 
When  parched  and  fainting  on  the  road  of  ill ; 
Beggar  and  king,  the  down  and  haughty  lord; 
The  venerable  sage,  and  empty  fop; 
The  ancient  matron,  and  the  rosy  bride; 
The  vifgin  chaste,  and  shriveled  Hariot  vile; 
The  savage  fierce,  and  man  of  science,  mild ; 
The' good  and  evil,  in  a  moment,  all 
Were  changed,  corruptible  to  indorrupt. 
And  mortal  to  immortal,  ne'er  to  change. 

And  now,  desoending  from  the  bowen  of  hei^ven, 
Soft  ain  o'er  all  the  earth,  spreading^  woe  heaidi    ^ 
And  HaUelojahs  sweet,  the  harmaoy 
Of  righteous  souls  that  came  to  repossess 
Their  kmg-negleoted  bodies;  and  anon 
Upon  the  ear  fell  horribly  the  sound 
Of  ODrpinft  and  the  yelk  of  damned  despair, 
Uttesed  by  felon  spiriti^  that  the  tnunp 
Had  summoned  from  the  burning  glooms  of  hoH 
To  put  their  bodies  on,  reserved  for  wo. 

Now,  startiog  up  among  the  living  ahanged, 
Appealed  innumerous  the  risen  dead. 
Each  particle  oC  dost  was  claimed ;  the  tur^ 
For  ages  trod  beneath  the  careless  foot 
Of  men,  rose,  organized  in  human  form ; 
The  monumental  stonM  were  rolled  away; 
Thd  doors  of  death  were  opened;  and  in  thedadL 
And  loathsome  vault,  and  silent  eharnel  house^ 
Moving,  wen  heard  the  mouklered  bones  thai 

sought 
Their  proper  place.    Instinctive,  every  soul 
Flew  to  its  clayey  part:  from  grass-grown  moofcl, 
The  nameless  sfArit  took  its  ashes  np^ 
Reanimate ;  and,  merging  firom  beneath 
The  flattered  marble^  undistinguished  rose 
The  great,  nor  heeded  once  the  lavish  riiyme, 
And  costly  pomp  of  sculptured  garnish  vain. 
The  Memphian  mummy,  that  from  ag9  to  age^ 
Desoending, bought  and  sold  athousand  times, 
In  haH  of  eurwus  antiquary  stowed. 
Wrapped   in  mysterious  weed%  -tlie  wondnoi 


Of  many  ati  erqng  tale^  shook  off  its  nge; 

And  the  brown  son  of  Egypt  stood  beside 

The  European,  his  bst  purdiaser. 

In  vale  remote,  the  hermit  rose,  surprised 

At  crowds  that  rose  around  him,  where  he  thoqght 

Bis  slumbers  had  been  single ;  and  the  bard. 

Who  fondly  covenanted  vrith  his  friend. 

To  ky  his  bones  beneath  the  sighlAg  bough 

Of  seme  old  lonely  tree,  rising,  was  pressed 

By  multitudes  that  daimed  their  proper  dust 

f^rom  the  same  «pDt;  and  he,  that,  richly  h0aiie< 
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With  gloom  J  ganuUire  of  paicbaMd  wo, 
Embalmed,  in  princely  Bepulchie  was  laid, 
Apart  from  vulgar  men,  built  nio^ly  round 
And  round  by  the  proud  heir,  who  bluehed.  to 

think 
Hid  father'!  lohUy  clay  should  ever  mix 
With  peasant  dust^ — aaw  by  his  side  awake 
The  clown  that  long  had  slumbered  in  his  armi. 

The  family  tomb,  to  whose  devouring  mouth 
Descended  sire  and  ion,  age  after  age. 
In  long,  unbroken,  hereditary  line, 
Poured  forth,  at  once,  the  ancient  father  rude, 
And  all  pk  qSbpnag  of  a  thousand  years. 
Refieshed  from  sweet  repose,  awoke  the  man. 
Of  charitable  li£&-Hiwoke  and  sung : 
And  from  his  jpriscm  house,  sbwly  and  sad. 
As  if  tmsatisfied  with  holding  mar    . 
Communion  with  th»«arth,  the  miser  drew 
His  carcass  forth,  and  gnashod  his  testh,  and 

howled 
Unsolaoed  by  his  gold  and  siWer  then. 
From  simple  stone  in  lonely  wildernesi^ 
That  hotury  lay,  o'er-lettered  b^  the  hand 
Of  oft-frequenting  pilgrim,  who  had  taught 
The  willow  tree  to  weep,  at  morn  and  even, 
Over  the  sacred  spot,— the  martyr  saint. 
To  gong  of  eeraph  harp,  triumphant,  rose. 
Well  pleased  that  he  had  suffered  to  the  death. 
"  The  cloud-elapped  towers,  the  gorgeous  palaces,*' 
■  As  sung  the  bard  by  Nature's  hand  anointed, 
Ih  whose  capaciou's  giant  mimbers  rolled 
The  pasflions  of  old  Time,  fell  lumbering* down. 
All  cities  fell,  and  every  work  of  man, 
And  gave  their  fK>itbn  forth  of  human  dust, 
Touched  by  the  mortal  finger  of  decay. 
Tree,  herb,  and  flower)  and  every  fowl  of  heaven. 
And  fish,  and  animal,  <the  wild  and  tame, 
Forthvrith  dissolving,  crumbled  into  d\]st 

Alas !  ye  eons  of  strength,  ye  ancient  oaks. 
Ye  holy  pines,  ye  elms,  and  cedars  tall,  . 
Like  towers  of  Gbd,  far  seen  on  Carmel  mount, 
Or  Lebanon,  that  waved  yeur  boughs  on  high, 
And  hiughed  at  all  the  winds^-— yoyr  hour  was 


Ye  laurels,  ever  gieen,  and  bays,  that  wont 
To  wreath  the  patriot  and  the  poet's  biow; 
Ye«iyftle  bowers,  and  groves  of  sacred  shade, 
Where  music  ever  sung,  and  Zephyr  fimned 
His  airy  wing,  wet  with  the  dews  of4ifo, 
And  Spring  for  ever  smiled,  the  fragrant  haunt 
Of  Love,  and  Health,  and  ever-duioing  Mirth,^^ 
Alas  I  how  suddenly  your  verdure  died, . 
And  ceased  .your  nvnstrelsy,  to  sing  no  moret 
Ye  fiowen  of  beauty,  penciled  hf  the  hand 
Of  God,  who  annually  renewed  your  birth,  . 
To  gem -the  virgin  robes  of  Nature  chaste. 
Ye  smiling-ieatured  daughters  of  the  Sun ! 
Fairer  tban  queenly  bride,  by  Jordan's  stream 
Leading  your  gentle  tiven^  retiaed,  unseeo; 


Or  on  the  sainted  cli£b  on  Zioo  hill 
Wandering,  and  holding'  9t\th  the  heavenljr  i 
In  holy  revelry,  your  nightly  loves, 
Watched  by  the  atan,  and  offering,  every  i 
Your  incense  grateful  both  to  God  and  nuui ; — 
Ye  lovely  gentle  things,  alas!  no  spring 
Shall  ever  wake  you  nowl  ye  withered  all. 
An  in  a  moment  drooped,  and  oi^  your  mots 
The  grasp  of  everiasting  winter  seized! 
Children  o(song,.ye  birds  that  dwelt  in  air. 
And*  stole  your  notes  from  angels'  Iyrea»  and  £z8t 
In  levee  of  the  mom,  with  eulogy 
Ascending,  hailed  the  advent  of  the  dawn ; 
Or,  roosted  on  the  pensive  evening  boogb, 
In  melancholy  numbers,  sung  the  day 
To  rest;->your  little  wings,  failing,  dianbied. 
In  middle  air,  and  on  your  harmony 
Perpetual  silence  felll  Nor  did  his  wing, 
That  sailed  in  track  of  gods  sublime,  and  &iwM 
Th^ sm^  avail  the  eagle  lihen;  quick  smitten, 
His  plumage  withered  in  meridian  height, 
And,id  the  vailey,  sunk*the  lordly  bird, 
A  <iod  of  day.    E^fore  the  ploughman  feU 
His  steers,  and  in  midway  the  forrow  left. 
The  shepherd  saw  his  flocks  around  him  toift 
To  dust    Beneath  his  rider  fell  the  steed 
To  ruins :  and  the  lion  in  his  den 
Grew  cold  and  stiff;  or  in  the  furious  chase. 
With  timid  fawn,  ttiat  scarcely  missed  his  pem 
On  earth  no  livii^  thing  was  seen  but  men. 
New-changed,  or  rising  from  the  opening  tombw 
Athensy.and  Rome,  and  Babylon,  and  Tjn^ 
And  she  that  sat  on  Thames,  queen  of  the  seas, 
Cities  once  famed  on  earth,  convulsed  throu^l)  aO 
Their  mighty  ruins,  threw  their,  millions  fixth. 
Palngrra's  dead,  where  Desolation  sat, 
From  age  to  age,  well  pleased  in  sotitad^, 
And  silence,  ^ave  when  traveller's  foot,  or  owl 
Of  night,  or  frsgment  mouldering  down  to  duet, 
Broke  fidntly  on  his  desert  eary-^— awoke. 
And  Salem,  holyeity,  where  the  Prince 
Of  Life,  by  death,  a  seconcl^life  steured 
To  man,  and  with  him,  from  the  grave,  ledeeoMd. 
A  choseii  number  brought,  to  retinue 
His  great  ascenten  high,  and  give  sure  pledge^ 
That  death  was  fiuled, — her  generations  now. 
Gave  up,  of  kings  and  prieste,  and  Pharisees: 
Nor  even  the  Sadduoee,  who  foiylly  said, 
No  morn  of  resurrection  e'er  should  .come, 
Could  sit  the  summons ;  to  his  ear  did  readi 
The  trumpet's  .voice,  and,  ill  prepared  for  what 
He  oft  had  proved,  should  never  be,  he  rose 
Reluctantly,  and  on  his  face  began 
To  bum  eternal  shame.    The  cities,  tooi, 
Of  old  ensepulchred  beneath  the  flood, 
Or  deeply  slumbering  under  mountains  huge, 
That  Earthquake,  servant  of  the  wrath  of  God, 
Had  on  their  wicked  population  thrown ; 
And  nu^te  of  busy  trade,  losf^  pk>ughed  and  spwi^ 
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By  hifltoiy  minoorded,  or  tbe  song 
Of  bard,  yet  not  forgotten  their  wickednen, 
In  heav^  ;-^poufed  forth  their  ancient  moMtiideSj 
That  vainly  wished  their  sleep  had  never  broke. 
From  battle-fields,  where  men  by  millions  met  . 
To  murder  each  hir  fellow,  and  make  sport 
To  kings  and  heroes,  things  long  since  forgot,    ' 
InnameroiiB  armies  rosA,  unbannered  all, 
Unpanoplied,  nnpraised ;  nor  found  a  prince, 
Or  general  then,  to  answer  ibr  their  crimes. 
The  hero's  slaves,  and  all  the  scarlet  troops 
Of  antichrist,  and  all  that  fought  for  rule,^ 
Many  high-sounding  name^,  fiuniMar  once 
On  earth,  and  prused  exceedingly,  but  now 
Familiftr  most  iii  hell,  their  dungeon  fit. 
Where  they  may  war  eternally  with  God's 
Aln^ghty  tiiunderbolts,  and  win  them  pangs 
Of  keener  wo,— saw,  as  they  sprung  to  life, 
The  widow  and  the  orphan  ready  stuid, 
And  helpless  virgin,  ravished  in  their  sport, 
To  plead  against  them  at  the  coming  ENoom. 
The  Roman  legions,  boasting  once,  how  loud  I 
Of  liberty,  and  fighting  bravely  o*er 
The  torrid  and  the'  frigid  zone,  the  sands 
Of  buming  Eg3rpt;  and  the  fioasen  hills 
Of  snowy  Albion,  to  make  mankind 
Their  thralls,  untaught  that  he  who  made  or  kept 
A  riave  could  ne'er  himself  be  truly  free, — 
That  morning,  gathered  up  their  dust,  which  lay 
Wide^Kattered  over  half  the  globe  ^  nof  saw 
Their  eagled  banners  then.    Sennacherib's  hosts^ 
Embattled  once  against  the  sons  df  Gk)d, 
With  insuh  bold,  quiek  as  the  noise  of  mirth 
And  revelry,  sunk  in  their  drunkeh  c&mp. 
When  death's  dark  angel,  at  the  dead  of  idght. 
Their  vitals  touched,  and  made  each  pulse  stand' 

'  still,— 
Atroke  in  florrow;  ahd  the  multitudes 
Of  Qog,  and  all  the  fkted  crew  that  waned 
Against  the  chosen  saints,  in  the  last  days, 
At  Armageddon,  when  the  Ldrd  came  down, 
Mustering  his  host  on  IsraePs  holy  h^. 
And,,  from  thetireasures  of  his  nnofr  and  hail, 
Rained  terror,  and  confurion  rained,  and  death. 
And  gave  to  all  the  beasts,  and  fowb  of  heaven. 
Of  captains'  flesh,  and  blood  of  men  of  war, 
A  feast  of  many  days, — i«vived,  and,  doomed 
To  second  death,  stood  in  Hamonah's  vale. 

Nor  yet  did  all  that  fell  in  battle  rise. 
That  day,  to  wailing.    Here  and  there  were  seen 
The  patriot  bands  that  from  his  guilty  throne 
The  despot  tore,  unshackled  nations,  made 
The  prince  respect  the  people's  laws,  drove  back 
The  wave  of  proud  invasion,  and  rebuked 
The  finCntic  tury  of  the  multitude. 
Rebelled,  and  fought  and  fell  for  liberty 
Right  understood,  true  heroes  in  the  speech 
Of  heaven,  whftre  words  express  the  thoughts  of 
lum* 


Who  speaks;  not  undistinguished  these,  though 

few,  ' 
That  mom,  arose,  with  joy  and  melody. 

All  woke-wthe  north  and  south  gave  un  tbeb 
dead. 
The  caravan,  that  in  mid-joiumey  sunk, 
With  all  its  merchandise,  expected  long, 
And  long  forgot,  ingulfed  beneath  the  tide 
Of  death,  that  the  wild  Spirit  of  the  winds 
Swept,  in  his  wrath,  albng  the  wilderness. 
In  the  wide  desert^ — woke,  and  saw  all  cahn 
Avonn<!,  and  populous  with  risen  men: 
Nor  of  his  relies  thought  the  pilgrim  then, 
Nor  merchant  of  his  silks  and  spiceries. 

And  he,  fitr  Voyaging  from  home  and  fioendi^ 
Too  eurious,  with  a  uMntal  eye  to  peep 
Into  the  secrets  of  the  Pole,  forbid 
By  nature,  whom  fierce  Winter  seized,  and  frose 
To  de&tfa,  and  wrapped  in  winding  sheet  of  ice. 
And  sung  the  requiem  of  his  shivering  ghost, 
With  the  loud  organ  of  his  mighty  winds, 
And  on  his  memory  threw  the  snow  of  ages,    • 
Felt  the  long-absent  warmth  of  life  return; 
And  shook  the  frccEch  mountain  from  his  bisd. 

All  rose,  of  every  age,  of  every  clime. 
Adam  and  Eve,  the^great  progenitors 
Of  all  mankind,  fair  as  they  seemed,  that  mom. 
When  first  they  met  m  Paradise,  unfallen, 
UncurBed,r-fiom  ancfent  slumber  broke,  where 

onco 
Euphrates  rolled  his  stream ;  and  by  them  stood, 
In  stature  equal,  and  in  soul  as  large. 
Their  last  posterity,  though  poets  sung. 
And  sages  proved  them  fkr  degenerate. 

Blessed  sight  I  not  unobserved  by  angels,  nor 
Unpraised, — that  day,  'mong  men  of  every  tribe 
And  hue,  from  those  who  drank  ofTenglio'sstreaa^ 
Toithose  who  nightly  saw  the  Hermit  Cross, 
In  utmost  south  retired,^>ristng,  were  seen 
The  fair  and  ruddy  sons  of  Albicm's  land. 
How  glad !— not  those  who  travelled  far  and  sailed, 
To  purchase  human  flesh,  or  Wreath  the  yoke 
Of  vassalage  on  savage  liberty. 
Or  suck  large  fortune  from  the  sweat  of  sUvet  • 
Or,  with  refined  knavery,  to  cheat. 
Politely  vUlanous,  Untutored  men 
Out  of  their  property;  or  gather  shells^ 
Intaglios  rude,  old  pottery,  and  store 
Of  mutilated  gods  of  stone,  and  scraps 
Of  barbarous  epitaphs  defiioed,  to  be 
Among  the  learned  the  theme  of  warm  debate, 
And  infinite  conjecture,  sagely  wrong ! — 
But  those,  denied  to  self,  to  earthly  fame 
Denied,  and  earthly  wealth ;  who-  kindred  lefl. 
And  home,  and  ease,  and  aU'the  cultured  joys, 
Conveniences^  and  delicate  delights. 
Of  ripe  society;  in  the  great  cause         > 
Of  man's  salvation,  greatly  valorous, — 
The  wanion  of  Mosiah,  meesengen 
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Of  peace,  tcaSl  light,  and  life,  whose  eye,  lUMcaled, 
Saw  up  the  path  of  immortality, 
Far  into  btias,  saw  men,  immortal  nien,- 
Wide  wandering  fpom  "the  way;  eclipsed  in  night. 
Dark,  megnless,  moral  night ;  living  like  beasts, 
Like  beasts  descending  to  the  grave,  untaught 
Of  life  to  come,  unsanctified,  unsaved ; 
Who,  stMng,  though  seeming  weak;  who^  war- 
like, though 
Unarmed  with  bow  and  sword;  appearing  mad, 
Though  sounder  than  the  schools  alone  e*er  made 
The  doctor's  head ;  devote  to  God  and  truth,     - 
And  svvom  to  man's  eternal  weal,  beyond 
Repentance  sworn,  or  thought  of  turning  back;  . 
Anid  casting  far  behind  all  earthly  care, 
AJU  oountryships,  all  national  regards, 
And  enmities,  all  narrow  bourns  of  state 
And  selfish  policy;  beneath  their  feet 
TreadSng  all  fear  of  opposition  down, 
All  fear  of  danger,  of  reproach  all  fear. 
And  evil  tongues; — went  forth,  from  Britain  went 
A  noiseless  band  of  heaveidy  soldiery, 
From  out  the  armoury  of  GKkI  equipped, 
Invincible,  Xo  conquer  sin,  to  Mow 
The  trump  of  freedom  in  the  despot's  ear, 
To  tdl  the  bruted  slave  his  manhood  high,    .^ 
His  birthright  liberty,  and  in  hii  luuid 
To  put  the  writ  of  manumission,  signed 
By  God's  own  signature ;  to  drive  away 
From  earth  the  dark,  infernal  legionary 
Of  superstition,  ighoraace,  and  hell; 
High  on  the  pagan  hills,  where  Satan  sat, 
Encamped,  and  o'er  the  subject  kingdoms  tlirew 
Perpetual  night,  to  plant  Immantiel's  cross. 
The  ensign  of  the  Groepel,  blazing  round 
Immortal  truth ;  and,  in  the  wilderness 
Of  human  waste,  to  sow  etemd  life; 
And  from  the  rock,  where  Sin,  with  horrid  yell. 
Devoured  its  victims  unredeemed,  to  raise 
The  melody  of  grateful  hearts  to  Heaven: 
To  fiJsehood,  truth;  to  pride,  humility; 
To  insult,  meekness ;  pardon,  to  revenge; 
T^  stubborn  prejudice,  unwearied  zeal; 
To  oensure,  unaoeusing  minds ;  to  stripes,: 
Long  sutfering ;  to  want  of  all  thing8,»faope ; 
To  death,  assured  faith  of  life  to  come ; — 
Opposing.    These,  groat  worthies,  rising,  shone 
Through  all  the  tribes  and  nations  of  manlrin^^ 
Like  Hesper,  gkirioiis  once  among  the  stars 
Of  twilight,  and  around  them,  flocking,  stood, 
Arrayed  m  white,  the  people  they  had  saved.   . 
Great  Ocean  I  too,  that  morning,  thou  the  call 
Of  restitution  heardst,  and  reverently 
To  the  last  trumpet's  voiqo,  in  silence,  listened. 
Groat  Ocean!  strongest  of  creation's  sons, 
Uneonquerable,  unreposed,  untired. 
That  rolled  the  wild,  profound,  eternal  bass, 
In  Nature's  anthem,  and  made  music,  suoh . 
Am  pleated  the  ear  of  God  1  original, 


Unmarred,  Jinfeded  work  of  DeSty, 
And  unbnriesqoed  by  mortal's  puny  skill, 
From  age  to  age  enduring  and  unchanged, 
Majestical,  inimitable,  vast, 
Loud  ottering  satire,  daj  aad  iMght,.oQ  i 
Succeeding  race,  and  little  pompous  woik 
Of  man !— unfallen,  religious,  holy  Sea  I 
Thou  bowedst  thy  glorious  bead  to  none,  i 

n<we^ 
Heardst  none,  to  none  didst  honour,  hot  to  God 
Thy  Maker,  only  worthy  to  receive 
Thy  great  obeisance!  Ilndisoovered  Sea! 
Into  thy  dark,  unknown,  roysteiioos  caves. 
And  secret  haunts,  unfathomably  deep, 
Beneath  all  visible  retired,  none  went, 
And  came  again,  to  tell  the  wonders  there. 
Tremendpus  Sea!  what  time  thou  lifted  up 
Thy  waves  on  high,  and  with  thy  winds  and  fltofu 
Strange  pastime  took,  and  shook  thy  mighty  i 
Indignantly,-^the  pride  of  navies  fiell ; 
Beyond  the  arm  of  help,  unheard,  uneeen, 
Sunk  fiiend  and  foe,  vritkall  their  wealth  and  i 
And  on  thy  shores,  men  of  a  thousand  tribes, 
JVdite  and  barbaroiiA,  trembling  stood,.  •«"itiw^ 
Confounded,  terrified,  and,  thought  vast  thoogbla 
Of  ruin,  boundlessness,  onmipotenoe, 
Infinitude,  eternity;  and  thought 
And  wondered  still,  and  grasped,  and  grasped,  end 

grasped 
Again ;  beyond  her  reachj  exerting  all 
The  soul,  to  take  thy  great  idea  in, 
To  comprehend  incomprehensiUe ; 
And  wondered  more,  and  felt  their  littknesi 
S^lf-puri^ng,  unpoUuted  Sea! 
Lover  unchangeable,  thy  fidthful  breast 
For  ever  having  to  the  bvely  Moon, 
That,  like  a  shy  and  holy  virgin,  robed 
In  saintiy  white,  walked  nightly  in  thel 
And  to  the  everlasting  serenade 
Gkve.gracious  audience ;  nor  was  vrooed  'm  ^ 
'That  morning,  thou,  that  slumb«ned  not  befcie, 
Nor  slept,  great  Ocean!  laid  thy  waves  to  rest, 
And  hushed  thy  mighty  minstrelsy.    No  I 
Thy  deep  oompoaure  stirred,  no  fin,  no  oar ; 
like  beauty  newly  dead,  so  calm,  so  still, 
So  bvely^  thou,  beneath  the  light  that  fell 
From  angel-chaiiots^  sentineled  on  high. 
Reposed,  and  listened,  and  saw  thy  living  < 
Thy  dead  arise.   Charybdis  Hstened,  gndScylla; 
And  savage  Euzbe,  on  the  Thradan  beach, 
Lay  motionless:  and  every  battleship 
Stood  still,  and  every  ship  of  merchandise, 
And  aU  that  sailed,  of  every  name,  stood  still. 
Even  as  the  ship  of  war,  full-fledged,  and  swifl^ 
like  some  fierce  bod  of  prey,  bore  on  hat  fee^ 
Opposing  with  as  fell  intent,  the  wind 
Fell  withered  firom  her  wings  that  Idly  hung; 
The  stormy  bullet,  by  the  caniion  thrown 
Uncivilly  against  the  heavenly  fane 
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Of. men,  hftlfuped,  sunk  hamileMily,  and  all 
Her  loud,  tudieuniciaed,  tempeetuooe  crew, 
How  HI  prepared  to  meet  their  God!  werecikanged, 
tlnchangeaUe-— the  pilot  at  the  hehn 
Waft  ofaaAged,  and  the  loiigh  captain,  while  he 

mouthed 
The  huge,  enonnous  oaih.    The  fieherman, 
That  in  hk  booit,  expectant;  w:Mohed  hit  lines, 
.  Or  mended  on  the  yhore  hk  net,  and  sung, 
Happy  in  thoughtleeroees,  ftome  caieleee  air, 
Heard  Time  depart,  and  felt  the  sudden  change. 
In  solitary  deep,  fiur  out  ftom  land^ 
Or  steering  bom  the  port  with  many  a  dieer, 
Ox  while  returning  from  long  voyage,  fraught 
With  lusty  wealth,  fejoicing  to  have  escaped  . 
The  I  dangerous  main,  and  plagues  of  /o«elgn 

climes, — . 
The  merchant  quafied  his  native'  ahr,  refieshed ; 
And  saw  his  native  hills,  in  the  sun's  light, 
Serenely  rise;  and  thought  of  meetings  glad, 
And  many  days  of  ease  and  honour,  spent 
Aitwng  Ms  friends — unwarned  man  I  efcn  then, 
The  kneU  of  Time  hroke  on  his  reverie^ 
And,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  his  hopes, 
AJl  earthly,  perished*  all.    As  sudden  rose, 
From  out  thor  watery  heds,  the  Ocean's  dead, 
Renewed ;  and,  on  the  unstirrin^  biUows,.  stood, 
From  pole  to  pole,  thick  covering  all  tho'  sesr— * 
Of  evexy  nation  blent,. and  every  age. 

Wherever  slept  one  grain  of  hunan  dust, 
Essential  organ  of  «i  human  soul, 
Wherever  tossed,  obedient  to  the  call 
Of  God's  omnipotence^^  it  hurried  on 
To  meet  its  feUow  particles,  revived, 
.Rebuilt,  in  union  indestructible. 
No  atom  of  his  spoils  remained  to  Death* 
From  his  strong  am^  by  stronger  arm  released, 
Imnkortal  now  in  soul  and  body  both,  * 
Beyond  his  reach,  stood  aU  the  sons  of  men, 
And  saw,  behind,  his  valley  lie,  unfeaied. 

O  Death !  with  what  ah  eye  of  deqierate  lust, 
From  out  thy  emptied  vaults^  thou  thf  n  didst  look 
After  the  risen  multitudes  of  all 
Mankind !  Ah !  thou  hadrt  been  the  tenor  long, 
.And  murderer,  of  all  of  woman  bom. 
None  eou]d  escape  thee !  In  thy  dungeon  house. 
Where  darkness  dv^elt,  and  putrid  loathsomeness. 
And  fearful  silence,  villanously  still 
And  all  of  hprriUe  and  deadly  name,—    • 
Thou  satst,  from  age  to  age,  insatiate. 
And  drank  the  blood  of  men,  and-gorged  their 

flesh. 
And  with  thy  iron  teeth  didst  grind  their  bones 
To  powder,  treading  out,  beneath  thy  feet,* 
Their  very  namra  and  memories.    The  blood  . 
Of  nations  could  not  slake  thy  parched  throat. 
No  bribe  could  buy  thf  favour  for  an  hour, 
Of  nntigate  thy  ever^ruel  rage 
For  human  psey.    Qold,  beau^,  virtue,  youth, 
•     10» 


Even  helpless,  swaddled  innoeency,  failed 
To  soften  thy  heart  of  stone !  the  infant's  blood 
Pleased  wdl  thy  taste,  and,  while  the  mother  wept,  . 
Bereaved  by  thee,  lonely  and  w^^te  in  wo. 
Thy  ever-grindingjaws  devoured  her  too. 

Each  son  of  Adam's  family  beheld, 
Where'w  he  tamed,  whatever  path  of  life 
He  trode,  thy  goblin  form  before  him  etand, 
Like  trosty  old  assassin,  in  liis  aim 
Steady  and  sure  as  eye  oP destiny, 
With  sithe,  and  dart,  and  strength  invincible, 
'Equipped,  and  ever  menacing  his  life. 
He  turned  aside,  he  drowned  himself  in  sleep. 
In  wine,  in  pleasure ;  travelled!  voyaged,  sought 
Receipts  for  health  from  all  be  met ;  betook 
To  businesi^  epeculate,  retired ;  returned 
Again  to  active  life,  again  retired; 
Returned,  retired  again ;  prepared  to  die. 
Talked  of  thy  nothingnesB,  conversed  K)f  life 
To  come,  Uughed  at  his  fears,  filled  up  the  cup. 
Drank  deep,  refrained ;  filled  up,  refrained  again; 
Plaiined,  built  him  round  wi&  q^lendoor,  won  ap- 
plause,' 
Made  large  alliances  vnth  mep  aqd  things; 
Read  deep  in  science  and  philosophy, . 
To  fertify  his  soul ;  heard  lectures  prove 
The  present  ill,  and  future  good ;  observed 
His  poise  beat  regular,  extended  hope ; 
Thought,  dissipated  thought,  and  thought  again; 
Indulged,  abstained,  and  tried  a  thousand  schemee, 
To  ward  thy  blow,  or  hide  thee  from  his  eye ; 
But  still  thy  gloomy  terrore,  dipped  in  sin, 
Before  him  frowned,  and  withered  aH  his  joy.. 
StUl,  feared  and  hated  thing  \  thy  ghostly  shape 
Stood  in  his  avenues  of  fairest  hope ; 
Umnanneriy  and  uninvited,  crept 
Into  his  haunts  of  most  select  delight 
Still,  on  his  halls  of  mirth,  and  banqueting. 
And  revelry,  thy  shadowy  hand  was  seen ' 
Writing  thy  name  of— Death.    Yile  worm,  that 

gnawed 
Tlie  root  of  all  his  happiness  terrene,  the  gall 
Of  all  his  sweet,  the  thom  of  every  rose 
Of  earthly  bfomn,  doud  of  his  noon-day  sky, 
Frost  of  his  spring,  sigh  of  his  bodest  laugh, 
Dark  spot  on  every  form  of  lovefiness. 
Rank  smell  amidst  his  rarest  spiceries, 
Hanh  dissonance  of  all  his  harmony, 
Reserve  of  every  promise,  and  the  if 
Of.  all  to-morrows  I— now,  beyond  thy  vale^ 
Stood  aH  the  ransomed  multitude  of  men, 
^ImmcMal  all:  and, in  their  visbns,  saw 
Thy  visage  grim  no  more.    Great  pajrment  day  t 
Of  all  thou  ever  conquered,  none  was  left 
In  thy  unpeopled  reahns,  so  populous  once. 
He,  at  whose  girdle  hang  the  keys  of  death 
And  life,  not  bought  but  with  the  Mood  of  Him 
Who  wea»r  the  eternal  Son  of  God,  that  mom, 
Dispelled  the  doud  that  sat  so  bng,  so  thick, 
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So  hcary  oW  thy  vale ;  opened  »U  thy  doors, 
Unopened  before ;  and  set  thy  pnsoners  free. 
.Vain  was  reaastancej  and  to  follow  vain. 
In  thy  unveiled  <^veii,  and  solitude* 
Of  dark  and,  dismal  emptiness,  thou  satst, 
Rolling  thy  hollow  eyes,  disabled  thing ! 
Helpless,  de8(«sed,  unpftied,  and  unfeaied, 
Like  some  fallen  tyrant,  chained  in  sight  of  all  ' 
The  people ;  fronj  thee  dropped  thy  pointless  dart, 
Thy  terrors  withered  all,  thy  ministers, 
Annihilated,  fell  before' thy  face, 
And  on  thy  maw  eternal  liunger  seized. 

Nor  yet,  sad  monster!  wast  thou  left  alone. 
In  thy  dark  den  some  phantoms  still  remained,^- 
Ambition,  Vanity,  and  earthly  Fame, 
Swollen  Ostentation,  meagre  Avarice, 
Mad  Superstition,  smooth,  Hyp<vmsy, 
And  Bigd^ry  intolerant,  and  Fraud, 
And  wilful  Ignorance,  and  sullen  Pride, 
Hot  Controversy,  and  the  subtle  ghoet 
Qf  vain  Philosophy,  and  worldly  Hope,   ' 
A^d  sweet-lipped,  hoUow-hearted  Flatieiy. 
AU  these,  great  personages  once  on  eaitfi. 
And  not  unlblbwed,  nor  unpraised,  were  left, 
Thy  ever-unredeemed,  and  with  thee  driven 
To  Erebus,  through  whose  uncheered  wastes. 
Thou  mayest  chase  them,  with  thy  broken  sikhe  ' 
Fetching  vain  strokes,  to  all  eternity, 
Unsatisfied,  as  men  who,-  in  the  days 
Qf  Time,  their  unsubstantial  forms  pursued^ 
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Reanimated,  now,  and  dressed  in  robes 
Of  everlasting  wear,  in  the  last  pause 
Of  expectation,  stood  the  human  rase, 
Buoyant  in  air,  or  covering  shore  and  sea, 
l>*rom  east  to  west,  thick  as  the  eared  grain. 
In  golden  autumn  waved,  from  field  to  field, 
Profuse,  by  Nilus'  fertile  wave,  whale  y«t 
Earth  was,  and  men  were  in  her  valleys  seen. 

Still,  all  was  calm  in  heaven.    Nor  yet  appeared 
The  Judge,  nor  aught  appeared,  save,  here  and 

there 
On  wing  of  golden  plumage  borne  at  wdl), 
A  curious  angel,  th&tfrom  out  the  skies 
Now  glanced  a  look  on  man,  and  tb^n  retired. 
As  calm  was  all  on  earth*    The  ministers 
Of  Grod's  unsparing  vengeance,  waited^  still 
Unhid.    No  sun,  no  moon,  no  eUr,  gave  li^t. 
A  blessed  and  holy  radiance,  travelled  fiur 
From  day  original,  fell  on  the  face 
Of  men,  and  every  countenance  revealed  j 
Unpleasant  to  the  bad,  whose  visages 
Had  lost  all  guise  of  seeming  happiness, 
With  which  on  earth  such  pains  they  took  to  hide 
Their  misery  in. ,  On  their  grim  &atuses,  now 


The  plain,  unvisored  Inderof  the  aoal, 

The  tne,  ontampered  witness  of  the  heait, 

No  smile  of  hope,  no  k>ok  of  vanity 

Beseeching  fer  af^lause,  was  seen ;  no  soovrl 

Of  self4mpertant,  all-despising  pride. 

That  once  upon  the  poor  and  needy  &1], 

Like  winter  on  the  unprotected  flower. 

Withering  their  very  being  to  decay. 

No  jesting  mirth,  no  wanton  leer,  was  sesa. 

No  sullen  lower  of  braggart  fortitude 

Deiying  pain,  not  anger,  nor  revenge ; 

But  fear  instead,  and  terror,  and  remorve; 

And  chief,  one  poasioB,  to  it^  answering,  shaped 

The  features  of  the  damned,  and  in  itself 

Summed  all  the  rest, — ^unutterable  despair. 

What  on  the  righteous  shone  of  foreign  ligfali 
Was  all  redundant  day,  they  needed  not. 
For  as,  by  Nature,  Sin  is  dark,  and  fovea. 
The  dark,  still  hiding  from  itself  in  gloom. 
And  in  the  darkest  hell  is  still  itself 
•The  darkest  hell,  and  the  severest  wo. 
Where  all  is  wo;  so  Virtue,  ever  fairl 
Doth  by  a  sympathy  as  strong  as  binds 
Two  equal  hearts,  well  pleased  m  wedded  iow^ 
For  ever  seek  the  light,  for  ever  seek 
AH  fair  and  fovely  things,  all  beauteoos  fiaraii^ 
All  images  of  ei^ceUenee  and  tivth; 
And  from  her  own  essential  being,  pore 
As  flows  the  fount  of  Tife  that  8|nrits  drink. 
Doth  to  herself  give  light,  nor  froip  her  beami^ 
As  native  to  her  as  her  own  existence. 
Can  be  divorced,  dor  of  her  gfory  shorn, — 
Which  now,  feom  every  feature  of  the  jurt^ 
Divinely  rayed,  yet  not  from* all  alike; 
In  measure,  equal  to  the  soill's  advance 
In  virtue,  was  the  lustre  of  th»  feee. 

It  was  a  itrange  assembly:  none,  of  aD 
That  congregation  vast,  opnM  recollect 
Aught  like  it  in  the  history  of  man. 
No  badge  of  outward  state  was  seen,  no  mark 
Of  age,  or  rank,  or  national  attire, 
Or  robe'profeflBfonal,  or  air  of  trade. 
Untitled,  stood  the  manthatonoe  was  called 
My  lord,  unserved,  unfoUowed ;  and  the  man 
Of  tithes,  right  reverend  in  the  dialect 
Of  Time  addressed,  nngowned,  unbeneficed, 
Uneorpulent ;  nor  now,  firom  him  who  boroi 
With  ceremonious  gravity  of  step, 
And  face  of  borrowed  holiness  o'eriaid, 
The  ponderous  book  before  the  awful  priest, 
And  opened  and  shut  the  pulpites  sacred  gatet 
In  style  of  wohderfiil  observancy 
And  reverence  excessive,  in  the  beams 
Of  sacerdotal  splendour  lost,  or  if 
-Observed,  comparison  ridicuknis  searoe 
Could  save  the  little,  pompous,  humble  man 
From  laughter  of  the  people, — not  from  him 
Could  be  distinguished  then  the  priest  unlitlied. 
None  levies  faekly  those  marts  where  prineely  amiks 
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"Were  told  for  flMtery,  and  obeiaance  mean, 
TTnfit  from  man  to  man;  notie  came  or  «rent, 
None  wished  to  draw  attention,  none  waa  po6r, 
I^one  rich,  none  young,  none  old,  deformed  none ; 
None  sought  for  place  or  favour,  none  had  aught 

vTo  give,  none  oould  receive,  none  ruled,  none 
served 

'  No  king,  no  siibjeci  was;  unacutcheoned  all, ' 
Uncrown^],  unplumed.  unlielmed,  unpedigreed, 
XJnlftoet},  uncoronetod,  unl)piftarfed. 
JNTor  countryman  was  seen,  nor  citizen; 
Republican,  nor  humble  advocate 
Of  monarchy ;  nor  idol  worahipper, 
Not  beaded  papist,  nor  Mahometan; 
Episcopalian  none,  no^  presbyter; 
Nor  Lutheran,  nor  Cahrinist,  nor  Jew. 
Nor  Ghneek,  nor  sectary  of  any  name. 
Nor,  of  those  persons,  that  loud  title  bore. 
Most  high  and  mighty,  most  magnificent^ 
Most  potent,  most  august,  most  worshipful, 
Most  eminent,  words  of  great  pomp,  that  pleased 
The  ear  of  vanity,  and  made  the  worms 
Of  earth  mistake  themselves  for  gods, — could  one 
Be  seen,  to  daim  these  phrases  obsolete. 

It  was  a  congregation  vast  of  men, 
Of  unappendaged  and  unvarnished  men, 
Of  pUin,  unceremonious  human  beings,  - 
Of  all  but  moral  character  bereaved. 
His  vice  or  virtue,  now,  to  each  remahied. 
Alone.    'AH  else,  with  Iheir  grave  clothes,  men 

had 
Put  off,  as  badges  worn  by  mortal,  not 
Imfloorta!  man ;  alloy  that  cohid  not  pass 

'  TJie  scrutiny  of  Death's  refininir' fires ; 
Dust  of  Time's  wheels,  by  multitudes  pursued 
Of  fools  that  shouted— Gold  I  fair  painted  fruit, 
At  which  the  ambitious  idiot  jumped,  while  men 
Of  tviser  mood  immortal  harvests  reaped ; 
Weeds  of  the  human  garden,  sprung  from  earth's 
Adulterate  soil,  unfit  to  be  transplanted. 
Though  by  the  moral  botaTiist,  too  oft. 
For  plants  of  heavenly  seed  mistaken  and  nursed ; 
Mere  chaff,  that  Yhtoe,  when  she  rose  fVom'  earth 
And  waved  her  wing^  to  gain  her  native  heights, 
Drove  from  the  verge  of  being,  leaving  Vice 
No  mask  to  hide  her  in ;  base-born  of  Time, 
In  which  God  claimed  no  property,  nor  had 
Prepared  for  them' a  place  in  heaven  or  hell. 
Yet  did  these  vain  distinctions,  now  forgot, 
Bulk  largely  in  the  filmy  eye  of  Time, 
And  were  exceeding  fair,  and  lured  to  death 
Immortal  sbufe.    But  they  were  ]^as8cd,  for  all  ' 
Ideal  now  was  passed ;  reality  ' 

Alone  remained;  and  goorJ  and  bad,  redeemed 
And  unredeemed,  distinguished  sole  the  sons 
Of  men.    Eloch,  to  his  proper  9elf  reduced. 
And  undisguised,  was  what  his  seeming  showed. 
The  man  of  earthly  fame,  whom  common  men 
Made  boaat  of  having  seen,  who  seareacooU  pass 


Th*  ways  of  Time,  for  eager  crowds  that  praned 
To  do  him  homage,  and  pursued  his- ear 
With  endless  praise,  for  deeds  unpraised.  above^ 
And  yoked  their  brutal  natures,  honoured,  much 
To  drag  his  chariot  on,-^unnoticed  stood, 
With  none  to  praise  him,  none  to  flatter  there. 
-  Blushing  and  dumb,  that  morning,  too^  wat 

qeen 
The  mighty  reasoner,  he  who  d(;eply  searched 
The  origin  of  things,  and  talked  of  good 
And  evil,  much,  of  causes  and  efteots, 
Of  mind  and  matter,  ooiitradictitog  all 
That  went  before  him,  and  himself,  the  while, 
The  laughing-stock  of  angels;  diving  far 
Below  his  depth,  to  fetch  reluctant  proof^' 
That  he  himself  was  nuul  and  wicked  too, 
When,  proud  and  ignorant  man,  he  meant  to 

ptove 
That  God  had  made  the  univerae  amiav, 
And  sketched  a  better  plan.    Ah !  foolish  sage! 
He  could  not  trust  the  word  of  Heaven,  nor  see 
The  light  which  firom  the  Bible  blazed,— 4hat  lamp 
Which  God  threw  from  lus  palace  down  to  earth, 
To  guide  his  wandeiing  ehildxen  home, — ^yet  lean- 

•     «i 

His  cautious  faith,  on  speculations  wild, 

And  visionaiy  theories  absurd, 

Prodigiottsly,  deliriously  absurd. 

Compared  with  which,  the  most  Wroneous  flight 

That  poet  ever  took  when  warm  with  win^, 

Was  moderate  conjecturing,  he  saw, 

Wt^ighed  in  the  balance  of  eternity, 

His  lore  how  light,  and  wished,  too  late,  thai  he 

Had  staid  at  heme,  and  learned  to  know  hioMnlf, 

And  done,  what  peasants  did,  disputed  less, 

And  mdre  obeyed.    Nor  less  he  grieved  his  time 

Misspent,  the  man  of  curious  research, 

Who  trarelled  far  through  lands  of  hostile  olime 

And  dajigemus  inhabitant,  to  fix  * 

The  l)ounds  of  empires,  passed,  and  asoertaia 

The  burial-place  of  heroes,  never  bom; 

Despising  present  things^  and  future  too, 

And  groping  in  the  dark  unsearchable 

Of  finished  yean,-^by  dreary  ruins  seen, 

And  dungeons  damp,  and  vaults  of  ancient  waste, 

With  spade  and  mattock,  delving  deep  to  raise 

Old  vases  and  dismembered  idols  rude; 

With  matchless  perseverance,  spelling  out 

Words  without  sense.    Poor  man!  he  clapped  his 

hands, 
Eki'rapiured,  when  he  found  a  manuscript 
That  spoke  of  pa^an  gods;  i^nd  yet  forgot 
The  God  who  made  the  sea  and  sky,  alas ! 
Forgot  that  trifling  was  a  sin;  stored  much 
Of  dubious  stufiT,  but  laid  nq  treasure  up 
In  heaven ;  on  mouldered  columns  seralehed  hif 

name, 
But  ne'er  inscribed  it1n  the  book  of  life. 
Unprofitable  seemed,  and  anapprored, 
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That  day,  the  sullen,  self-iandictiTe  life       • 
Of  the  reel  lue.    With  xrocifixev  hung, 
'And  spells,  and  rosaties,  and  wooden  saints, 
Like  one  of  reason  reft,  he  journeyed  forth. 
In  staevr  of  miserable  poverty, 
And  chose  to  beg, — as  if  to  live  on  sweat 
Of  other  men,  had  promised  great  ceward  ] 
On  his  own  flesh  inflicted  crOel  w^nds, 
With  naked  foot  embraced' the  ice,  by- the  hour 
Said  mass,  and  did  most  grieTous  penance  vile ; 
And  then  retired  to  drink  the  filthy  cup 
Of  rtociet  wickedness,  and  fabricate 
All  lying  wonders,  by  the  untaught' received  ' 
For  revelations  new.    Deluded  wretch !  - 
Did  he  not  know,  that  the  most  Holy  One 
Rehired  a  cfaeeHVl  liffP  and 'holy  heart  1 

Most  disappointed  in  that  crowd  of  meil, 
Tfatt  man  of  subtle  controversy  stood. 
The  bigot  theologian,  in  mihute 
Bistinctions'skilled,  and  doctrines  onreduoed 
To  practice ;  in  debate  how  loud  I  how  k>ng! 
How  dexterous !  in  Christian  bve  how  coldl 
His  vain  conceits  were  orthodox  alone. 
The  immutable  and  heavenly  truth,- revealed 
By  God,  was  nought  to  him.    He  had  an  art, 
A  kind  of  bellirii  charm,  that  made  the  4ips 
Of  truth  qpeak  falsehood,  to  his  liking  turned 
The  meaning  of  the  text,  made  trifles  seem 
The  marrow*  of  salvatidn ;  to  a  word, 
A  name,  a  sect,  that  sounded  in  the  ear, 
And  to  the  eye  so  many  letters  showed, 
But  did  no  mora,-*^ve  value  infinite; 
Proved  stiU  his  reasoning  best,  and  his  belief, 
Though  propped  on  ^cies  wild  as  madmen's 

dreams, 
Most  rational,  most  scriptu^,  moot  sound ; 
With  mortal  heresy  denouncing  all 
Who  in  bis  arguments  could  see  no  Ibioe. 
On  points  of  faith,  too  fine  fet  human  sight, 
And  never  understood  in  heaven,  he  placed 
His  everiasting  hope,  undoubting  placed, 
And  died;  and,  when  he  opened  his  ear,  prppaied 
To  hear,  beyond  the  grave,  the  minstrelsy 
Of  Uiss,  he  heaid,  alas!  the  wail  of  wo. 
lie  proved  all  creeds  false  but  his  own,  and  found 
At  last,  his  own  most  false — ^nlost  false,  because 
■  He  spent  bis  time  to  prove  all  otheys  90. 

O  love-destfoying,  cursed  Bigotry  1 
Cursed  in  heaven,  but  cufsed  more  in  hell. 
Where  milhons  curse,  thee,  and  must  ever  oursel 
Religion's  most  abhorred !  perdition's  most 
Forlorn!   God>    roost   abandoned  I    hell's -most 

damnedl 
The  infidel,  who  turned  his  unpious  war  ^ 
Against  the  walls  of  Zion,  on  the  rock 
Of  ages  built,  and  higher  than  the  clottdsy 
Sinnod,  and  received  his  due  reward ;  but  she 
Widiin  her  Walls  sinned  mors.    Of  ^norance ' 
Beypjt,  her  daughter,  Persecution,  walked 


The  eaith,  from  age  to  age,  and  drank  the  1 
Of  saints,  with  horrid  relish  drank  the  blood 
Of  God's  peculiar  children,  and  w%m  drank. 
And  in  her  drunkenness  dreaftied  oidoutg  good 
The  supplicating  hand  of  innocence. 
That  made  the  tiger  mild,  and  in  his  wrath 
The  Hon  pause,  the  groans  of  suflering  miet 
Severe,  were  nought  to  her;    she  laogbed  a^ 

.groans:  - 

No  music  pleased  her  more,  and  no  lepasC 
So  sweet  to  her,  as  blood,  of  men  redeemed 
By  bkwd  of  Christ.    Ambition's  sel(  though  mid 
And  nursed  on  human  .gore,  with  her  ooinp«nd| 
Was  merciful.    Nor  did  she  always  rage. 
She  had  some  hours,  of  meditation,  set 
Apart,  wherein  she  to  her  study  went. 
The  Inquisition,  model  most  complete 
Of  perfect  wickedness^  where  deeds  were  done. 
Deeds!  let  them  ne'er  be  named,*>aiid  eat  and 

planned    . 
Deliberately,  and  with  most  musing  pains, 
How,  to  extrcmest  thrill  of  agony, 
The  flesh,  and  blood,  and  souls  of  holy  naen. 
Her  victims,  might  be  wrought ;  and  wlm  jhs 

saw 
New  tortures  of  her  labouring  fancy  bom. 
She  leaped  for  joy,  and  -made  great  haste  to  tij 
Their  force — ^weU  pleased  to  hear  a  deeper- groea 
But  now  her  day  of  mirth  was  passed,  and  oobh 
Her  day  to  weep,  her  day  of  hitter  groana. 
And  sorrow  unbemoaned,  the  day  of  grief 
And  wrath  retributory  poured  in  fuH 
On  all  that  took  her  part    The  lUan  of  ain. 
The  mystery  of  iniquity,  her  friend 
Sincere,  who  pardoned  sin,  unpardoned  atill. 
And  in  the  name  of  God  blasphemed,  and  did 
AH  wicked,  ail  abominable  things, 
Most  abject  stood,  that  day,  by  devils  hissed. 
And  by  the  looks  of  thoas  he  murdered,  sootclied; 
And  pUgued  with  inward  ahame,  that  on  hie  cheek 
Burned,  while  his  votaries,  who  left  the  earth. 
Secure  of  bliss,  arpund  him,  undeceived. 
Stood,  undeceivable  till  then;  and  knew 
Too  late,  him  fallible,  themselves  accursed, 
And  all  th^ir  paasportsand  certificates, 
A  lie:  nor  .disappointed  more,  nor  more 
Ashamed,  the  IViussulman,  when  he  saw,  gnash 
His  teeth  and  wail,  whom  he  expected  judges 
All  these  were  damned  for  bigotry,  were  «i«mi|fj^ 
Because  they  thought,  that  they  alone  served  Goi, 
And  served  him  most,  when  most  they  diaobeyvd. 
Of  those  forlorn  and  sad,  thou  mightst  ham 

marked, 
In  number  most  iniiumerable,  stand 
The  hidolent.;  too  lazy  these  to  make 
Inquiry  for  themselves,  they  stuck  their  fidth 
To  some  well-fatted  priest,  with  oflleriags  bribed 
To  bring  them  orades  of  peace,  and  take     • 
Into^  managemeat  all  the  oonoena     - 
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Of  their  eternity;  managed  how  well  ,  , , 

They  knew,  that  daj,  ^and  might  have  loolieT 

Ignown,  .     . 

That  the  commandment  was,  Seocch,  and  b^tieve 
In  roe,  and  not  in  man ;  who  leans  on  him 
lioana  on  a  broken  reed,  that  will  impierce  ~ 
'  The  trusted  aide.    I  .am  the  way,  tlie  (ru^i 
The  life,  «loAe,  and  there  is  none  besides. 

This  did  they  read,  and  yet  jefused  to  search, 
To  search  what  easily  was  found,  and,  found, 
Of  pripe  oncoiintable.    Most  fooli«b,  thf  y 
Thought  God  with  ignorance  pleased;  and  blinded 

fahh,  ■' 

'Th^took  not  root  in  reason, purified 
With  hc^y  influence  of  his  Spirit  pure. 
80,  on  they  walked,  and  stumbled  in  the  Kgh^ 
Of  AoDD,  because  they  would  not  ope»  their  ayes; 
Efiect  how.sad  of  slbthl  that  made  them  ridt'  . 
Their  piloting  to  the  eternal  shore; 
To  one  who  could  mistake  the  luiid  flash 
Of  hell  for  hea:Fen'8  true  star,  rather  than  bow 
The  knee,  aqd  by  one  fervent  word  obtain 
His  guidance  sure,  who  calls  the  ifatrs  by  name 
They  prayed  by  proxy,  ai«d  at  second  hand  ^ 
Believed,  and  slept,  and  put  repentance  oflf. 
Until  the  knock  of  death  awoke  them,  when     " 
They  saw  their  ignorance  both,  and  him  thiey  {Mod 
To  bargain  of  their  souls  'twizt  th^m  and«God, 
Fled,  and  began  repentance  withovf^  end. 
How  did  they  wisl^,  that  morning,  as  they  st^bd 
With  blushing  covered,  they  had  for  themselves 
The  Scfiptttte  searched,  had  for  themselves  box 

lieved. 
And  made  acquaintance  with  the  Judge  ere  then ! 

€rmt  day  of  termination  to  the  joys 
Of  sin !  to  joys  thatgrew  on  mortal  boughs, 
Oi^  trees  whose  seed  fell  not  from  heav^,  whose 

tor  • 

Reached  not  above  the  clouds.    Fiom  such,  alone, 
The  epicure  took  all  his  meals.    In  choice 
Of  morsels  fer  the  body,  nice  he  waa, 
And  scnipukms,  and  knew  all  wines  by  •smell 
Or  trjBte,  and  every  compositioa  knew 
Of  cookery;  but  grossly  drank,  unskiUed, 
The  eup  of  spiritual  poDutbn  up. 
That  sickened  his  soul  to.dei^h,  while  yet  hissyes 
dtood  out  with  fat    His  feelings  were  his  guide. 
He  ate,  and  drank,  «nd  slept,  and  took  all  joys, 
Forbid  and  unforbid,  as  impulse  urged 
Or' appetite,  nor  asked  tus  reason  why. 
He  said,  he  foUowed  Nature  stiU,  but  lied; 
For  she  was  temperate  and  chaste,,  he  fhll 
Of  wine  and  all  adultery;  her  face 
Was  holy,  most  unholy  his;  her  eye 
Was  pure,  his  shot  unhallowed  fire ;  her  lips 
Sang  praise  to  God,  l^s  uttered  oaths  profane ; 
Her  brealh  was  sweet,  his  rank  with  feul  de- 
bauch. 
Vet  pleaded  he  a  kind  and  feeling  heart, 


Even  when  he  left  a  neighbour's  bed  defiled. 
Like  migratocy  fowls,  that  flocking  sailed 
Frpm  isl^  to  isle,  steering  by  sense,  alone, 
Whither  the  clime  their  liking  best  beseemed, 
So  he  was  guided,  so  he  moved  through  good 
And  evil,  right  and  wrong,  but«  ah!  to  fatei 
All  diflerent:  they  slept  in  dust,  unpained; 
He  rese,  that  day,  to  suffer  endives  pain. 

Cured  of  his  unbelief,  the  sceptic  stood, 
Who  doubted  of  his  being  while  he  breathed, 
Than  whom  gkssography  itself,  that  spoke 
Huge  folioe  of  nonsense  every  hour. 
And  left,  surrounding  every  page,  its  marks 
Of  prodigal  stupidity,  scarce  more 
Ofiblly  raved.    The  tyrant  too,  who  sat   . 
In  grisly  council,  like  a  spid«  coucl>ed, 
With  ministers  of  locust  countenance, 
And  made  allianoep  to  rob  mankind. 
And  holy  termed, — ^for  stiU,  beneath  a  name 
Of  pioits  sound,  th^  wicked  sought  to  veil 
Theic  crimesi, — ^forgetful  of  bis  right  divine, 
Trebled,  and  owned  oj^reasion  was  of  hell'; 
Nor  cud  the  uncivil  robber,  who  unpursed 
The  traveller  on  the  high-way,  and  cut 
His  throat,  ^nticipaU  severer  doom, 

in  that  assembly  there  was  one,  who,  whjlo 
Beneath  the  sun,  aspired  to' be  a  fool; 
In  diffiarent  ages  known  by  different  names, 
Not  worth  repeatjing  here.    Be  this  enough 
With  scrupulous  care  exact,  he  walked  the  rounds 
Of  fashionable  duty,  laughed  when  sad; 
When  merry,  ^ept;  deceiving,  was  deceived; 
And  flattering,  flattered.    Fashion  was  his  go(}. 
Obsequiously  h^  fell  before  its  sfajnpe, 
In  slavish  plight,  and  trembled  to  offend. 
If  graveness  sui^d,  he  was  grave ;  if  else^ 
He  travailed  sorely,  and  made  brief  repose^ 
To  work  the  proper  quantity  of  ein. 
In  all  submissive,  to  its  changing  shape, 
Still  chaoffing,  girded  he  his  vexed  frame. 
And  laugnter  made  to  men  of  sounder  head.. 
Most  circumspect  he  was  of  bows,  and  nods,. 
And  salutations;  and  most  seriously 
And  deeply  meditated  he  of  dress ; 
And  in  his  dreams  saw  lace  and  ribbons  fSy. 
His  soul  was  nought ;  he  damned  it,  every  day,,- 
Uhceremoniously.    Oht  fool  of  fools! 
Pleased  with  a  painted  smile,  he.fluttered  on, 
Like  fly  of  gaudy  plume,  by  fashion  driven. 
As  faded  leaves  by  Autumn's  wind,  till  Death. 
Put  forth  his  hand,  and  drew  him  out  of  sight 
Oh!  fool  of  fools!  polite  to  man ;  to  God 
Most  rude:  yet  had  he  many  rivals,  who, 
Age  after  age,  great  striving  made  to  be 
Ridiculous,  and  to  forget  they  had 
Immortal  souls,  that  day  remeipbered  welL 
As  rueful  stood  his  other  half,  as  w^ 
Of  cheek.    Small  her  ombitioa  was,  but  straiif^ 
The  distaff,  needle,  all  domestic  cares, 
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Religbn,  children,  husbBJid,  home,  were  things 
She  could  not  bear  the  thought  of,  bitter  drugs 
That  sickened  her  soul.    The  house  ^f  wanton 

mirth 
And  TCvelrj,  the  mask,  the  dance,  she  loved, 
And  in  their  servioB  soul  and  body  spent 
Most  cheerfully.     A  httle  admiration, 
Or  true  or  false,  no  matter  which,  pleased  her, 
And  o'er  the  wreck  of  fortune  lost,  and  hedth, 
And  peace,  and  an  eternity  of  bliss 
LiOBt,  made  her  sweetly  smile.    She  was  convinced, 
^at  God  had  made  her  greatly  out  oftaste; 
And  took  much  pains  to  make  herself  anew. 
Bedaubed  with  paint,  and  hung  Vith  ornaments  • 
Of  curious  selectioi),  g&udy  toy! 
A  show  unpaid  for/ paying  to  be  seen! 
As  beggoT  by  the  way,  most  humbly  asking 
The  alms  of  public  gaze, — she  went  abroad. 
Folly  admired,  and  indication  gave 

.  Of  Mivy,  cold  Civility  made  bows 
And  smoothly  flattened,  -Wisdom  shook  his  head| 
And  Laughter  shaped  his  lip  into  a  smile ; 
,   &briety  did  stare,  Forethought  grew  pale, 
And  Modesty  hung  down  the  head  and  blqshed, 
And  Pity  wept,  as,  on  ihe  frothy  surge 
Of  fashion  tossed,  sh^  passed  them  by^  like  sail 
Before  some  devilish  blast,  and  got  no  time 
To  think,  and  never  thought,  till  on  the  rock 
rShe  dashed,  of  ruin,  anguish,  and  despair. 

O  how  unlike,  this  giddy  thing  in  Time!  ^ 
And  at  the  day  of  judgment  bow  unUke, 
The  modest,  meek,  retiring"  dame !  Her  house 
Was  ordef  ed  well,  her  children  taught  the  way 

'Of  life,  who,  rising  up  in  honour,  called 
Her  blessed.     Best  pleased  to  be  admired  at  home. 
And  hear,  reflected  from  h'er  husband's  praise. 
Her  own,  she  sought  no  gaxe  of  foreign  eye; 
His  praise  alone,  and  faithful  love,  and  trust 
deposed,  -was  happiness  enough  for  her. 

ITet  who,  that  saw  her  pass,  and  heard  the  poor 
With  earnest  benedictions  on  her  steps 

.Attend,  could  firom  obebance  keep  his  eye, 

*0r  tongue  from  due  applause.,   In  virtue  fair, 

.Adorned  with  modesty,  and  matron  grace 
Unspeakable,  and  love,  her  face  was  like 
The  light,  most  welcome  to  the  eye  of  mkn; 
Refreshing  most,  most  lionotired,  most  deared, 

'  Of  all  he  saw  in  the  dim  world  below. 

Am  Morning  when  she  shed  her  golden  locks, 

.And  on  the  dewy  top  of  Hermon  walked, 

*Or  Zion  hill ;  so  glorious  was  her  path. 

'Old  men  behekl,  and  did  her  reverence, 
And  bade  their  daughters  look,  and  take  from  her 

'Example  of  their  liiture  life ;  the  young 

.Admired,  and  new  resdive  of  virtue  made. 
And  none  who  was  her  husband  asked ;  his  air 
-:  Serene,  and  countenance  Of  joy,  the  sign 

'Of  inward  satisfaction,  as  he  passed 
The  crowd,  or  sat  among  the  elders,  told. 


In  holiness  oomplete,  and  in  the  n>be« 
Of  saving  righteousness,  arsayed  fbrlieftven. 
How  fair,  that  day,  among  the  fair,  she  stood! 
How  lovely  on  the  etemkl  hills  her  steps  ! 

^Restored  to  reason,  on  that  mom,  appeand 
The  lunatic,  who  raved  in  chains,  and  aflked 
No  nieicy  when  he  died.    Of  lunacy, 
Innumtirous  were  the  oanaes ;  faumbVs  pride, 
Ambition  disappointed,  riches  lost, 
And  bodily  disease,  and  sorrow,  oft. 
By  man  inflicted  on  his  brother  man ; 
Sorrow  that  made  the  season  drunk,  and  jsl 
Left  much  untasted — so  the  cup  was  filled ; 
Sorrow  that,  like  an  ocean,  dark,  deep,  longh, 
And  shi>rdeaB,  rolled  ils  billows  o'er  the  aoid 
Perpetually,  and  without  hope  of  end. 

Take  one  example,  one  of  female  wo. 
Loved  by  a  father  and  a  mother's  love, 
In  rural  peace  she  lived,  so  &ir,  so  light 
Of  heart,  so  good,  and  young,  that  reaflon,  aeoot 
The  eye  could  credit,  but  would  doubt,  as  die 
Did  stoop  to  pull  the  hly  or  the  rose 
From  morning's  dew,  if  it  reality 
Of  flesh  and  blood,  or  holy  mon,  saw, 
In  imagery  of  perfect  womanhood. 
But  shoi^  her.  bloom,  her  happiness  was  dloiL 
One  saw  her  k>velhies8,  and,  with  desiie 
Unhallowed,  burning,  to  her  ear  addressed 
Dishonest  words ;  "  Her  fitvour  waa  hia  life, 
His  heaven ;   her  frown  his  w^.  Ins  i^glit,  !■ 

death." 
With  turgid  phrase,  thus  wove  in  flattery^  laOH^ 
He  on  her  womanish  nature  won,  and  age 
Suspidonless,  and  ruined,  and  forsook. 
For  he  a  chosen  villain  was  At  heart,  ' 
And  capable  of  deeds  that  durst  not  seek 
Repentance.    Soon  her  father  saw  her  shame^ 
His  heart  grew  stone,  he  drovC  her  forth  to  want 
And  wintry  winds,  and  with  a  honid  oome 
Pursued  her  ear,  forbidding  bH  return. 
Upon  a  hoary  cliff,  that  watched  the  sea, 
Her,  babe  was  found— 4aad.    Onits  little  cheek, 
The  tear  that  natun  bade  it  weep,  had  tumfld 
An  ice-drop,  sparkling  in  the  morning  beam; 
And  to  the  turf  its  helpless  hands  wero  1 
For  she,  the  woful  mother^  had  gone  ndad, 
And  laid  it  down,  regardless  of  its  fate 
And  of  her  own.    Yet  had  she  many  days 
Of  swrow  in  the  world,  bat  never  wept. 
She  lived  on  alms,  and  carried  in  her  band 
Some  withered  stalks  she  gathered  in  the  i 
When- any  asked  the  cause,  she  smiled  and  said. 
They  were  her  sisten^  and  would  cone  and  watfi 
Her  grave  when  she  was  dead*    She  never^Mkt 
Of  her  deodver,  father,  mother,  home^ 
Or  child,  or  heaven,  or  hell,  or  Gkxi,  hot  sdH 
In  lonely  places  walked,  and  ever  gaaed 
Upon  the  withered  stalks,  and  talked  to  them; 
Till)  wasted  to  the  shadow  of  her  youth 
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,^^li wo toQWule lo  eee beyond,  the  died— 
-  ^ot  vnatoned  for  by  imptited  Mood, 
I^or  by  the  Spirit,  that  mysterious  wollcs, 
^Dflanctafied.    Aloud,  her  father  cursed, 
^hat  day,  his  gvUty  piide,  vluch  would  sot  own 
A  daughter,  whom  the  God  of  heavecyand  eaith 
"Was  not  ashamed  to  call  his  own ;  and  he, 
Who  ruined  her^read  from  hef  holy  look, 
That  pierced  him  with  perdition  nuiniibid) 
fiii  aentence,  burning  wiKh  vindictive  fire. 

The  Judge  that  took  a  hxibe.;  ^  who  amiss 
Pleaded  the  .v^w's  cause,  and  by  delay 
Delaying  ever,  made  the  law  at  night  ^ 

More  intricate  than  at  the  dawn,  and  on 
The  morcDw  fiutl^r  from  a  pkwe,  than  when 
The  sun  last  set,  till  he  who  in  Che  soil 
Was  poorest,  by  his  emj^y  cofien,  proved 
His  cause  the  worat ;  and  he  tiiait  had  the  bag 
Of  weights  dec«t(ni,  and  the  balancafidsef 
And  he  that  with  a  fraudfiil  lip  deceived 
In  bnyii^  or  in  8eUing;-4hese,  that  mora, 
Found  custom  no  excuse  ibr  «n,  -and  knew 
PWn  dealing  was  a  virtue^  but. tso  late. 
And  he  that  was  supposed  ta  do  nor  good 
Nor  lU,  surprised,  could  find  no  neutral  ground, 
And  leaned,  that  to  do  BOthing  was  to  serve 
The  devil,  and  tranagress  the  lavra  of  Grod.   « 
The  noisy  quack,  that  by  pc^fBssbn  iied. 
And  uttered  iklsehoodki  of  enormous  size, 
With  countenance  as  grave  as  truth  beseemed ; 
And  hh  thai  Med  for  pleasuie,  whoc^  a  Inrt 
Of  being  heasd  and  making  people  stare, 
And  a  mo^  steadfast  hate  of  silence,  drove 
Far  wide  of  sacred  truth,  who  never  took 
The  pains  to  think  of  what  he  was  to.  say, 
But  still  made  haJto  to  speak  with  weary  tongue 
Like  copious  stream  §9t  ever  flpwing  on;— 
Read  dearly  in  the  lettered  heavens,  what,  long 
Before,  they  might  have  read,  For  every  word 
Of  folly,  you,  this^day,  shall  give  account; 
And  every  liar  shall  his  portion  have 
Among  the.  cursed,  without  the  gates  of  file. 

With  groansthat  made  no  pause,  lamenting  there 
Were  seen  the  duellist  and  suicide. 
This  thought,  but  thought  amiss,  that  cf  himself 
He  was  entire  proprietor;  and  so. 
When  he  was  tired  of  Time,  with  his  own  hand, 
He  opened  the  portals  of  Eternity, 
And  sooner  than  the  devils  hoped,  arrived 
In  heU.    The  other,  oi  resentment  quick, 
Aind,  for  a  word,  a  look,  a  geeture,  deemed,. 
Not  scrupulously  exact  in  all  respect, 
Prompt  to  rev^ge,  went  to  the  dted  field, 
For  doable  murder  armed,  his  own,  and  his 
That  as  ht^nself  he  was  ordained  to  love. 
The  first,  in  pagan  books  of  eady  times, 
Was  heroism  pronounced,  and  greatly  praised. 
In  fiushion's  gkMMsiy  of  later  days. 
The  last  was  honour  caUed,  and  spizit  high. 


Alas !  'twas  mortal  spirit;  honour  which 
Forgot  to  wake  at  thelast  trumpet's  voioe. 
Bearing  tlMb  signature  of  Time  aione,  • 
tJncurrent  i^  Eternity,  and  base. 
Wise  men  suspected  this  before;  for  they 
Could  never  understand  what  honour  meant, 
Or  why  that  should  be  honour  termedj-whieh  made 
Man  murder  man,  and  broke  the  laws  of  Xjrod 
Most  wantonly.    Sometimes,  indeed,  the  grave. 
And  those  of  Christian  creed  imagined,  spoke 
Admiringly  of  honour,  lauding  much 
The  aoUe  youth,  who,  after  many  founds 
Of  boxing,  ified ,  or  to  the  pistcd  shot 
His  breast  exposed,  his  soul  tp  endless  pain. 
But  they  who  most  admiied,  and  undenrtood 
This  honour  best,  and  on  its  altar  laid 
Their  lives,  moot  obviously  were  foob ;  and,  what 
Foob  only,  and  the  wicked,  understood, 
The  wise  agreed  was  some  delusive  Shade, 
That  with  the  mist  of  time  should  dlsapJMar. 

Great  day  of  revelationi  in  the  grave 
The  hypocrite  had  left  his  mask,  and  stood 
In  naked  ugliness.    He  wias  a  man 
Who  stole  the  livoy  of  the  court  of  heaven. 
To  serve  the  devil  in ;  in  virtue's  ^uiss,  • 
Devoured  the  widow's  house  and  orphan's  bread; 
In  holy  phrase,  transacted  villanies  ^ 

That  common  sinners  durst  not  meddle  with. 
At  sacred  foast,  he  sat  among  the  saints, 
And  with  bis  guilty  hands  touched  holiest  things 
And  none  of  sin  lasoented  more,  or  sighed 
More  de^y,  or  with  graver  countenance. 
Or  longer  prayer,  wept  o'er  the  dying  man. 
Whose  infant  children,  at  the  moment,  he 
Planned  how  to  rob.    In  sermon  style  he  bought, 
And  sold,  and  lied ;  and  salutations  made 
In  Scripture, terms:    He  prayed  by  quantity, 
And  with  his  repetitions  fong  and  kod, 
AH  knees  were  weary. .  With  one  hand  he  put 
A  penny  in  the  urn  of  poverty, . 
And  with  the  other  took  a  sibling  out. 
On  charitable  Jists,-^ose  tramps  which  told 
The  public  ear,  who  had  in  secret  done 
The  poor  a  benefit, -and  half  the  alms 
They  told  of,  took  themselves  to  kesp  them  8oand» 

He  blazed  his  name,  morepleaaed  to  have  it  then 
Than  in  the  book  of  iifo.    SeeSt  thou  the  mfol ! 
A  serpent  with  an  angel's  voioel  a  grave^ 
Withfiowers  bestrewed !  and  yet  few  weredeceived. 
His  virtues  being  over-done,  his  face 
Too  grave,  his  prayers  too  long,  his  charitiBB 
Too  pompously  attended;  and  his  speech 
Larded  too  frequently  and  out  of  time 
With  serious  phraseology  ,-^were  rents 
That  in  his  garments  opened  in  spite  of  him, 
Through  which  the  well-accustomed  eye  could  sio 
The  rottenness  of  his  heart   None  deeper  blushed, 
As  in  the  all-pieicing  light  he  stood,  exposed, 
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No  longer  herding  with  the  holy 

Yet  BtiU  he  tri«l  to  bring  Gk  countenincb 

To  ■anctimoniouB  seeming  \  but,  meMwhile, 

The  shame  within,  now  visible  to  all, 

His  purpose  balked.    The  righteous  smiled,  and 

even  '    • 

Despair  itself  some  signs  of  laughter  gave,  - 
As  inefiectuaily  he  strove  to  wipe 
His  brow,  that  inward  guiltinefls  defiled. 
Detected  wretch !  of  all  the  leprobate, 
None  seemed  maturer  for  the  flames  of  belt, 
Where  still  hi*  face,  from  ancient  custom  wean 
A  holjT  air  which  sajs  to  all  that  pais 
Him  by,  "  I  was  a  hypocrite  on  earth.** 

That  was  the  hour  which  measoied  out  to  each, 
Impartially,  his  sbaro  of  reputation, 
Correcting  all  -mistakes,  and  (rovd  the  name 
Of  the  good  man  all  slanders  wipbg  off. 
Good  name  was  dear  to  alL    Without  it,  none 
Could  soundly  sleep,  eveii  on  a  royal -bed. 
Or  drink  with  reluh  from  a  cup  of  gold ; 
And  with  it,  on  his  borrowed  straw,  or  by 
The  leafless  hedge,  beneath  the  o|ien  heavem, 
Tl}e  weary  beggar  took  untroubled  rest. 
It  was  a  music  of  most  heavenly  tone,. 
To  which  the  heait  leaped  joyfully,  and  all 
The  spirits  danced.    For  honest  fame,  men  laid 
Their  heads  upon  the  block^  and,  while  the  axe 
Descended,  looked  and  smiled,    h  was  of  price 
Invaluable.    Riches,  health,  repose. 
Whole  kingdoms,  life,  were  given  for  it,  and  he 
Who  got  it  was  the.  winner  still ;  and  he 
Who  iold  it  dunt  not  open  his  ear,  nor  look  • 
On  human  face,  he  knew  himself  so  vile, 
Yet  it,  with  all  its  preciousness,  was  due 
To  Virtue,  and  around  her  should  have  shed, 
Unasked,  its  savoury  smell ;  but  Vice,  deformed 
Itself,  and  ugly,  and  of  flavour  rank, 
To  rob  fair  Virtue  of  so  sweet  an  incenso, 
And  vnth  it  to  an<nnt  and  salve  its  own 
Rotten  nlcera,  and  perfume  the  path  that  led' 
To  death,— strove  daily  by  a  thousand  means : 
And  oft  succeeded  to  make  Virtue  sour 
In  the  world's  nostrils,  and  its  k)athy  self 
Smell  sweetly.    Rumour  was  the  messenger 
Of  defamation,  and  so  swift  that  none 
Could  be  the  flret  to  tell  an  evil  tale ; 
And  was,  withal,  so  infamous  for  lies,  ) 

That  he  who  of  her  sayings,  on  his  creed, 
The  fewest  entered,  was  deemed  wisest  man. 
The  fool,  and  many  who  had  credit,  too. 
For  wisdom,  grossly  swallowed  all  she  said, 
Unaifled;  and  although,  at  every  word,  ^ 
They  heard  her  contradict  herself,  and  saw 
Hourly  they  were  imposed  upon  and  mocked, 
Yet  stUl  they  ran  to  hear  her  speak,  and  stared, 
And  wondered  much,  and  stood  aghast,  and  said 
U  could  not  be;  and,  while  they  blushed  for  shame 
At  their  own  faith,  and  seemed  to  doQbt,  befieved. 


And  whom  they  met,  with  many  eanctiooa,  told. 
So  did  experience  Cut  to  teach; — so  hud 
It  Was  to  learn  this  simple  truth, — omfizmed 
At  evety  comer  by  a  thousand  proofs^ — 
That  coqimon  Fame  most  impudently  lied. 

'Twas  Slander  filled  her  mouth  with  lying  ww^ 
Slander,  the  foutest  whelp  of  Sin.    The  imd 
In  whom  this  spirit  entered  was  undone. 
His  tongue*  was  srt  on  fire  of  heU,'liie  heart 
Was  black  as  death,  his  legs  were  faint  wkk  hatm 
To  propagate  the  fie  his  soul  had  framed. 
His  pillow  was  the  peace  of  families 
Destroyed,  the  sigh  of  innocenee  r^mMched, 
Broken  fiiendships,  and  the  strife  of  brotheilftoods 
Yet  did  he  spare  his  sleep,  and  hear  the  dock 
Number  the  midnight  watehes^  on  his  bed. 
Devising  mischief  moi^-;  and  earfy  roee, 
And  made  moat  hellish  meals  of  good  men's  ammm. 

From  door  to  door  yon  might  have  eeesi  Ua 
speed. 
Or  placed  amidst  a  group  of  gaping  feob, 
And  whispering  in  their  ears  withliis  fcnl  1^ 
Peace  fled  the  neighbourhood  in  which  he  mads 
His  haunts;  and,  like  a  moral  pesCiledoe, 
Before  his  breath,  the  healthy  shoots  and  1 
Of  social  joy  and  happiness  decayed. 
Fools  only  in  his  company  were  seen, 
And  those  forsaken  of  GM,  and  to  1 
GKven  up.    The  pnident  ahunjaed  him  mad  hk 

house' 
As  one  who  had  a  deadly  moral  plague. 
And  fain  would  all  hiive  shunned  him  at  the  day 
Of  judgment;  but  in  vain.    All  who  gave  ear 
With  greecfiness,  or  wittingly  their  tongues 
Made  herald  to  his  lies,  around  him  wailed; 
While  on  his  faee,  thrown  hack  by  injured  raen, 
In  characten  of  ever-blushing  shame, 
Appeared  ten  thousand  slanders,  all  his  own. 

Among  the  accursed,  who  sought  a  hiding  plaoi 
In  vain,  from  fierceness  of  Jehovah's  rage, 
And  from  the  hot  displeasure  of  the  Lamb, 
Most  wretched,  most  contemptible,  moat  vUe, — 
Stood  the  false  priest,  and  in  his  consoenoe  fek 
The  Most  gnaw  of  the  Undying  Worm. 
And  so  he  might,  for  he  had  on  bk  hands 
The  Mood  of  souJs,  thAt  wouM  not  wipe  away. 
Hear  what  he  was.  *  He  swore,  in  sight  of  God 
And  nian,  to  preach  his  master,  Jesus  Christ ; 
Yet  preached  himself:  he  swore  that  love  of  soah^ 
Alone,  had  drawn  him  to  the  churoh;  yet  otiewed 
The  path  that  led  to  hell  with  tempting  ilowci^ 
And  in  the  ear  of  sinners,  as  they  took 
The  way  of  death)  he  whispered  peace:  he  fims 
Away  ail  l6ve  of  lucre,  all  desire 
Of  earthly  pomp ;  and  yet  a  prhioely  seal 
He  liked,  and  to  the  dink  of  Mammon's  box 
Gave  most  rapacious  ear.    His  prophecies, 
He  swore,  w^re  from  the  Lord;  and  yM>  tu^ 
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^  gain:  with  quackuh  ointment,  healed  the 

^rounds 
ind  bniiBesiof  the  aoul,  outride,  but  left, 
irithin,  the  pestilent  matter  unobserved, 
*e  sap  the  inoral  constitution  quite, 
Lnd  soon  to  burst  again,  incurable. . 
le  with  unterapered  mortar  daubed  the  walls 
>f  Zlon,  saying,  Peace,  when  there  was  none. 
7beinan  who  came  with  thksty  soul  to  hear 
>f  Jesus,  went  away  wisatisfied ; 
^or  he  another  gospel  preached  than  Paul, 
ind  one  that  had^no  Saviour  in^;  and  yet, 
IiB  life  was  worse.    Faith,  pharity,  and  love, 
humility,  forgiveness,  hojiaess, 
N'^re  words  well  lettered  in  hk  sabbath  creed ; 
)at  with  his  life  he  wrote  as  pfain,  Revenge, 
?ride,  tyranny,  and  lust  of  wealth  and  power 
nordinate,  and  lewdness  unashamed. 
He  was  a  wolf  in  clothing  of  the  lamb, 
That  stole  into  the  fold  of  God,  and  on 
The  blood  of  souls,  vshich  he  did  sell  to  death, 
"Shew  lat;  and  yet,  when  any  would  have  turned 
Sim  oat,  he  cried,  "Touch  not  the  priest  of  God." 
^nd  that  he  was  anointed,  fools  believed; 
But  knew,  that  day,  he  was  ihe  devil's  priest, 
Anointed  by  the  hands  of  Sin  and  Death, 
A.nd  set  particularly  apart  to  ill,— 
While  on  him  smoked  the  vials  of  perdition, 
Poured  measureless.    Ah  me  I  what  cursing  then 
Was  heaped  upon  his  head  by  ruined  souls, 
l*hat  charged  him  vrith  their  murder,  aa.he  stood, 
With  eye  of  all  the  unredeemed  most  sad. 
Waiting  the  coming  of  the  Son  of  Man! 
But  let  me  pause,  for  thou  hast  seen  his  place 
Afid  puni^ment,- beyond  the  spheie  of  love.  * 
Much  was  removed  that  tempted  once  to  sin. 
Avarice  no  gold,  no  wine  the  drunkird,  saw. 
But  Envy  had  enough,  as  heretofore, 
To  fill  his  heart  with  gall  and  bitterness. 
What  made  the  man  of  envy  what  he  was, 
Was  worth  ia  others,  vileness  in  himself, 
A  lust  of  praise,  with  undeserving  deeds, 
And  conscious  poverty 'of  soul :  and  still 
It  was  his  earnest  work  and  daily  toil, 
With4ying  tongue,  to  make  the  noble  seem 
Mean  as  himself    On  fame's  high  hill  he  saw 
The  kuiel  spread  Its  everiasting  green. 
And  widied  to  climb;  but  felt  his  kneee  too  wefk. 
And  stood  below,  unhappy,  laying  hands 
Upon  the  strong,  ascending  gbriously 
The  steps  of  honour,  bent  to  draw  them  back. 
Involving  oft  the  brightness  of  their  path, 
In  mists,  his  breath  had  raiied.    Whene'er  he 

heard, 
As  oft  be  did,  of  joy  and  happiness, 
And  great  prosperity,  and  rising  worth, 
Twaa  like  a  wave  of  wonAwood  o'er  his  soul 
Rolling  its  bitterness.    His  joy  was  wo, 
The  wo  of  4Hher«.    Wheoi,  from  wealth  to  want,. 
11 


From  praises  to  reproach,  from  peace  to  strife, 
From  mirth  to  tears,  he  saw  a  brother  fall. 
Of  VirtQe  make  a  slip, — his  dreams  were  sweet 
But  chief  with  Slander,  daughter  of  his  own, 
He  took  unhalbwed  pleasure.    When  shetalked| 
And  with  her.  filthy  lips  defiled  the  best, 
His  ear  drew  near ;  with  wide  attention  gaped 
His  mouth ;  his  eye,  well  pleased,  as  eager  gazed 
As  glutton,  when  the  dish  he  most  desired 
Was  placed  before  him ;  and  a  hoirid  mirth, 
At  intervals,  with  laughter  shook  his  sides# 
The  critic  too,  who,  for  a  bit  of  bread, 
In  book  that  fell  aside  before  the  ink 
Was  dry,  poured  forth  excessive  nonsense,  gave 
Him  much  delight  The  critics,— seme,  but  few,^ 
Were  worthy  men,  and  earned  renbwn  which  had 
Immortal  roots ;  but  most  were  weak  and  vile. 
And,  ^as  a  cloudy  swarm  of  summer  flies, 
With  angqjT  hum^and  slender  lance,  beset    • 
The  sides  of  some  huge  animal ;  so  did 
They  buzz  about  the  illustrious  man,  and  fain, 
With  his  inunortal  honour,  down  the  stream 
Of  fame  would  have  descended ;  but,  alas ! 
The  hand  of  Time  drove  them  away.  They  weroi 
Indeed,  a  simple  race  of  men,  who  had 
One  only  art,  which  taught  them  still  to  say, 
Whatever  was  done  might  have  been  better  done; 
And  with  this  art,^  not  ill  to  learn,  they  nAde 
A  shift  to  live.    But,  sometimes  ioo,  beneath 
The  dust  they  raised,  was  worth  a  while  obscured; 
And  then  did  Envy  prophesy  and  laugh. 
O  Envy!  hide  thy  bosom,  hide  it  deep.' 
A    thousand   snakes,    with    black,   ^venomsd 

months^ 
Nest  there,  end  hiss,  and  feed  through  all  thj 
heart. — 

Such  one  I  saw,  here  interposing,  said 
The  new  arrived,  in  that  dark  den  of  shame, 
Whom  who  hath  seen  shall  never  wish  to  see 
Again.    Before  him,  in  the  infernal  gloom, 
That  omnipresent  shape  of  Virtue  stood 
On  which  he  ever  threw  his  eye;  and,  like 
A  cinder  that  had  life  and  feeling,  seemed 
His  face,  withjnward  pining,  to  be  what 
He  could  not  be.    As  being  that  had  burned 
Continually,  in  slow-consuming  fire, — 
Half  an  eterrtity,  and  was  to  burn 
For  evermore,  be  looked.    Oht  sight  to  be 
Forgotten!  thought  too  horrible  to  think ! 

But  say,  believing  in-such  wo  to  come^ 
Such  dreadful  certainty  of  endless  pain, 
Could  beings  of  forecasdng  mould,  as  thou 
Entitlest  men,  deliberately  walk  on, 
Unscared,  and  overleap  their  own  belief 
Into  the  lake  of  ever-burning  firel 

Thy  tone  of  asking  seems  to  make  reply. 
And  rightly  seems :  They  did  not  so  believe. 
Not  one  of  all  thou  sawst  lament  and  wail 
In  Tophet,  perfectly  bdieved  the  wosd 


^ 
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Of  God,  ebe  none  tiad  thither  gone.    Absurd, 
To  think  that  beingft,  made  with  leason,  formed 
To  calculate,  compare,  choose,  and  reject, 
By  nature  Uuight,  and  self,  and  eyerj  seiise^ 
To  choose  the  good,  and  pass  the  evH  by, 
Could,  with  full  credence  of  a  time  to  come,. 
When  all  the  wicked  should  be  really  damned, 
And  cast  beyond  the  sphere  of  light  and  love, 
Have  persevered  in  sin  J  Too  Ibolish  this 
For  foUy  in  its  prime.    Can  aught  that  thinks 
And  wills  choose  certain  evil,  and  reject 
Good,  in  his  heart  believing  he  does  so  1 
Could  man  choose  pain,  instead  of  endless  joy« 
Mad  suppontion,  though  maintained  by  B06ie 
Of  honest  mind.    Behold  a  tnan  condemned ! 
Either  he  ne'er  inquired,  land  therefore  be 
Could  not  believe ;  or,  else,  he  carelessly 
Inquired,  and  something  other  than  the  word 
Of  God  received  into  his  cheated  faith ; 
•  And  therefore  he  did  not  believe,  but  down 
To  hell  descended,  leaning  on  a  lie.     * 

Faith  was  bewildered  much  by  men  who  meant 
To  make  it  dear,  so  simple  in  itself 
A  thought  so  rudimental  and  so  plain. 
That  none  by  comihent  could  it  plainer  make. 
All  faith  was  one.    In  otject,  not  in  kind, 
The  diaerence  lay.    The  faith  that  saved  a  soul, . 
And  thai  which  in  thfe  common  truth  believed, 
In  essence,  were  the  same.    Hear,  then,  what 

faith, 
True,  Christian  faith,  which  birooght  salvation, 

was: 
Belief  in  all  that  Grod  revealed  to  men  ^ 
Observe,  in  all  that  God  revealed  t6  men, 
In  all  he  promised,.  thresJtened,  commanded,  said, 
Without  exception,  and  without  a  doubt. 
Who  thus  believed,  bang  by  the  Spirit  touched, 
As  naturally  the  ftuits  of  faith  produced, 
Truth,  temperance,  meekness,  holiness,  and  love, 
As  human  eye  from  darkness  sought  the  light 
How  could  he  elsel  If  he,  who  had  firm  ftith 
The  morrow's  sun  should  rise,  ordered  afiairs 
Accordingly;  if  he,  who  had  firm  faith 
That  spring,  and  summer,^and  autumnal  days, 
Should  pass  away,  and  wirier  really  oome,- 
Prepared  accordingly;  if  he,  who  saw 
A  bolt  of  death  approaching,  turned  aside 
And  let  it  pass; — as  surely  did  the  man. 
Who  verily  believed  the  word  of  God, 
Though  erring  whiles,  its  general  laws  obey, 
Turn  back  from  hell,  and  take  the  way  to  heaven. 

That  faith  was  necessary,  some  alleged, 
Unreined  and  uncontrollable  by  will. 
Invention  savouring  much  of  hell !  Indeed, 
It  was  the  master-stroke  of  wickedness, 
Last  efibrt  of  Abaddon's  council  dark, 
To  make  man  think  himself «  slave  to  fate, 
And,  worst  of  all,  a  slave  to  fate  in  faith. 
For  thus  'twas  reasoned  then:  From  fiuth  «lotie, 


And  from  o{muon,  springs  all  action;  ] 

If  fiuth's  compelled,  so  is  all  action  too : 

But  deeds  compelled  are  not  account&Ue ; 

So  man  isnot  amenable  to  God. 

Arg:uing«  that   brought   sodi  moDstntti    In^ 

though  good 
It  seemed,  must  have  been  false.    Moot  fite  i 

was, 
And  by  the  book  of  God  «ondemned^  throaglioii. 
We  fireely  own,  that  troth,  when  sol  befoiv 
The  mind,  with  perfect  evidence,  compelled 
Belief;  but  error  lacked  such  witness,  stiU : 
And  none  who  now  l&ment  in  moral  rngfal. 
The  word  of  God  refused  on  evidence 
That  might  not  have  been  set  aside  as  &]■& 
To  reason,  try,  dfoose,  and  reject,  was  firee. 
Hefnoe  God,  hj  faith,  acquitted,  or  oondemiied; 
Hence  righteous  men,  with  liberty  of  will. 
Believed ;  and  hence  thou  sawst  m  Erebis 
The  wicked,  who  as^fireely  disbelieved 
What  else  bad  led  them  to  the  land  of  life. 


BOOK  IX. 

Fairiut  of  those  that  left  the  calm  of  heaw^ 

And  ventnied  dovm  to  man,  with  words  of  | 

Daughter  of  Grraee  I  known  by  whatever  nam^ 

Religion,  Virtue,  Piety,  or  Love 

Of  Holiness,  the  day  of  tiiy  revraid 

Was  come:    Ah!  thou  wsat  bng  dnspiswl,  dB»> 

I^ised 
By  those  thoa  wooodst  fimn  death  to  endless  fik 
Modest  and  meek,4n  garments  white  a»  those 
That  seraphs  wear,  and  countenance  as  mfld 
As  Mercy  kwking  on  Repentance'  tew; 
With  eye  of  puiky,  now  darted  up 
To  God'sMemal  throne,  now  -httoibly  bait 
Upon  thyself  and,  weeping  down  thy  ehfeei^ 
That  glowed  trith  univeiMd  kyve  tmmefiBe, 
A  tear,  piue  as  the  dews  that  fiill  in  heawn; 
In  thy  left  haind,  the  olive  branch,  and  in 
Thy  right,  the  crown  of  immortalky ; — 
With  noiseless  fi)ot,  thou  waOLsdst  the  ▼»]»    ,' 

earth. 
Beseeching  men,  firom  age  to  ago,  to  turn 
From  niter  death,  to  turn^fiom  wo  toblisa  ; 
Beseeching  evermore,  and  evermote 
Despised — ^not  evermore  despised,  not  now^ 
Not  at  the  day  of  doom ;  most  k>vely  then. 
Most  honourable,  thou  a];^ared,  and  most 
To  be  desired.    The  guilty  heard  the  sonf 
Of  thy  redeemed,  how  loud!  and  saw  thy  isco 
How  fair!  Alas!  it  was  too  late!  the  hour 
Of  making  friends  was  passed,  thy  fav6or  thsia 
Might  not  be  sought ;  but  rvcolleetion,  sad 
And  accurate,  as  miser  counting  o'er 
And  o'er  again  the  iom  he  must  lay  out^ 
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^isdnctly  in  the  wicked's  ea:^  reheaned 

Ach  oppoHunity  despised  and  lost, 

^bile  on  them  gleamed  thy  holy  look,  that  like 

L  Gery  torteni  wept  into  their  souls. 

*luB  day  of  thy  reward^  was  come,  the  day 

^  great  remuneration  to  thy  friends. 

*o  thoae,  known  by  whatever  name^  who  songfal, 

a  evaiy  .place,  ia  every  time,  to  do 

Fnleigxiedly  iheir  Maker's  will,  revealed, 

>r  gathered  else  firom  nature?*  school ;  well  pleased 

yitb.  GKmI's  applause  alone,  that,  like  a  stream 

>f  sweetest  melody,  at  still  of  night 

Sy  wanderer  heard,  in  their  most  secret  ear 

5*or  ever  whiqpeied,  Feaee;  and,  as  a  string 

y£  kindred  tone  awoke,  their  inmost  soul 

iesponsiye  answered.  Peace ;  inquiring  still 

&.nd  aeavphing,  night  and  day,  to  know  th«r  duty 

Wlien  known,  with  undisputing  trust,  with  love 

DnqnenchaMe,  with  seal,  by  reason's  lamp 

[nflamed, — ^performing ;  and  to  Him,  by  whose 

E^rofoand,  all-cakulating  akil>  alone, 

ftesttlts— results  qven  of  the  slightest  act. 

An  iuUy  grasped,  with.unsuspicions  &itii|. 

All  consequences  leavipg ;  to  abound,    - 

Or  want,  alike  prepaied^  who  knew  to  be 

Exalted  how,  and  how  to  be  abased ; 

How  best  to  live,  and  how  to  die.  when  asked. 

Their  prayers  sincere,  their  alms  in  secret  done, 

Their  fightings  with,  themselves,  their  abstinence 

From  pleasure,  though  by  mortal  eye  unseen, 

Their  hearts  of  resignation  to  the  will 

Of  Heaven,  their  patient  bearing  of  reproach 

And  shame,  their  parity,  and  faitli,  and  hope,— <• 

Thou  didst  remember,  and  in  AiU  repaid. 

J^o  bankrupt  thoo,  whaat  the  bargained  hour 

Of  payment  due,  sent  to  his  creditors 

A  uib  of  losses  and  misfthsuces,  long. 

Ensured  by  Qod  himself,  and  from  the  stores 

And  treasures  of  his  wealth,  at  will  supplied, — 

ReUgion,  thou  alone,  of  all  that  men, 

On  earth,  gtLve  credit,  to  be  reimbursed 

On  the  other  side  the  grave,  didst  keep  thy  word, 

Thy  day,  and  all  thy  promises  fulfilled.'. 

As  in  the  mind,  rich  with  unborrowed  wealth, 
Where  multitudes  of  thoughts  for  utterance  strive. 
And  all  so  lair,  that  each  seems  worthy  first 
To  enter  on  the  tongue,  and  firom  the  lips 
Have  passage  fiirth, — selection  hesitates 
Perplexed,  and  loses  time,  anxious,  since  all 
Cannot  be  taken,  to  take  the  best ;  and  yet 
Afindd,iest  what  hei  left  be  worthier  still ; 
And  grieving  much,  where  all  so  goodly  look, 
To  leave  rejected  one,  or  in  the  rear 
Let  any  be  obscured :  so  dSd  the  bard. 
Though  not  unskilled,  as  on  that  multitude 
Of  men  who  once  awoke  to  judgme^,  he 
Threw  back  refieetion,  hesitating  pause. 
For  as  his  harp,  in  ^>ne  severe,  had  sung 
What  figure  the  most  fiunous  sinners  mlule, 


When  from  the  grave  they  roee  unmasked ;  so  did 
He  wish  to  character  the  good ;  but  yyt. 
Among  so  many,  glorious  all,-  all  worth 
Immortal  fame,  with  whom  begin,  with  whom 
To  end,  was  difiicult  to  choose ;  and  long 
His  auditors,  upon  the  tiptoe  raised 
Of  expectation,  nugbt  have  kept,  had  not 
His  eye— fi>r  so  it  is  in  heaven,  that  what 
Is  needed  always  is  at  hand— beheld. 
That  moment,  on  a  mountain  near  Uie  throne 
Of  God,  the  most  renowned  of  the  redeemed, 
Rejoicing:  nor  who  first,  who  most  to  praise, 
Debated  more ;  but  thus,  with  sweeter  note. 
Well  pleased  to  sing,  with  highest  eulogy, 
And  first,  whom  God  applauded  most, — ^began. 
With  patient  ear,  thou  now  hast  heard, — though 
whiles,    . 
Aside  digressing,  ancient  feeling  turned 
My  lyre,-r»hat  shame  the  wicked  had,  that  day, 
What  wailing,  what  remorse ;  so  hear,  in  brief, 
How  bold  the  righteous  stood,  the  men  redeemed 
How  fidr  in  virtus,  and  in  hope  how  glad ! 
And  first  among  the  holy  shone,  as  best 
Became,  the  faithful  minister  of  God, 
•  See  where  he  walks  on  yonder  mount  that  HAs 
Its  sumn^t  high,  on  the  right  hand  of  bliss, 
Sublime  in  glory,  talking  with  his  peers 
Of  the  incarnate  Saviour's  love,  and  passed 
AfiUction  lost  in  present  joy  I  See  how' 
His  fiice  with  heavenly  ardour  glows,  and  how 
His  hand,  enraptured,  strikes  the  golden  lyre  I 
As  now,  conversing  of  the  Lamb,  once  slain. 
He  speaks;  and  now,  from  vines  that  never  hear 
Of  winter,  but  in  monthly  harvest  yield 
Their  fruit  abundantly,  he  plucks  the  grapes 
Of  life !  But  'what  he  was  on  earth  it  most 
Behoves  to  say.    Elect  by  Got}  himself. 
Anointed  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  set 
Apart  to  the  great  work  of  saving  men ; 
Instructed  fully  in  the  will  divine, 
Supplied  with  grace  in  store,  as  need  might  ask 
And  with  the  stamp  and  signature  of  heaven. 
Truth,  mercy,  patience,  holiness,  and  love. 
Accredited ; — he  was  a  man,  by  God, 
The  Lord,  Qommissioned  to  make  known  to  men 
1^  eternal  counsels ;  in  his  Master's  name. 
To  treat  with  them  of  everlasting  things. 
Of  hfe,  death,  bliss,  and  wo ;  to  offer  terms 
Of  pardon,  grace,  and  peace,  to  the  rebelled; 
To  teach  the  ignorant  soul,  to  cheer  the  sad ; 
To  land,  to  loose,  with  all  authority ; 
To  give  the  feeble  strength,  the  hopeless  hope^ 
To  help  the  halting,  and  to  lead  the^lind; 
To  warn  the  careless,  heal  the  ack  of  heait 
Arouse  the  indolent,  and  on  the  proud 
And  obstinate  offender  to  denounce 
The  wrath  of  God.    All  other  men,  what  i 
Soe'^r  they  bore,  whatever  office  held, 
It  Uwful  held,— the  noagistrate  supreme, 
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Or  else  subordinate,  were  choeen  by  bien, 
Th^ir  fellows,'  and  from  men  derived  their  power, 
And  wera  accountable,  for  all  they  did, 
To  men ;  but  he,  alone,  his  office  held 
Immediat^y  irom  Ood,  from  God  received 
Authority,  and  was  to  none  bat  Gk)d 
Amenable.    The  elders  of  the  church, 
Indeed;  upon  him  laid  their  hands,  and  set 
Him  visibly  apart  to  preach  the  word 
Of  lifb ;  but  this  was  merely  outwitrd^rite  - 
And  decent  ceremouial,  performed 
On  all  alike ;  and  oft,  as  thou  hast  heard, 
Performed  on  those  Grod  never  sent;  his  call, 
'  His  consecration,  his  anointing,  all 
Were  inward,  in  the  dbnsoience  heard  and  felt 
Thus,  by  Jehovah  chosen,  and  ordained 
To  take  into  his  charge  the  souls  of  men. 
And  for  his  trust  to  answer  at  the  day 
Of  judgment,-s-great  plenipotent  of  heaven, 
And  representative  of  God  on  earth, — 
Fearless  of  men  and  devils ;  unabashed 
By  sin  enthroned,  or  mockery  of  a  prince, 
TJnawed  by  armed  legions,  unreduced 
By  offered  bribes,  burning  with  love  to  souls 
Unquenchable,  and  mindful  still  of  his 
Great  charge  and  vast  responsibility ; — 
High  in  the  temple  oi  th^  living  God, 
He  stood  amidst  the  people,  and  declared 
Aloud  the  truth,  the  whole  revealed  truth, 
Ready  to  seal  it  with  his  blood.    Divine 
Resemblance  most  complete !  with  mercy  now . 
And  love,  his  face,  illumed,  shone  gloriously; 
And  firowning  now  Indignantly,  it  seemed  ' 
As  if  offended  Justice,  from  his  eye, 
Streamed  forth  vindictive  wrath  1    Men   heard, 

alarmed. 
The  undrcumciaed  infidel  believed ; 
Light-thoughted  Mirth  grew  serious,  and  wept; 
The  laugh  profane  sunk  in  a  sigh  of  deep 
Repentance,  the  blasphemer,  kneeling,  prayed, 
And,  prostrate  in  the  dust,  for  merey  called; 
And  cursed,  old,  forsaken  sinners  gnashed 
Their  teeth,  as  if  their  hour  had  been  arrived. 
Such  was  his  calling,  his  commission  such. 
Yet  he  was  humble,  kind,  forgiving,  meek, 
Easy  to  be  entreated,  gracious,  mild ; 
And,  with  all  patience  and  affection,  tAught, 
Rebuked,  persuaded,  solaced,  counselled,  warned, 
In  fervent  style  and  manner.    Needy,  poor, 
And  dying  men,  like  music,  heard  his  feet 
Approach  their  beds ;  and  guilty  wretches  took 
New  hope,  and  in  his  prayers  wept  and  smiled, 
And  blessed  him,  as  they  died  forgiven ;  and  all 
Saw  in  his  face  contentment,  in  his  life, 
The  path  to  glory  and  perpetual  joy. 
Deep-learned  in  the  philosophy  of  heaven. 
He  searched  the  causes  out  of  good  and  ill, 
Pioioundly  calculating  their  effects 
J'ar  past  Uie  bounds  of  Time ;  and  balancing, 


In  the  arithmetic  of  futon  things, 
The  loss  and  protk  of  the  soul  to  ai0 
Eternity.    A  skUfid  woritman  he 
In  God's  great  moral  vineyard :  what  to  pmiis 
What  caotiotis  hand  he  knew,  what  to  apirool; 
What  were  mere  weeds,  and  what  eefestlal  plaBii 
Which  had  unftufing  vigour  in  them,  knew;- 
Nor  knew  alone,  but  watched  them  night  and  da^ 
And  reared  and  nourished  them,  till  fit  to  be 
Transplanted  to  the  Paradise  above. 
Ob!  who  can  speak  his  praise!  great,  fannib^ 
man! 
He  in  the  current  of  destruction  stood 
A,nd  warned  Uie  feinner  of  his  wo;  led  on 
Lnmanuers  members  in  the  evil  day ;    ^ 
And,  with  the  everlasting  arms  embraced 
EUmself  around,  stood  in  the  dreadful  front 
X)f  battle,  high,  and  waiired  victorioualj 
With  dmtfa  and  hdl.    And  now  was  omna  U 

His  triumph  day.    Illustrious  like  a  son. 
In  that  assembly,  her,  shining  firom  far. 
Most  excellent  m  glory,  stood  assaied, 
Waiting  the  promised  crown,  the  promiMd  1 
Theweloohie  and  approval  of  his  Loid. 
Nor  one  alone,  but  many — prophets,  \ 
Apostles,  great  reformers,  aU  that  served 
Messiah  fidthfiilly,  like  stars  appeared 
Of  fairest  beam;  and  round  them  gathered,  dad 
In  white,  the  vouchers  of  their  ministry — 
The  fiock  their  care  had  nourished,  fed,  uid  i 

Nor  yet  in  common  glory  blazing,  stood 
The  true  philosopher,  decided  firiend 
Of  truth  and  man.    Determiiied  foe  of  all 
Decep^n,  calm,  collected,  patient,  wise, 
And  humble,  undteeived  by  outward  shape 
Of  things,  by  fashion's  revelry  unchanned, 
By  honour  unbewitched, — ^he  left  the  chase 
Of  canity,  and  all  the  qnackeries 
Of  life,  to  fools  and  heroes,  or  whoe'er 
Desired  them;  and  with  reason,  much  < 
Traduced,  yet  heavenly  reason,  to  the  i 
Retired — ^reti|red,  but  not  to  dream)  or  build 
Of  ghostly  foncies,  seen  in  the  deep  noon 
Of  sleep,  ill-balanced  theories;  retired, 
But  did  not  leave  mankind ;  in  pity,  not 
In  wrath,  retired;  and  still,  though  distant,  kept 
His  eye  on  men;  at  proper  angle  took 
^iB  stand  to  see  them  better,  and,  beyond 
The  clamour  which  the  bells  of  foUy  made, 
That  most  had  hung  about  them,  to  oonsoit 
With  nature,  how  their  madness  might  be  eand^ 
And  how  their  trqe  substantial  comforts  raiglil 
Be  multiplied.    fi«ligiou8  man  1  what  God 
By  prophets^  priests,  evangelists,  revealed 
Of  sacred  truth,  he  thankfully  received. 
And,  by  its  light  directed,  went  in  search 
Of  more.    Before  him,  darkness  fled ;  and  all 
The  goblin  tribe,  that  hnng  upon  the  bnasti 
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Of  Night,  and  haanted  stUI  the.moral'gloQin. 
With  shapeleM  forma,  and  blaej  infernal  lights, 
And  indistinct,  and  deviliBh  whiiperingB, 
That  the  miaeducated  fancies  vexed 
Of  rapemtidouf  men, — at  his  approach, 
Dispened,  invisible.    Where'er  he  went,     • 
This  lesson  stiil  he  Uught,  To  fear  no  ill 
But  sin,  no  being  but  Almighty  Ood. 
AH-comprehending  sage  I  too  hajd  alone 
For  him  was  man's  salvation ;  all  bebides, 
Of  use  or  comfort,  thai  dwtinction  mac^e 
Between  the  desperate  savage,  soarcel j  raised 
Above  the  beast  whosb  flesh  he  ate,  undressed, 
And  the  most  polished  of  the  human  race,      - 
Was  product  of  his  persevering  seaich.  *■ 

Religbn  owed- him  mileh,  as  from  the  false 
She  sv^red  much ;  for  still  his  main  design, 
In  all  his  contemplations,  was  to  trace 
The  wisdom,  providence,  and  l6ve  of  Gh)d, 
And  to  his  feUows,  less  observant,  show 
Them  focth.    From  prej  adjoe  redeemed,  with  aU 
Hkpassbos  still,  above  the  common  world, 
Snbhme  in  reason  and  in  aim  sublime. 
He  sat,  and  oh  the  marvellous  works  of  Qod 
Sedately  thought;  now  glancing  up  his  eye,  - 
Intelligent,  through  aU  the  starry  dance. 
And  penetrating  now  the  deep  remote  » 
Of  central  causes  in  the  womb  opaque 
Of  matter  hid;  now  with  inspection  nice, 
Entering  the.  mystic  labyrinths  of  the  mind, 
Where  thoqght,  of  notice  ever  shy,  behind 
Thought,  disappearing, still  retired;  and  still, 
Thou^t  meeting  thought,  and  thongl^t  tiwaken- 

ing  thought, 
And  mingling  still  vnth  thought  in  endless  maze, — 
Bewildered  observation;  now,  with  eye 
Yet  nuHe  severely  purged,  looking  far  down 
Intoithe  heart,  where  passion  wove  a  web 
Of  thousand  thousand  threads,  in  grain  and  hue 
AJl  different;  then,  upward  venturing  whiles. 
But  reverently,  and  In  his  hand,  the  light 
Revealed,  near  the  eternal  Throne,  he  gaud. 
Philosophizing'  less  than  wonhipping. 
Most  truly  great!  his  bitellectuaJ  strength 
And  knowledge  vast;  to  men  of  leaser  mind. 
Seemed  infinite ;  ycA,  from  his  high  punuits. 
And  reasoningB  most  profound,  he  still  returned 
Heme,  with  an  humbler  and  a  warmer  heart: 
And  none  so  lowly  bowed  before  his  Qod, 
Ae  none  so  well  His  awful  majesty  y 

And  goodness  comprehended ;  or  so  well 
His  own  dependency  and  weakness  knew. 
How  glorious  novK,  with  vision  purified 
At  the  Essential  Truth,  entirely  free 
From  error,  he,  investigating  sdH, — 
For  knowledge  is  not  found,  unsought,  in  hea- 
ven,— 
From  world  to  v^orld,  at  pleasure,  roves,  on  wing 
Of  golden  ray  upborne ;  or,  at  the  feet 
!!• 


Of  heaven's  most  ancient  sages,  sitting,  bean 
New  wonderaof  the  wondrous  works  of  God  1 

lUuetrbus  too,  that  morning,;  stood  the  man 
Exalted  by  the  people,  to  the  throne 
Of  government,  estabUi^ed  on  the  base 
Of  justice,  liberty,  and  equal  right; 
Who,  in  his  ooi^ntenance  sublime^  expressed 
A  nation's  majesty,  and  yet  was  meek 
And  humble }  and  in  royal  palace  gave 
Example  *o  the  meanest,  (^  the  feti 
Of  God,  and  all  integrity  of^life       * 
And  mannen;  who,  august,  yet  lowly;  whe, 
Severe,  yet  gracious ;  in  his  very  heart, 
Detesting  all  oppreasion,  all  intent 
Of  private  aggrandizement;  and,  the  fint 
In  every  public  duty,  held  the  scales 
Of  justice,  and  as  the  law,  whkh  reigned  in  him, 
Coomianded,  gave  rewards;  or,  with  the  edge 
Vindictive,  smote,  now  light,  now  heavily, 
Aocor  Jlng  to  the  stature  of  the  crime. 
Conspicuous  like  an  oak  of  healthiest  bough, 
Deep-rooted  in  his  country's  love,  he  stood, 
And  gave  his  hand  to  Yirtoe,  helping  up 
The  honest  man  to  honour  arid  renown; 
And,  with  the  look  which  goodness  wean  in  wratli 
Withering  the  vbry  blood  of  Knavery, 
And  from  his  preaenoe  driving  far,  ashamed. 

Nor  less  remar^ble,  among  the  blessed, 
Appeared  the  man,  who,  in  the  senate-house 
Watfhfui,  unhired,  unbribed,  and  uncoiiupt, 
And  party  x>nly  t6  the  common  weal, 
In  virtue's  awfbl  age,  pleaded  for  right, 
With  truth.so  clear,  with  afgument  so  strong, 
With  actbn  so  sincere,  and  tone  so  loud    . 
And  deep,  as  made  the  despot  quake  behind 
His  adamantine  gates,  and  every  joint, 
In  terror,  smite  his  fellow-joint  relaxed ; 
Or,  marehing  to  the  field,  in  burnished  steel, 
While,  frowning  on  his  brow,  tremendous  hung 
The  wrath  of  a  whole  people,  bug  provoked, — 
Mustered  the  stormy  wings  of  war,  in  day 
Of  dreadful  deeds ;  and  led  the  battle  on, 
When  Liberty,  swift  as  the  fires  of  heaven, 
In  fury  recfe,  with  all  her  hosts,  and  threw 
The  tyrant  down,  and  drove  invasion  back. 
JDustrious  he— illustrious  all  appeared. 
Who  ruled  supreme  in  righteousness;  or  held 
Inferior  phee,  in  steadfast  rectitude 
Of  «ouL    Peculiariy  severe  had  been 
The  nurture  of  their  youth,  their  knowledge  great, 
Great  Was  their  wisdom,  great  their  oares,  and 

great 

Their  sslf-denial,  and  their  service  done 
To  God  and  man ;  and  great  was  their  reward, 
At  hand,  proportioned  to  their  worthy  deeds. 

Breathe  all:  thy  minstrelsy,  immortal  Harp  1 
Breathe  nnmhera  warm  with  love,whUe  I  rehearse-  • 
Delighted  theme,  resembling  most  the  songs 
Whkbjday  and  n]ght,are  song  befi>re  the  Lattbl  . 
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Thy  pnilfle,  O  Cbarity !  thy  Ukhonra  most 

Pivine )  thy  sympathy  with  sighs,  and  tears, 

And  git)an»;  thy  great,  thy  god-like  wish,  to  heal 

An  misery,  all  fortune's  wounds,  and  make    • 

The  soul  of  every  living  thing  rejoice. 

O  thou  wast  needed  much  in  days  of  Time! 

No  virtue,  half  so  much  I — ^Nons  half  so  fur !    - 

To  all  the  rest,  however  fine,  thou  gavest 

A  finishing  and  polish,  without  whieh 

No  man  e'er  entered  heaven:    Let  me  record 

His  praise,  the  man  of  great  benevolence, 

Who  pressed  tliee  dosely  to  his  gk>wing  heart, 

And  to  thy  gentle  bidding  made  hit  feet 

Swift  minister.    Of  all  mankind,  his  soul 

Was  most  in  harmony  with  heaven :  as  one 

Sde  &mily  of  brothers,  sisters.  Mends, 

One  in  iheir  origin,  one  in  their  rights 

To  all  the  common  gifts  of  providence, 

And  in  their  hopes,  their  joys,  and  sorrows  one^ 

He  viewed  the  universal  human  race. 

He  needed  not  a  law  of  state,  to  fi>f€e 

Grudging  submission  te  the  law  of  God. 

The  law  of  love  was  in  his  heart,  alive; 

What  he  possessed,  he  counted  not  his  own ; 

But,  like  a  faithftil  steward  in  a  house 

Of  public  alms,  what  freely  he  received  , 

He  freely  gave,  distributing  to  all 

The  helpless  the  last  mite  beyond  his  own 

l^emperate  support,  and  reckoning  still  the  gift 

But  justice  due  to  want ;  and  so  it  was. 

Although  the  worid,  with  compliment  not  ill 

Applied,  adorned  it  vrith  a  fiiirer  name. 

Nor  did  he  wait  till  to  his  door  the  voice 

Of  supplication  came,  but  went  abroad, 

With  foot  as  silent  as  the  starry  dews, 

In  search  of  misery  that  pined  unseen. 

And  would  not  ask.  And  who  can  tell  what  sights 

He  saw!  what  groans  he  heard,  in  that  cold  world 

Below!  where  Sin,  in  league  vrith  gloomy  Death, 

Maarched  daily  through  the  length  and  breadth  of 

an 

The  Wd,  wasting  at  vriH,  and  making  earth, 
Fair  earth!  a  lazai^r^use,  a  dungeon  dark, 
Where  Disappointment  fed  on  mined  Hope, 
Where  Guilt,  worn  out,  leaned  on  the  triple  edge 
Of  want,  remorse,  despair;  where  Cruelty 
Reached  finth  a  cup  of  wormwood  to  the  lips 
Of  Sorrow,  that  to  deeper  Sorrow  wailed  j 
Where  Mockery,  and  Disease,  and  Poverty, 
Met  miserable  Age,  erewhile  sore  bent 
With  his  own  burden ;  where  the  arrowy  winds 
Of  winter  pierced  the  naked  orphan  babe. 
And  chilled  the  mother's  heart,  who  had  no  home; 
And  where,  alas !  in  mid-time  of  his  day. 
The  honest  rrian,  robbed  by  some  villain's  hand, 
Or  with  long  fflckness  pale,  and  paler  yet 
With  want  and  huhger,  oft  drank  bitter  draughts 
Of  his  own  tears,  and  had  no  bread  to  eat 
Ob !  who  can  teU  what  sights  h»  saw,  what  shapes 


Of  wretchedness!  or  who  describe  what  i 

Of  gratitude  illumined  the  fiu»  of  wo, 

While  from  hi$  hand  he  gave  the  bounty  iSnth! 

As  when  the  Sun,  to  Cancer  wheeling  back. 

Returned  from  Capricorn,  and  showed  the  nortk, 

That  long  had  lain  in  cold  and  cheeriesB  night, 

His  beamy  countenance;  all  nature  then 

Rejoiced  together  glad ;  the  flower  looked  up 

And  smiled;  the  forest,  from  his  locka,  shook  off 

^he  hoary  IVosts,  and  clapped  his  hands;  the  hiids 

Awoke,  and,  singing,  rosft  to  meet  the  day; 

And  JTrom  his  hoUow  den,  whese  many  monthi 

He  slumbered  sad  in  darkneaSr  blithe  and  light 

Of  heart  ^te  savage  sprung,  and  saw  again 

His  mountains  shine,  and  with  new  aooga  of  low 

Allured  the  virgin's  ear:  so  did  the  house, 

The  piison-house  of  guilt,  and  all  the  abodes 

Of  unprovided  helplessness,  revive, 

As  on  them  looked  the  sunny  niessenger 

Of  Charity.    By  angels  (ended  still. 

That  marked  his  deeds,  and  vrxote  them  in  ths 

book 
Of  Grod's  rememfanoioe ;  careless  he  to  be 
Observed  of  men,  or  have  each  mite  bcefeowed 
Recorded  punctual^,  with  name  and  place. 
In  every  bili  of  news.    Pleased  to  do  good. 
He  gave,  and  sought  no  more,  nor  questioned  mnehi 
Nor  reasoned,  who  deserved ;  for  well  he  knew 
The  face  of  need.    Ah  me!  who  could  nuetakcl 
The  shame  to  ask,  the  want  that  urged  within. 
Composed  a  lopk  so  perfectly  distinct 
From  all  else  human,  and.  withal  so  fiiU 
Of  misery,  that  nQne-eould  pass,  untouched. 
And  be  a -Christian,  or  thereafter  daim. 
In  any  form,  the  name  or  rights  of  man, 
Or,  at  the  day  of  judgment,  lift  his  ej9 ; 
While  he,  in  name  of  Chiipt,  who  gave  the  poor 
A  cup  of  water,  or  a  bit  of  bread. 
Impatient  fbir  ^  advent,  widting  stood, 
Glowing  in  robes  of  love  and  holiness, 
Heaven's  fairest  dress !  and  rouod  him  ranged,  m 

white, 

A  thousand  witnesses^apptered,  piepaxed 
To  tell  his  gracious  deeds  before  the  Throne. 

Nor  unienowned  among  the  most  renowned. 
Nor  'mong  the  fidrest  unadmired,  that  mom. 
When  highest  fame  was  proof  of  highest  worth. 
Distinguished  stood  the  bard :  not  he,  who  aoU 
The  incommunklLble,  heavenly  gift, 
To  Felly,  and  with  lyre  of  perfect  tone. 
Prepared  by  God '  himself,  fiir  holirat  pr^See, — 
VUest  of  traitors!  most  dishonest  man ! — 
Sat  by  the  door  of  Ruin,  and  made  there 
A  melody  so  sweet,  and  in  the  mouth 
Of  drunkenness  and  debauch,^tliat  else  had  croaked 
In  natural  discordance  jarring  harsh, 
Put  so  divine  a  song,  that  many  turned 
Aside,  and  entered  in  undone,  and  thought 
Meanwhile,  it  was  the  gate  of  hetiven,  oo  like 
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Ln  aiagd's  ▼oioe  the  music  seemed ;  nor  he, 
^Tho,  ivhining  grieTously  of  tiamsel  coy, ' ' 
>T  blaming  fortune,  that  would  nothing  give 
Tor  d<Miig  nought,  in  indolent  lament 
Jnprofitable,  passed  his  piteous  days, 
taking  himself  the  heio  of  his  tale, 
L)e«ei'  ving  ill  the  poet's  name :  but  h^ 
The  bard,  by  God's  own  hand  anointed,  who, 
Fo  Virtue's  all-delighting  harmony, . 
Sla  numbers  tuned :  who,  from  the  fount  of  truth. 
Poured  melody,  and  beauty  poured,  and  love, 
Ln  holj  stream,  into  the  human  heart ; 
A.iid,  from  the  height  of  lofty  argument. 
Who  "justified  the  ways  of  God  tb  man," 
AlhQ  Vang  what  still  he  sings,  approved,  in  heaven; 
Though  now  with  bolder  note,  above  the  damp 
Teireatrial,  which  the  pure  celestial  fire 
Cooled;  and  restrained  in  pait  his  flaming  wing. 

Philosophy  was  deemed  of  deeper  thought, 
And  judgment  mofe  severe,  than  Poetry ; 
To  lable,  die,  and  fimcy,  mors  inclined. 
And  yet,  if  Fancy,  as  was  understood, 
Was  of  creative  nature,  or  of  povrer. 
With  sel^wronght  stuff,  to  build  a  fabric  up, 
To  naortal  vision  wonderful  and  strange, 
FhUoeopfay,  the  theoretic,  claimed, 
Undonhtedly,  the  first  and  highest  place 
In  Fancy's  favour.    Her  material  souls, 
Her  chance,  her  atoms  shaped  alike,  her  white 
Proved  black,  her  vmversal  nothing,  all ;     - 
And  all'  her  wondrous  systems,  how  the  mind 
With  matter  met ;  how  man  was  free,  and  yet 
All  pre-ordained ;  bow  evil  first  began ; 
And  chief,  her  specidationsi  soaring  high. 
Of  the  eternal,  uncreated  Mind, 
WUch  left  all  reason  infinitely  far 
Behind — surpridng  feat  of  theory  !^— 
Were  pure  creation  of  her  own,  webs  wove 
Of  gossamer  in  Fancy's  lightest  loom. 
And  no  where,  on  thie  fist  of  being  made    - 
By  Gkxl,  recorded :  but  her  look,  meanwhile. 
Was  grave  arid  studious;  and  marty  thought 
She  reasoned  deeply,  when  she  wiklly  raved. 

The  true,  legitimate,*  anointed  bard, 
Whose  song  thmugh  ages  poured  its  melody, 
Was  most  severely  thoughtful,  most  minute* 
And  accurate  of  observation,  most 
Faoufiarly  acquainted  with  all  modes 
And  phrases  of  exigence.    True,  no  doubt. 
He  had  origiiiany  drunk,  from  out 
The  fount  of  life  and  love,  a  double  draught, 
That  gave  whate'er  he  touched  a  double  life: 
But  this  was  mere  desire  at  fint,  and  power     - 
Devoid  of  means  to  work  by;  need  was  still 
Of  persevering,  quick,  inspective  mood 
Of  mipd,  of  faithful  memory,  vastly  stored, 
From  unitersal  being's  ample  field. 
With  knowledge;  and  a  judgment,  sound  and 
dear. 


Well  disciplined  in  nature's  rules  6f  taste; 
Discerning  to  select,  arrange,  combme, 
From  infinite  variety,  and  still 
,To  nature  true ;  and  guide  withal,  hard  puk^ 
The  sacred,  living  impetus  divine, 
Discreetly  through  the  harmony  of  song. 
Completed  thus,  the  p6et  sungi;  and  age 
To  age,  enraptured,  heard  his  measures  flow; 
Enraptured,  for  he  poured  the  very  fat 
And  marrow  of  existence  through  his  verse, 
And  gave  the  soul,  that  else,  in  selfish  cold, 
Unwarmed  by  kindred  Interest,  had  Iain, 
A  roomy  life,  a  gbwing  relish  high, 
A  sweet,  expansive  brotherhood  of  being- 
Joy  answering  joy,  and  sigh  responding  sigh, 
Through  all  the  fibres  of  the  social  heart 
Observant,  sympathetic,  sound  of  head, 
Upon  the  ocean  vast  of  human  thought, 
With  passion  rough  and  stormy,  venturing  out. 
Even  as  th^  living  billows  rolled,  he  threw 
His  numbeiti  over  them,  seized  as  they  were. 
And  to  perpetual  ages  left  them  fixed. 
To  each,  a  mirror  of  itself  displayed ; 
Despair  for  ever. lowering  dark  on  Sin, 
And  happiness  on  Virtue  smiling  fair. 

He  was  the  minister  bf  fame,  and  gave    • 
To  whom  he  would  renown:  nor  missed  himsetf* 
Although  despising  much  the  idiot  roar 
Of  popular  applause,  that  sudden,  oft, 
Unnaturally  turning,  .whom  it  nursed 
Itself  devoured — the  lasting  fame,  the  praise 
Of  God  and  holy  men,  to  excellence  given. 
Yet  leas  he  sought  his  own  renown,  than  wished 
To  hav^  the  eternal  images  of  truth 
Aod  beauty,  pictured  in  his  verse,  admired. 
'Twas  these,  taking  immortal  shape  and  fimn 
Beneath  his  eye,  that  charmed  his  midnight  walehi 
And  oft  his  soul  with  awfiil  transports  shook 
Of  happiness,  unfelt  by  other  men. 
This  was  that  spell,  that  sorcery,  which  booad 
The  poet  to  the  lyre,  and  would  not  let 
Him  go ;  that  hidden  mystery  of  joy, 
Which  made  him  sing  in  spite  of  fortune's  wont; 
And  was,  at  once,  both  motive  and  reward. 

Nor  now  among  the  choral  harps,  in  this 
The  native  clime  of  song,  are  those  unknown, 
With  higher  note  ascending,  who,  below. 
In  holy  ardour,  aimed  at  lofty  strains. 
True  fame  is  never  kwt:  many,  whose  names 
Were  honoured  much,  on  earth,  are  famous  hert 
For  poetry,  and,  with  arch-angel  harps, 
Hold  no  unequd  rivalry  in  song; 
LeacBng  the  choirs  of  heaven,  in-  numbers  high, 
In  numbers  ever  sweet  and  ever  new. 

Behold  them  yonder,  vfhere  the  river  pure 
Flows  warbling  down  before  the  throne  of  God ; 
i\jid,  shading  on  each  side,  the  tree  of  life 
Spreads  its  unfading  boughs  !--See  how  they  shine^ 
In  garments  white,  qoafibig  deep  draughte  of  lovt , 
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And  harping  on  their  harp«,  new  harmonieB 
Preparing  for  the  ear  of  God,  Mo«t  High  t 

But  why  shoold  I,  of  individual  worth, 
Of  individual  glory,  longer  singl 
No  true  believer  was,  that  day,  obteure ; 
No  holy  aoul  but  had  enough  of  jay; 
No  pbus  wish  without  it«  6iU  reward. 
Who  in  the  Father  and  the  Son  belieyed, 
With  faith  that  wrought  by  love  to  holy  deeds, 
And  purified  the  heart,  none  trembled  there, 
Nor  had  hy  earthly  guise  his  rank  concealed ; 
Whether^  unknown,  he  tilled  the  ground  remote, 
Obsenrant  of  the  seasons,  and  adored 
Ood  in  the  promise,  yearly  verified, 
Of  seed-time,  harvest,  summer,  winter,  day 
And  night,  returning  duly  at  the  time 
Appointed ;  or,  on  the  shadowy  mountain  side. 
Worshipped  at  deWy  eve,  watching  his  fiocks ; 
Or,  trading,  saw  the  wonders  of  the  deep, 
And  as  the  needle  to  the  starry  Pole  * 
Turned  constantly,  so  he  his  hepirt  to  God; 
Or  else,  in  servitude  severe,  was  taught 
To  break  th*bonds  of  sin;  or,  begging,  learned 
To  trast  the  Providence  that  fed  the  raven. 
And  cbthed  the  lily  with  her  annual  gown. 

Most  numerous,  indeed,  among  the  saved. 
And  many,  too^  not  least  illustrious,  shone 
The  men  who  had  no  name  on  earth.    Eclipsed 
By  lowly  circumstance,  they  lived  unknown, 
like  stream  that  in  the  desert  warbled  clear, 
Still  nursing,  as  it  goes,  the  herb  and  flower. 
Though  never  seen ;  or  like  the  ator,  letired 
In  solitudes  of  ether,  far  beyond 
All  sight,  not  of  essential  splendour  less, 
Though  'shining  unobserved.  None  saw  their  pare 
Devotion,  none  their  tears,  their  feith,  and  love. 
Which   burned  within  them,  both  to  God  and 

man, — 
None  saw  but  God.    He,  in  his  bottle,  all 
Their  tears  preserved,  and  every  holy  wish 
Wrote  in  his  book ;  and,  not  as  they  had  done, 
But  as  they- wished  with  all  their  heart  to  do, 
Arrayed  them  now  in  glory,  and  displayed,— 
No  bnger  hkf  by  coarse,  unoourtly  garb, — 
In  lustre  equal  to  their  inward  worth. 

Man's  time  was  passed,  and  his  eternity 
Begu9.  No  fear  remained  of  change.  The  youth, 
Who^  in  the  glowing  mom  of  vigorous  life,- 
High-reaching  after  great  religious  deeds^ 
Was  suddenly  cut  off,  with  all  his  h<^)es 
In  sunny  bloom,  and  unaccomplished  left 
His  withered  aims, — saw  everlasting  days. 
Before  him,  dawning  rise,  in  which  to  achieve 
All  gloriotis  things,  and  get  himself  the  name 
That  jealous  Death  too  soon  forbade  on  earth. 

Oid  things  had  passed  away,  and  all  was  new; 
And  yet,  of  all  the  new-begun,  nought  so 
Prodigious  difierehce  made,  in  the  affair^- 
And  thoughts  of  every  man,  as  certainty. 


For  doubt,  all  doubt,  was  gone,  of  every  kind; 
Doubt  that  erewhile,  beneath  the  lowest  base 
Of  mortal  reasonings,  deepest  laid,  crept  in, 
And  made  the  strongest,  best  cemented  towen 
Of  human  workmanship,  so  weakly  shakc^ 
And  to  their  lofty  tops  so  waver  still. 
That  those  who  built  them,  feared  their  eudden  feU 
But  doubt,  all  doubt,  was  passed;  and,  in  its  pbei^ 
To  eveiy  thought  that  in  the  heart  of  man 
Wss  present,  now  had  OHne  an  aboohile, 
Unquestionable  certainty,  which  gave 
To  each  decision  of  the  mind  immense 
Importance,  raising  to  its  proper  hdght 
The  sequent  tide  of  passion,  whether  joy 
Or  grieC    The  good  man  knew,  in  very  tnUh, 
That  he  was  saved  to  all  eternity, 
And  feared  no  more;  the  bad  had  pfoof  compfal^ 
That  he  was  damned  for  ever;  and  helievod 
Entirely,  that  on  every  wicked  soul 
Anguish  should  cone,  and  wrath,  and  utter  wa 
Knowledge  vr«8  mooh  increased,  but 


The  film  of  Time,  that  stiU  belbie  theaighl 

Of  mortal  vimm  danced,  and  led  the  beet 

Astray,  purraing  unsubstantial  dreams, 

Had  dropped  from  every  eye.   Men  saw  thai  tbej 

Had  vexed  themselves  in  vain,  to  understand 

What  now  no  hope  to  understand  remained; 

That  they  had  often  counted  evil  good. 

And  good  for  ill ;  laughed  when  they  should  haie 

wept, 
And  wept,  forbm,  when  God  intended  mirth. 
But  what,  of  all  their  follies  passed,  surpiieed 
Them  most,  and  seenMsd  most  totally  insane 
And  unaccountable,  was  value  set 
On  objects  of  a  day,  was  serious  grief 
Or  joy  for  kwsor  gain  of  mortal  thinf[L 
So  utteriy  impossible  it  seemed, 
When  men  their  proper  interests  saw,  that  ai^ght 
Of  terminable  kind,  that  aught,  which  e'er 
Could  die,  er  cease  to  be,  however  named, 
Should  make  a  human  soul— « l^gal  heir 
Of  everlasting  years— rejoioe  or  weep. 
In  earnest  mood;  for  nothing  now  seemed  wmtfi 
A  thought,  but  had  eternal  bearing  in*t 

Muchtnith  had  been  assented  to  in  Time, 
Which  never,  till  this  day,  had'made  a  due 
Impression  on  the  heart    Take  one  example. 
Eariy  from  heaven  it  was  nvealed,  and  oft 
RqieaCsd  in  the  worid,  from  pulpits  preached, 
And  penned  and  read  in  hofy  books,  that  Ood 
Respected  not  the  persons  of  mankind. 
Had  ibis  been  truly  credited  and  felt, 
The  king,  in  purple  robe,  had  owned,  indeed, 
The  beggar  for  his  brother ;  pride  of  rank 
And  offioe  thawed  into  paternal  love ; 
Oppression  feared  the  day  of  equal  rights, 
Predicted ;  covetous  extortion  kept 
In  mind  the  hoar  of  reckoning^^soon  to  i 
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And  bribed  injufltice  thought  of  being  judged, 
When  he  should  stand  On  equal  foot,  beside 
The  man  he  wronged,  and  surely — nay,  'tis  true, 
Most  true,  beyond  all  whispering  of  doubt, 
That  he,  who  lifted  up  the  reeking  scourge, 
I>iipping  with  gore  from  the  slave's  back,  before 
He  struck  again,  had  paused,  and' seriously 
Of -that  tribunal  thought^  where  Grod  himself 
Should  look  him  in  the  face,  and  ask  in  wrath, 
"  YT'hy  didst  thou  ihisi   Man!  •  was  be  not  thy 

hrothef, 
Bone  of  thy  bone,  and  flesh  and  blood  of  thine?" 
Bat,  ah !  this  truth,  by  heaven  and  reason  tiMight, 
Was  never  fully  credited  on  earth. 
The  tillnl,  flattered,  lofty  men  of  power, 
"Wlkose  wealth  brolight  verdicts  of  applause  for 

deeds  . 
Of  wickedness,  could  ne'er  believe  the  time 
Should  truly  come  when  judgment  shoidd  proceed 
Impartially  against  them,  ^and  they,  too, 
Have  Bo  good  speaker  at  the  Judge's  ear, 
N'o  witnesses  to  bring  them  off  for  gold. 
No  power  td  turn  the  sentence  from  its  course ; 
And  they  of  low  estate,  who  saw  themselvtes, 
Day  after  day,  despised,  and  wronged,  and  mocked, 
Withoat  redress,  could  scarcely  think  the  day 
Should  e'er  arrive,  w^en  they,  in  truth,  should 

stand 
On  perfect  level  with  the  potentates 
And  princes  of  the  earth,  and  have  their  cause 
Examined  fidrly,  and  their  rights  allowed. 
But  now  this*truth  was  felt,  believed  and  felt, 
That  men  were  really  of  a  common  stock. 
That  no  man  ever  had  been  more  than  man. 

Much  prophecy — ^revealed  by  holy  bards, 
Who  sung  the  wUI  of  heaven  by  Judah's  streams — 
Mdch  prophecy,  that  waited  kmg  the  scoff 
Of  lips  uncircumcised,  was  then  fulfilled; 
To  the  last  tittle  scrupulously  fulfilled. 
It  was  foretold  by  those  of  ancient  days, 
A  time  should  come,  when  wickedness  should  weep 
Abased ;  when  every  lofty  look  of  man 
Should  be 'bowed  down,  and  all  his  haughtiness 
Made  low;  when  righteousness  alone  should  lift 
The  head  in  glory,  and  rejoice  at  heart; 
When  many,  first  in  splendour  and  renown. 
Should  be  most  vile ;  and  many,  lowest  once. 
And  last  in  Poverty's  obscurest  nook, 
Highest  and  first  in  honour,  should  be  seen. 
Exalted ;  and  when  some,  when  all  the  good, 
Should  rise  to*  glory  and  eternal  life ; 
And  all  the  bad,  lamenting,  wake,  condemned 
To  shame,  contempt,  and  everlasting  grief. 

These  prophecies  had  tarried  long,  so  long 
That  many  wagged  the  head,  and,  taunting,  asked, 
"  When  shall  they  come?"  but  asked  no  more,  nor 

mocked: 
For  the  repVoacK  of  prophecy  was  wiped 
Away,  and  svery  word  tif  God  iHind  true. 


,    And,  oh !  what  change  of  sUte,  what  change  of 

rank. 
In  that  assembly  everywhere  was  seenf 
The  humble-hearted  laughed,  the  lofty  mourned, 
And  every  man,  according  to  his  works 
Wrought  in  the  body,  there  took  character. 
Thus  stood  they  mixed,  all  genc^rations  stood ! 
Of  idl  mankind,  innumerable  throng  I 
Great  harvest  of  the  griive ! — ^waiting  thd  will 
Of  heaven,  attentively  and  silent  all. 
As  forest  spreading  out  beneath  the  calm 
Of  evening  skies,  when  even' the  single  leaf 
Is  heard  distinctly  rustle  down  and  fall; 
So  silent  they,  when  from  above,  the  sound 
Of  ra^d  wheels  approached,  and  suddenly 
In  heaven  appeared  a  host  of  angels  strongs 
With  chariots  and  with  steeds  of  burning  fire ; 
Cherub,  and  Seraph,  Thrones,  Dominions,  Foweis, 
Bright  in  celestial  armour,  dazzling,  Kxle. 
And,  leading  in  the  front,  illustrious  shone 
Michael  and  Ghibriel,  servants  long  approved 
In  high  commission, — ^girt  that  day  with  power, 
Which  nought  created,  man  or  devil,  might 
Resist    Nor  waited,  gazing,  long;  but,  quick 
Descending,  silently  and  without  song, 
As  servants  bent  to  do  their  master's  Work, 
To  middle  air  they  raised  the  human  race, 
Above  the  path  long  travelled  by  the  sun; 
And  as  a  shepheid  from  the  sheep  divides 
The  goats;  or  husbandman,  with  reaping  bands, 
in  harvest,  separates  the  precious  wheat, 
Selected  from  the  tares ;  so  did  they  part 
Mankind,  the  good  and  bad,  to  right  and  left, 
To  JA^t  no  more;  these  ne'er  again  to  smile, 
Nor  those  to  weep ;  these  never  more  to  shaie 
Sode^  of  mercy  with  the  saints,  . 
Nor,  henceforth,  those  to  suffer  with  the  vile. 
Strange  parting  I  not  for  hours,  nor  days,  nor 

months, 
Nor  for  ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  yean 
But  for  a  whde  eternity  !^-though  fit. 
And  pleasant  to  the  righteous,  yet  to  all 
Strange,  and  most  strangely  felt !  The  mre,  to  right 
Retiring,  saw  the  son--sprung  from  his  loins, 
Beloved  how  deariy  once !  but  who  forgot, 
Too  soon,  in  sin's  intoxicating  cup, 
The  father's  warnings  and  the  mother's  tears- 
Fall  to  the  left  among,  the  reprobate ; 
And  'sons,  redeemed,  beheld  the  fathen,  whom 
They  loved  and  honoured  once,  gathered  among 
The  wicked.    Brothers,  sisters,  kinsmen,  friends; 
Husband  and  wife,  who  ate  at  the  same  board, 
And  under  the  same  roof,  united,  dwelt, 
From  youth  to  hoary  age,  bearing  the  chance 
And  change  of  Time  together,  parted  then 
For  evermore.    But  none,  whose  friendship  grew 
Ftom  virtue's  pure  and  everiasting  root, 
Took  different  roads ;  these,  knit  in  stricter  bonds 
Of  amity,  embracing^  saw  no  move 
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Death,  with  his  sithe,  stand  bj;  nor  heard  the  word, 
The  bitter  word,  which  cloeed  all  earthly  friend- 

ships, 
Aad  finished  every  feast  of  love — FarewelL 
To  all,  strange  parting  1  to  the  wicked,  sad 
And  terrible  1  New  hortot  seixed  them,  while 
They  saw  the  saints  withdrawing,  and  with  them 
All  hope  of  safety,  all  delay  of  wrath. 

Beneath  a  crown  of  rosy  light, — like  that 
Which  once,  in  Goshen,  on  the  flocks,  and  herds, 
And  dwellings,  smiled,  of  Jacob,  while  the  land 
Of  Nile  was  dark ;  or  like  the  pillar  bright 
Of  sacred  fire,  that  stood  above  the  sons 
Of  Israel,  when  they  camped  at  midnight  by 
The  foot  of  Horeb,  or  the  desert  side 
Of  Sinai  ;—now,  the  righteous  Uxk  their  plaoe, 
All  took  their  place,  who  ever  wished  to  go 
To  heaven,  for  heaven's  own  sake.    Not  one  re- 
mained 
Among  (he  accnrsed,  that  e'er  desired  with  all 
The  heart  to  be  redeemed,  that  over  sought 
Submissively  to  do  the  will  of  Qod, 
However  it  crossed  his  own;  or  to  escape 
HeD,  for  aoght  other  than  its  penal  fires. 
All  took  their  place,  rejoicing,  and  beheld, 
In  centre  of  the  crown  of  golden  beams 
That  canopied  them  o'er,  these  gracious  words, 
Bhishing  with  tints  of  love : "  Fear  not,  my  saints." 

To  other  sight  of  horrible  ^may, 
Jehovah's  ministers  the  wicked  drove, 
And  left  them  bound  immoveable  in  chains 
Of  Justice.    O'er  their  heads  a  bowless  ck>ud 
Of  indignation  hung ;  a  cloud  it  was 
Of  thick  and  utter  darkness,  rolUng,  like 
An  ocean,  tides  of  livid,  pitchy  flame ; 
With  thunders  charged,  and  lightniiigs  ruinous,^ 
And  red  with  forked  vengeance,  such  as  wounds 
The  soul ;  and  full  of  angry  shapes  of  wraJth| 
And  eddies  whirling  with  tumultuous  five, 
And  forms  of  terror  raving  to  and  fro, 
And  monsters,  unimagined  heretofore 
By  guHty  men  in  dreams  before  their  death, 
From  horrid  to  more  horrid  changing  still, 
In  hideous  movement  thrsugh  tha(  stormy  gulf: 
And  evermore  the  Thunders,  murmuring,  spoke 
From  out  the  darkness,  uttering  loud  these  words, 
Which  every  guilty  conscienoe  echoed  back : 
'*  Ye  knew  your  duty,  but  ye  did  it  not" 
Dread  words!  that  barred  excuse,  and  threw  the 

weight 
Of  every  man's  perdition,  on  himself, 
Directly  home.    Dread  words!  heard  then,  and 

heard 
For  ever  through  the  wastes  of  Erebus. 
"  Ye  knew  your  duty,  but  ye  did  it  not  I" 
These  were  the  wch^Js  which  glowed  upon  the 

sword, 
Whose  wrath  burned  foaYfuUy  behind  the  cursed, 
As  they  were  driven  away  from  God  to  Tophet. 


"  Ye  knew  your  duty,  but  ye  did  it  not  !** 
These  are  the  words  to  which  the  harps  of  gnrf 
Are  strung;  and,  to  the  chorus  of  the  damned, 
The  rocks  of  hell  repeat  them,  ererroore ; 
Loud  echoed  through  the  caverns  <^  despair, 
And  poured  in  thunder  ou  the  ear  of  Wo. 

Nor  ruined  men  alone,  beneath  that  cloud. 
Trembled.    There,  Satan  and  his  legions  stoo^ 
Satan,  the  first  and  eldest  sinner, — bound 
For  judgment.    He,  by  other  name,  held  < 
Conspicuous  rank  in  heaven  .laioiig  the  > 
Of  happiness,  rejoicing,  day  xaa  ni^nt; 
But  pride,  that  was  ashamed  to  how  to  God, 
Most  high,  his  bosom  filled  with  hate.,  his  &oe 
Made  black  with  envy,  and  in  his  soul  begot 
Thoughts  guilty  of  rebellion  'gainst  the  Uurooe 
Of  the  Eternal  Father,  and  the  Son,— 
From  everiasting  tiuilt  on  righteousness. 

Ask  not  how  pride,  in  one  created  pars. 
Could  grow;  or  sin  without  example  spring, 
Where  holiness  alone  was  sown :  esteem't 
Enough,  that  he,  as  every  being  made 
By  God,  was  made  «itirely  holy,  had 
The  will  of  God  before  him  set  for  law 
And  regulation  of  his  life,  and  power 
To  do  as  bid ;  but  was,  meantime,  left  fires, 
To  prove  his  worth,  his  gratitude,  his  lovo; 
How  proved  besides  7  for  how  could  service  dooe^ 
That  might  not  else  have  been  withheld,  evince 
The  will  to  serve,  which,  rather  than  the  deed, 
Grod  doth  require,  and  virtue  counts  alone  % 
To  stand  or  fall,  to  do  or  leave  undone, 
Is  reason's  lofty  privil^e,  denied 
To  all  betow,  by  instinct  bound  to  fate, 
Unmeriting,  alike,  reward  or  blame. 

Thus  free,  the  Devil  chose  to  dieobey 
The  will  of  God,  and  was  thrown  oat  Scom  hifr 

-    yen, 
And  with  him  all  his  bad  example  stained : 
Yet  not  to  utter  punishment  decreed. 
But  left  to  fill  the  meaaure  of  his  sin, 
In  tempting  and  seducing  man — too  soon. 
Too  easily  sedooedl  And,  firom  the  day 
He  first  set  foot  on  earth,— of  rancour  AiII, 
And  pride,  and  hate,  and  malice,  and  seveo^— 
He  set  himself,  vrith  most  felonbus  aim 
And  heHish  perseverance,  to  root  out 
All  good,  and  in  its  plaoe  to  plant  all  ill ; 
To  rub  and  raze,  frcun  all  created  things, 
The  fair  and  holy  portraiture  divine. 
And  on  them  to  enstamp  his  features  grim; 
To  draw  all  creatures  off  from  loyally 
To  their  Creator,  and  to  make  them  bow 
The  knee  to  him.    Nor  failed  of  great  imrrcss. 
As  populous  hell,  this  day,  can  testify. 
He  held,  indeed,  large  empire  in  the  world. 
Contending  proudly  with  the  King  of  heaven. 
To  him  temples  were  built,  and  sacrifice 
Of  costly  blood  upon  his  altan  flowed ; 
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Lnd — what  best  pleased  him,  for  in  show  he  seem- 
ed 
7hea  likest  Grod — whole  nations,  bowing,  fell 
Keture  him,  worshipping,  and  from  jxis  lips 
Untreated  oracles,  which  he,  by  priests, — 
*or  many  were  his  priests  in  every  age,«- 
Lnswered,  though  guessing  but  at  future  things, 
Lnd  erring  oft,  ye^  still  believed  ;  so  well 
lis  Ignorance,  in  ambitious  phrase,  he  veiled. 

Nor  needs  it  wonder,  that  with  man  once  fallen, 
lis  tempting  should  succeed.  Large  was  his  mind 
\.nd  undentanding ;  though  impaired  by  sin, 
kill  large ;  and  constant  practice,  day  and  night, 
R  cunning,  guile^  and  all  hypocrisy, 
TroQi  age  to  age,  gave  him  experience  vast 
n  sin's  dark  tactics,  such  as  boyish  man, 
Unarmed  by  strength  divine,  could  ill  ?rithstand. 
!\.nd  woli  be  knew  his  weaker  side ;  and  still, 
Elis  lures,  with  baits  that  pleased  the  senses, 

busked, 
To  his  impatient  pasFions  offering  terms 
Of  present  joy,  and  bri^nng  reason's  eye 
With  earthly  wealth,  and  honours  near  at  iiand. 
N^or  failed  to  misadvise  his  future  hope 
And  faith,  by  false,  unkemeled  promises 
Of  heavens  of  sensual  gluttony  and  Iqve, 
That  suited  best  their  grosser  appetites. 
Into  the  sinner's  h^art,  who  lived  secure, 
And  feared  him  least,  he  entered  at  his  will. 
But  chief,  he  chose  his  residence  in  courts 
And  conclaves,  stirring  princes  up  to  acts 
Of  blood  and  tyranny;  and  moving  priests 
To  barter  truth,  and  swap  the  souls  of  men 
For  lusty  benefices,  aad  address 
Of  lofty  sounding.    Nor  the  saints  elect, 
Who  walked  with  GK>d  in  virtue's  path  sublime, 
Did  he  not  sometimes  ventun  to  moi^st; 
In  dreams  and  moments  of  unguarded  thought. 
Suggesting  guiky  doubts  and  fears,  that  God 
Would  disappoint  thehr  hope;  and  in  their  way 
Bestrewing  pleasures,  tongued  so  sweet,  and  so 
In  holy  garb  arrayed,  that  many  stooped, 
Believing  them  of  heavenly  sort,  and  fell; 
And  to  their  high  professions,  brought  disgrace 
And  scandal;  to  themselves,  thereafter  k>ng 
And  bitter  nighu  of  sore  repentance,  vexed 
With  shame,  unwonted  sorrow,  and  remorse. 
And  more  they  should  have  fallen,  and  more  have 

wept. 
Had  not  theirguardian  angels,  who,  by  God 
Commissioned,  stood  beside  them  in  the  hour 
Of  danger,  whether  craft,  or  fierce  attack. 
To  Satan's  deepest  skill  opposing  skill 
More  deep,  and  to  his  strongest  arm,  an  arm 
More  strong, — upborne  them  in  their  hands,  and 

filled 
Their  souls  with  all  discernment,  quick,  to  pierce 
His  stratagems  and  fairest  shows  of  sin. 
Now,  via  a  roaring  lion,  up  and  down 


The  world,  destroying,  though  unseen,  he  raged , 
And  now,  retiring  back  to  Tartarus, 
Far  back,  beneath  the  thick  of  guiltiest  dark, 
Where  night  ne'er  heard  of  day,  in  council  grim, 
He  sat  with    ministers  whose    thoughts   were 

damned. 
And  there  such  plans  devised,  as,  had  not  God 
Checked  and  testralned,  had  added  earth  entire 
To  hell,  and  unmhabited  left  heaven, 
Jehovah  unadored.     Nor  unsevere. 
Even  then,  his  punishment  deserved.   The  Wofm 
That  never  dies,  Coiled  in  his  bosom,  gnawed 
Perpetually;  sin  after  sin  brought  pang 
Succeedii^  pang ;  and,  now  and  then,  the  bolts 
Of  Zion's  King,  vindictive,  smote  his  soul 
With  fiery  wo  to  blast  hki  proud  designs; 
And  gave  him  earnest  of  the  wrath  to  come. 
And  chief,  when  on  the  cross,  Mesnah  said, 

Tis  finished,"  did  the  edge  of  vengeance  smita 
Him  through,  and  all  his  gloomy  legions  touch 
With  new  despair.    But  yet,  to  be  the  first 
In  mischief,  to  have  armies  at  his  call. 
To  hold  dispute  with  GKx),  in  days  of  Time, 
His  pride  and  malice  fed,  and  bore  him  up 
Above  the  wont  of  ruin.    Still,  to  plan 
And  act  great  deeds,  though  wicked,  brought  at 

least 

The  recompense  which  nature  hath  attached 
To  all  activity,  an^  aim  pursued 
With  perseverance,  good,  or  bad;  for  as, 
By  nature's  laws,  immutable  and  just, 
Enji^ment  stops  where  indolence  begins;     . 
And  purposeless,  to-morrow  borrowing  sloth, 
Itself,  heaps  on  its  shoulders  loads  of  wo, 
Too  heavy  to  be  home ;  so  industry — 
To  meditate,  to  plan,  resolve,  perform, 
Which  in  itself  is  good — as  surely  brings 
Reward  of  good,  no  matter  what  be  done: 
And  such  reward  the  Devil  had,  as  long 
As  the  decrees  eternal  gave  him  space 
To  work.    But  now,  all  action  ceased;  his  hops 
Of  doing  evil  perished  quite ;  his  pride, 
His  courage,  failed  him ;  and  beneath  thatcloui^ 
Which  hung  its  central  terrors  o'er  his  head, 
With  all  his  angels,  he,  for  sentence,  stood. 
And  rolled  his  eyes  around,  that  uttered  guilt 
And  wo^  in  horrible  perfection  joined 
As  he  had  been  the  diief  and  leader,  long. 
Of  the  apostate  crew  that  warred  with  Grod 
And  hdiness ;  so  now,  among  the  bad. 
Lowest,  and  most  forlorn,  and  trembling  most, 
With  all  iniquity  deformed  and  foul, 
With  all  perditbn  ruinous  and  dark. 
He  stood,— example  awful  of  the  wrath 
Of  God  I  sad  mark,  to  which  all  stn  must  fell!-' 
And  made,  on  every  side,  so  black  a  hell, 
That  spirits,  used  to  night  and  misery. 
To  disUnce  drew,  and  k>oked  another  way; 
And  from  their  golden  cloud,  far  off,  thci 
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Saw  round  hiin  darkne«  grow  more  dark,  and 

heard 
The  impatient  thunderbolts,  with  deadliest  crash 
And  frcquentest,  break  o'er  his  head, — the  sign 
That  Satan,  there,  the  -vilest  sinner,  stood. 
Ah  me!  what  eyes  were  there  beneath  that 

cloud! 
Eyes  of  despair,  final  and  certain  1  eyes 
That  looked,  and  looked,  and  saw,  where'er  they 

looked, 
Interminable  darkness !  utter  wo ! 

'Twas  pitiful  to  see  the  early  flower 
Nipped  by  the  unfieeling  frost,  just  when  it  nee, 
I^ovely  in  youth,  and  put  its  beauties  on. 
'TwM  pitiful  to  see  the  hopes  of  all 
The  year,  the  yeUow  harvest,  made  a  heap, 
By  rains  of  judgment;  or  by  torrents  swept, 
With  flocks  and  cattle,  down  the  raging  flood ; 
Or  scattered  by  the  winnowing  winds,  that  bore, 
Upon  their  angry  wings,  the  wrath  of  heaven. 
Sad  was  the  field,  wjiere,  yesterday,  was  beard 
The  roar  of  war ;  and  sad  the  sight  of  maid, 
Of  mother,  widow,  sister,  daughter,  wife. 
Stooping  and  weeping  over  senseless,  cold, 
Defitced,  and  mangled  lumps  of  breathless  eaith, 
Which  had  been  husbands,  fathers,  brothers,  sons, 
And  lovers,  when  that  morning's  sun  arose. 
'Twas  sad  to  see  the  wonted  seat  of  friend 
Removed  by  death ;  and  sad  to  visit  scenes. 
When  old,  where,  in  the  smiling  mom  of  Ufe, 
Lived  many,  who  both  knew  and  loved  us  much. 
And  they  all  gone,  dead,  or  dispersed  abroad; 
And  stranger  faces  seen  among  their  hills. 
'Twas  sad  to  see  the  little  orphan  babe 
Weeping  and  sobbing  on  its  mother's  grave. 
HTwas  pitiful  to  see  an  old,  forlorn. 
Decrepit,  withered  wretch,  unhoused,  unclad, 
Starving  to  death  with  poverty  and  cold. 
'Twas  pttifiil  to  see  a  blooming  bride, 
That  promise  gave  of  many  a  hiqppy  year. 
Touched  ^y  decay,  turn  pale,  and  waste,  and  die. 
'Twas  pitiibl  to  hear  the  murderous  thrust 
Of  ruffian's  blade  that  sought  the  life  entire. 
'Twas  sad  to  hear  the  blood  come  gurgling  fi>rth 
From  out  the  throat  of  the  wild  suicide. 
Sad  was  the  sight  of  widowed,  childless  age 
Weeping.— I  saw  it  once.    Wrinkled  with  time, 
And  hoary  with  the  dust  of  years,  an  old 
And  Worthy  man  came  to  his  humble  roof, 
Tottering  and  slow,  and  on  the  threshold  stood. 
No  foot,  no  voice,  was  heard  within.    None  came 
To  meet  him,  where  he  oft  had  met  a  vrife, 
And  sons,  and  daughters,  glad  at  his  return; 
None  came  to  meet  him;  fat  that  day  had  seen 
The  old  man  lay,  within  the  narrow  house, 
The  last  of  all  his  family ;  and  now 
He  stood  in  solitude,  in  solitude 
Wide  as  the  worid ;  for  all,  that  made  to  him 
Society,  had  fled  beyond  its  bounds. 


Wherever  strayed  his  aimless  eye,  there  Uj 
The  wreck  of  some  fond  hope,  that  toudted  la 

soul 
With  bitter  thoughto,  and  told  him  all  wi 
His  lonely  cot  was  silent,  and  he  looked 
As  if  he  could  not  enter.    On  his  stafi^ 
Bending,  he  leaned;  and  from  his  wemrj  eye, 
Distressing  sight!  a  angle  tear-drop  wept. 
None  foUowe4,  for  the  fount  of  teaiB  wmm  dgj^ 
Alone  and  last,  it  feQ  from  «rrinkle  dowtf 
To  wrinkle,  till  it  lost  itself,  drunk  by 
The  withered  cheek,  on  which  again  no  smile 
Should  come, or dropof  tenderness  be  i 
This  sight  was  veiy  pitiful;  but  one 
Was  sadder  still,  the  saddest  seen  in  Tia 
A  man  to-day,  the  glory  of  his  kind, 
In  reason  clear,  in  understanding  laige^ 
In  judgment  sound,  in  fancy  quick,  in  hope 
Abundant,  and  in  promise,  like  a  field 
Well   cultured,  and  refireshed  with  dewm  fiuB 

God; 
To-morrow,  chained,  and  raving  mad,  and  whippei 
By  servile  hands ;  sitting  on  dismal  straw. 
And  gnashing  with  -his  teeth  against  Che  chain. 
The  iron  chain,  that  bound  him  hand  and  feol; 
And  trying  whiles  to  send  h»  glaring  eye 
Beyond  the  wide  circumference  of  his  wo ; 
Or,  humbling  more,  more  miserable  stiH, 
Giving  an  idiot  laugh  that  served  to  show 
The  blasted  scenery  of  )aa  horrid  face ; 
Calling  the  straw  his  sceptre,  and  the  etone^ 
On  which  he,  pinioned,  sat,  his  royal  thione. 
Poor,  poor,  poor  man  I  fallen  far  below  the  bn^l 
His  reason  strove  in  vain  to  find  her  waj, 
Lost  in  the  stormy  desert  of  hb  brain ; 
And,  being  active  still,  she  wrought  all  stnagf^ 
Fantastic,  execrable,  monstrous  things. 
All  these  were  sad,  and  thousands  moie^  thil 

sleep 
Forgotten  beneath  the  funeral  pall  of  Time 
And  bards,  as  well  became,  bewailed  them  maeh 
With  doleful  instruments  of  weeping  song. 
But  what  were  these  1  What  might  be  wone  hid 

in't, 

However  small,  some  grains  of  hiqipineM; 
And  man  ne'er  drank  a  cup  of  earthly  soit, 
That  might  not  hold  another  dropof  gall; 
Or,  in  his  deepest  sorrow,  laid  his  head 
Upon  a  pillow,  set  so  close  with  thomsi 
That  might  not  hold  another  prickle  still. 
Accordingly,  the  saddest  human  look 
Had  hope  in't ;  Jaint,  indeed^  but  still  'twei  hopiL 
But  why  excuse  the  miseiy  of  earth) 
Say  it  was  dismal,  ooU,  and  dark,  and  deep^ 
Beyond  the  utterance  of  strongest  words; 
But  say  that  none  remembered  it,  who  saw 
The  eye  of  beings  damned  for  evermore, 
Rolling,  and  rolling,  roDing  still  in  vain, 
To  find  some  ray,  to  see  b0yoDd  theipitf 
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f  an  unftvenued,  fierce^  fiery,  hot, 

iterminable,  dark  Futurity! 

.nd  rolling  gtill,  and  rolling  still  in  voint 

Thus  stood  the  reprobate  beneath  the  shade 
•f  terror,  and  beneath  the  crown  of  love, 
lie  ^ood ;  arid  there  was  silenoe  in  the  vault 
>f  heaven ;  and  as  they  stood  and  listened,  they 

heard  ^ 

Liar  to  left,  among  the  u(tef  dirk,      * 
EeH  rolling  o'er  his  waves  of  buming'^re, 
Lnd' thundering  through  his  cavems,'empty  then 
LB  if  he  preparation  made,  to'act 
The  final  vengeahee  of  the  fiery  Larikb. 
Lnd  there  was  heard,  coming  from  out  the  Pit, 
The  helbW  wailing  of  Eternal  Death, 
lnd  horrid  cry  of  the  Undying  Wornl. 

The  wicked  paler  turned,  and  «Barce  the  good 
rheir  colour  kept ;  but  were  not  long  dismayed. 
rhat  moment,  in  the  heavens,  how  wondroQs  fidr ! 
The  angel  of  Mercy  Mood,  and,  on  the  bad 
furning  his  back,  over  the  ransomed  threw 
lis  bow,  bedfopped  with  imagery  of  love, 
^nd  pioimses  on  which  their  faith  reclined. 
rhroughout,   deep,  breathless   siknoe   idgned 

again; 
&.nd  on  the  dicuit  of  the  upper  spheres, 
A.  glorious  seraph  stood,  and  cried  aloud, 
That  every  ear  of  man  and  devil  heard, 
^  Him  that  is  fiUhy,  let  be  filthy  still ; 
EUm  that  as  holy,  let  be  holy  stUI.'' 
Ajid,  suddenly,  another  squadron  bright^ 
Of  high  areh-an^l  glory,  stooping,  brought 
ik  marvellous  bow,— one  base  upon  the  Cixmb, 
The  ether  on  the  shoulder  of  the  Bear, 
They  plaoed,->fipom  south  to  north,  spanning  the 

heavens. 
And  on  each  hand  dividing  good  and  bad, — 
Who  read,  on  either  skle,  these  burning'  words, 
Which  ran  abng  tho  arch  in  living  fire, 
And  wanted  not  to  be  believed  in  full: 
**  As  ye  have  sown,  so  shall  ye  reap  this  dxf/* 
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God  of  my  fathers !  holy,  just,  and  good  I 
My  God  I  my  Father!  my  onfiuling  Hope! 
Jehovah!  let  the  incense  of  ray  praise, 
Acdbpted,  bum  before  thy  mercy  seat, 
And  in  thy  preifeneebam,  both  day  and  night 
Maker!  Praserverl  ray  Redeemer!  God! 
Wbmi  have  I  in  the  heavens  but  Thee  alonel 
On  earth,  but  Thee,  whom  should  I  praise,  whom 

k>ve1 
For  thou  hast  brought  me  hitherto,  ujdield 
By  thy  omnipotence ;  and  from  thy  grace, 
XJnboughtj  unmerited,  though  not  unsought 
The  WeUi  of  thy  salvation,  hast  refreshed 
1^ 


My  spirit,  vTatering  it,  at  mom  and  even; 

And,  by  thy  Spirit,  which  thou  freely  givest 

To  whom  thou  wilt,  hast  led  by  venturous  song, 

Over  the  vale  and  mountain  tract,  the  light 

And  shade  of  man;  intt)  the  burning  deep 

Descending  now,  and  now  ekcting  the  mennt, 

Where  highest  sits  Divinity  enthroned ; 

Rolling  along  the  tide  of  fluent  thought, 

The  tide  of  moral,  natural,  divine : 

Gazing  on  past  and  present,  and  agaih. 

On  rapid  pinion  borne,  outstripping  Time, 

In  long  excursion,  wandering  through  the  giOYee 

Unfading,  and  the  endless  avenues. 

That  shade  the  landscape  of  Eternity ; 

And  talking  there  with  holy  angels  met, 

And  future  men,  in  glorious  vision  seen! 

Nor  unrewarded  have  I  watched  at  night, 

And  heud  the'  drowsy  «>und  of  neighbooiing 

Bleep, 
New  thought,  new  imagery,  new  scenes  of  bXss 
And  gkny,  unrehearsed  by  mortal  tongue, 
Which,  unrevealed,  I,  trembling,  turned  and  left, 
Bursting  at  once  upon  itiy  Yavished  eye, — 
With  joy  unspeakable  have  filled  my  seal, 
And  made  my  cup  run  over  with  delight: 
Though  in  my  fiu»  the  blaato  of  adverse  windi^ 
While  boldly  circtminavigating  man, 
Winds  seeming  adverse,  though  perhaps  not  id^ 
Have  beat  severely ;  disregarded  beat, 
When  I,  behind  me,  heard  the  Toioe  of  God, 
And  his  propitious  Spirit  say,  Fear  not! 

God  of  my  fathers!  ever  present  God! 
This  ofifering,  more,  inspire,  sustain,  accept; 
Highest,  if  numbers  answer  to  the  tLeme; 
Best  answering,  if  thy  Spirit  dictate  moA. 
Jehovah!  breathe  upon'my  soul;  my  heart 
Enlarge;  my'&ith  increase;  increase  my  hopB^ 
My  thoughts  exalt;  my  fancy  sanctify, 
And  all  my  passions,  that  I  near  thy  throne 
May  venture,  unreiHx>ved;  and  sing  the  day, 
Which  none  unholy  ought  to  name,  the  Day 
Of  Judgment  1  greatest  day,  passed  or  to  com*  I 
Day!  whtth,— deny  me  what  fhou  wik,  deny 
Me  home^  or  fiiend,  or  honourable  name, — 
Thy  mercy  grant,  I,  thoroughly  ptepared, 
With  comely  garment  of  redeeming  love, 
May  meet,  and  have  my  Judge  for  Advoeata. 

Come,  Gracious  Influence,  Breath  of  the  Loid 
And  touch  me  trembling,  as  thou  touched  the  mail, 
Greatly  beloved,  when  he  in  vision  saw. 
By  IJlai's  stream,  the  Ancient  sit;  and  talked 
With  Gabriel,  to  his  prayer  swiftly  sent. 
At  evening  sacrifice.    Hold  my  right  hand, 
Almighty !  hear  me,  for  I  ask  thtOugh  Him, 
Whom  thou  hast  heard,  whom  thou  wilt  wbtn^ 

hear, 
Thy  Son,  otir  interoedhig  Grest  High  PriertI 
Reveal  the  future,  let  the  yean  to  come 
Pass  by,  and  opea  oiy  ear  to  haar  the  haip^ 
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Tne  prophet  harp^  whose  wisdom  I  repeat, 
Interpieting  the  voke  of  distant  song ; — 
Which  thus  again  resiunes  the  lofty  vezse, 
Loftiest,  if  I  interpret  faithfully 
The  holy  numbers  which  my  spirit  bears. 

Thu^  came  the  day,  the  Harp  again  began, 
The  day  that  many  thought  should  never  come, 
Thai  an  the  wicked  wished  should  never  come. 
That  all  the  righteous  had  expected  long : 
Day  greatly  feared,  and  yet  too  little  fisared, 
By  hun  who  feared  it  most;  day  laughed  at  much 
By  the  profane,  the  trembling  day  of  all 
Who  laughed ;  day  when  all  shadows  pjissed,  aO 

dreams; 
When  substance,  when  reality  commenced^ 
Laet  day  of  lying,  final  day  of  ail   . 
Deceit,  all  knavery,  all  quackish  phrase ; 
Eiider  of  all  disputing,  of  all  mirth 
TTngodly,  of  all  loud  and  boasting  speech ; 
Jttdga  of  all  judgments,  Judge  of  every  judge, 
Adjuster  of  all  oauses,  righto  and  wrongs ; 
Day  oft  appealed  to,  and  appealed  to  oft 
By  those  who  saw  ito  dawn  with  saddest  heart ; 
Day  moat  magnificent  in  Fancy's  range, 
Whence   she  returned,  confounded,  trembling, 

.     pate. 
With  overmuch  of  gloxy  faint  and  blind; 
Day  most  important  held,  prepared  for  most^  ^ 
By  every  rational,  wise,  and  holy  man; 
Day  of  eternal  gain,  for  worldly  Jossj 
Day  of  eternal  loas  for  worldly  gain ; 
Great  day  of  terror,  vengeance,  wo,'  despair) 
Revealar  of  all  secreto,  thoughts,  desires; 
Rein-trying,  heart-investigating  day, 
That  stood  between  Eternity  and  Time, 
Reviewed  all  past,  determined  all  to  corner 
And  bound  all  destinies  for  evermore ; 
Bdieving  day  of  unbelief;  great  day, 
That  set  in  proper  light  the  afiairs  of  earth, 
And  justified  the  Qovemment  Divine ; 
Qieat  day  I— what  can  we  more  1  what  should  199 

DAorel 
Qteat  triumph  day  of  Good's  incarnate  Sonl 
Great  day  of  glory  to  the  Almighty  Grod  I 
Day!  whence  the  everlasting  years  begin 
Their  date,  new  era  in  eternity. 
And  oft  lefsned  to  in  the  song.of  heaven  I 

Thus  stood  tho  apostatA,  thus  the  ransomed 
stood, 
Those  held  by  justice  £ut,  and  these  hy  love, 
Reading  the  fiery  scutcheonry,  that  biased 
On  high,  upon  the  great  celosttal  bow : 
"  As  ye  have  sown,  so  shall  ye  reap  Uus  day." 
All  re^d)  all  understood,  and  all  believed, 
(Evinced  of  judgment,  righteousness,  and  sin.  . 

Meantune  the  universe  throughout  was  stiU. 
The  oope,  above  and  round  about,  was  calm ; 
And  motionless,  beneath  them,  lay  the  Earth, 
Silent  airi  fw^  m  one;  th^t  sentencQ  waits, 


For  flagrant  cxime; — when  soddenly  was  hnei, 
Behind  the  azure  vaulting  of  the  sky, 
Above,  and  far  remote  from  reach  of  sight. 
The  sound  of  trumpeto,  and  th^  sound  of  mnii 
And  prancing  steeds,  and  rapid  chariol  vheeki 
That  'fi»m  four  quarters  ooUed,  ami 

haste, 
Assembling  at  some  place  of  rendezvao*^ 
And  so  they  seemed  to  roll,  with  furious 
As  if  none  meant  to  be  behind  the  fiial. 
Nor  seemed  abne :  that  day,  the  golden  tnmf. 
Whose  voice,  from  centre  to  circumfisrenoe 
Of  all  created  things,  is  heard  *^^«^^«v^, 
God  had  bid  Michael  sound,  to  summon  all 
The  hosts  of  hlissto  preaenee  of  their  Kii^; 
And,  all  the  morning,  millions  infinite. 
That  millions  governed  each,  Domimona,  Powu 
Thrones,  Principalitiss»  with  all  their  hptta^ 
Had  been  arriving,  near  the  capital. 
And  royal  city,.  New  Jerusalem, 
From  heaven's  remotest  bounds*    Nor  y«t  £r 

heaven 
Alone  came  they,  that  day.   The  world's 
Or  neighbouziiig  nearest,  on  the  vei^  of 
Emptied,  sent  forth  their  whole  inhalHtaats. 
AU  tribes  of  being  came,  of  every  name. 
From  every  coast,  filling  Jehovah's  oowts. 
From  mom  till  mid-day,  in  the  squadfoos 
Immense,  abag  the  bright  celestial  roads. 
Swiftly  they  rode,  for  love  unspeakaMe, 
To  God,  and  to  Mesuah,  Prince  of  PesAc^ 
Drew  ^m,  and  made  obedience  haste  to  bs 
Approved.  And  now,  befoie  the  Eteraal 
Brighter,  that  day^  than  when  the  Soq 
To  overthrow  the  sersphim  reheUed, — 
And  circling  round  the  mount  of  Deity 
Upon  the  sea  of  glass,  all  rouui  1^0^ 
And  down  th»  borders  of  the  stream  of  lifty 
And  over  all  the  pliiins  of  Para^ise^ 
Pot  many  a  league  of  heaven]|y  messuKDMai 
Assepahled,  stood  tM«  isk«Bprtal  nultitiidasy 
Millions,  above  all  number  infinite. 
The  nations  of  the  blessed.    Distingukhed 
By  chief  of  goodly  statute  blapag  fiir ; 
By  various  garb,  and  flag  of  various  hoe 
Streaming  through  heaven  fiom  standard 

high-- 
The  arms  and  imagory  of  thousand  worida. 
Distinguished  each,- but  all  arrayed  com 
In  armour  bright,  of  helmet,  shiekl,  and 
And  mounted  idl  in  chariots  of  firs. 
A  military  throng,  Ueot,  not  confused; 
As  soldiers  on  some  d«y  of  great  review^ 
Ruining  in  spleadom  of  refulgmt  gold. 
And  ornament,  on  puipose,  long  devised 
For  this  expected  inj.    Distinguished  sac^ 
But  all  aoooutred  a4  beoarae  thl^  hoa^ 
And  high  oooasioni  all  in  holineai^ 
The  liveiry  of  tb«  soldiery  of  God. 
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''eated ;  and  shining  all  with  perfect  blin, 
*he  wages  that  his  faithful  aervattts  Win. 

Thus  stood  they  numborleaa  around  the  mount 
^f  presence;  and,  adoring, -waited,  hushed 
fi  deepest  silence,  for  the  Toke  of  God. 
That  moment,  all  the  Sacred  Hill  on  high 
»urned,  terrible  with  glory,  and,  behind 
!*be  oncreated  lustre,  hid  the  Lamb, 
nvttible;  when,  from  the  radiant  cloud, 
This  voices  addressing  all  the  hosts  of  heaven, 
^n>oeeded,  not  in  words  as  we  converse, 
ilach  with  his  fellow,  but  in  language  such 
^s  God  doth  use,  impiOting,  without  phrase 
Successive,  what,  in  speech  of  creatures,  scfems 
^ng  narrative,  though  long,  yet  kiring  much 
n  feeble  symbols  of  the  thought  Divine. 

My  servants  long  approved,  my  fidthfVil  sons^ 
■Ingels  of  glory,  Thrones,  Dominions,  Powers, 
P^ell  pleased,  tMa  mdrnng,  1  have  seen  the  speed 
!)f  your  obedienoe,  gathering  round  my  throne, 
[n  order  due,  and  weU-'beooming  garb;  - 
[llostrious,  as  I  sne,  beyond  your  wont, 
&.S  was  my  wish  to  glorify  this  day: 
&.nd  now,  what  your  ainembling  means,  attend. 

This  day  esncludes  the  destiny  of  man. 
The  hour,  appointed  from  eternity, 
To  judge  the  earth  in  righteousness,  is  come; 
To  end  the  war  of  Sin,  that  Jong  has  fough% 
Permitted,  against  the  swocd  of  Holiness; 
To  give  to  men  and  devils,  as  their  works, 
Recorded  in  my  all-remembering  hook, 
1  find;  good  to  the  good,  and  great  reward 
Of  everlasting  honour,  joy,  and  peace, 
Before  my  presence  here  for  evermore; 
And  to  the  evil,  as  their  sins  pro^ke, 
Eternal  recompense  of  shame  and  wo, 
Cast  out  beyond  the  bounds  of  light  and  lov^. 

Long  have  I  stood,  as  ye,  my  sons,  well  know, 
Between  the  cherubim,  and  stretched  my  arms 
Of  mercy  out,  inviting  all  to  come 
To  me,  and  live;  my  bowels  long  have  moved 
"With  great  compassion ;  and  my  justice  passed 
Transgression  by,  and  not  imputed  sin. 
Long  here,  upon  my  everlasting  throne, 
I  have  beheld  my  love  and  mercy  scorned; 
B&V6  seen  my  laws  despised,  my  name  blas- 
phemed. 
My  providence  aceused,  my  gracious  plans 
Opposed ;  and  long,  too  long,  have  I  beheld 
The  wicked  triumph,  and  my  saints  reproached 
Maliciously,  while  on  my  altars  Ke, 
Unanswered  still,  their  prayers  and  their  tears, 
That  seek  my  coming,  wearied  with  delay; 
And  long,  Disorder  in  my  moral  reign 
Has  waked  rebeltiously,  disturbed  the  peace 
Of  my  eternal  government,  and  wrought 
Cenfusioif,  spreading  &r«nd  wide,  among 
My  works  inferior,  whieb  groan  to  be 


Released.    Nor  long  shall  groan.    The  hour  of 

grace. 
The  final  hour  of  grace,  is  fully  passed; 
The  time  accepted  for  repentance,  faith, 
And  pardon,  u  irrevocably  passed  ; 
And  Justice,  unaccompanied,  as  wont,    * 
With  Mercy,  now  goes  forth,  to  give  to  all 
According  to  iheir  deeds.    Justice  alone, — 
For  why  should  Mercy  any  more  be  joined  1 
What  hath  not  mercy,  mixed  with  judgment,  dQiu^ 
That  mercy,  mixed  with  judgment  and  reproof 
Could  do  1    Did  I  not  revelation  make, 
Plainly  and  clearly,  of  my  will  entire  1 
Before  them  set  my  holy  law,  and  gave 
Them  knowledge,  wisdom,  prowess  to  obey, 
And  win,  by  self-wrought  works,  eternal  Ufel 
Rebelled,  did  I  not  send  them  terms  of  peace, 
Which,  not  my  justice,  btat  my  mercy  asked  1— 
Terms,  costly  to  my  well-beloved  Son ; 
To  them,  gratuitous,  exacting  faith 
Alone  for  pardon,  works  evincing  faith  1 
Have  I  not  early  risen,  and  sent  my  scen^ 
Prophets,  apostles,  teachers,  ministers, 
With  signs  and  wonders,  working  in  my  name  7 
Have  I  not  still,  from  age  to  age,  raised  up 
As  I  saw  needful,  great,  religious  men. 
Gifted  by  me  with  large  capacity. 
And  by  my  arm  omnipotent  upheld, 
To  pour  the  numbere  of  my  mercy  forth. 
And  rod  my  judgments  on  the  ear  of  man  1 
And  lastly,  when  the  promised  hour  was  come,— 
What  more  could  most  abundant  mercy  do  %^ 
Did  I  not  send  Immanuel  forth,  my  Son, 
Only  bfigotten,  to  purchase,  by  his  blood, 
As  many  as  believed  upon  his  name  7 
Did  he  not  die  to  give  repentance,  such 
As  I  accept,  and  pardon  of  all  sins  1 
Has  he  not  taught,  beseeched,  and  shed  tSbtosA 
The  Spirit  unconfihed,  and  given  at  times 
Example  fierce  of  wrath  and  judgment,  pound 
Vindictively  on  nations  gttilty  long  1 
What  means  of  reformation,  that  my  Son 
Has  left  behind,  untried  1  what  plainer  wofds^ 
What  arguments  more  strong,  as  yet  remain  t 
Did  he  not  tell  them,  with  his  lips  of  truth, 
The  righteousshould  be  saved,  the  wicked  damoed  t 
And  has  h^  not,  awake  both  day  and  night, 
Here  interceded  with  prevailing  voice. 
At  my  right  hand,  pleading  his  precious  blood 
Which  magnified  my  holy  law,  and  bought, 
For  all  who  vrished,  perpetual  rightoousnesil 
And  have  not  you,  my  faithful  servants,  all 
Been  frequent  forth,  obedient  to  my  will. 
With  messages  of  merey  and  of  love. 
Administering  my  gifts  to  sinful  man  1 
And  have  not  all  my  mercy,  all  my  love. 
Been  sealed  and  stamped  with  signature  of  hea^ml 
By  proof  of  wonders,  mirades,  azid  signs 
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Attested,  and  attested  more  by  truth 
Divioe,  inherent  in  the  tidings  sentl 
This  day  declares  the  consequence  of  all. 
Some  have  believed,  are  sanctified,  and  saved, 
Prepared  for  dwelling  in  this  holy  place, 
In  these  their  mansions,  built  before  my  face; 
And  now,  beneath  a  crown  of  golden  light, 
Beyond  our  wall,  at  place  of  judgment,  they, 
Eipecting,  wait  the  promised,  due  reward. 
The  others  stand  with  Satan  bound  in  chains, 
The  others,  who  refused  to  be  redeemed: 
They  stand,  unsanctitied,  unpardoned,  sad. 
Waiting  the  sentence  that  shall  fix  their  wo. 
The  others,  who  refused  to  be  redeemed ; 
For  all  had  grace  sufficient  to  believe, 
All  who  my  gospel  heard ;  and  none,  who  heard 
It  not,  shall  by  its  law,  this  day,  be  tried. 
Necessity  of  sinning,  my  decrees 
Imposed  on  none ;  but  rather,  all  inclined 
T'o  holiness ;  and  grace  was  bountiful, 
Abundant,  overflowing  with  my  wonl; 
My  word  of  life  and  (leace,  which  to  all  men, 
WU>  shail  or  stand  or  fall,  by  law  revealed. 
Was  offered  freely,  as  'twas  freely  sent, 
Without  all  money,  and  without  all  price. 
Thus  they  have  all,  by  willing  act,  despised 
Me,  and  my  Son,  and  sanctifying  Spirit. 
But  now,  no  longer  shall  they  mock  or  scorn. 
The  day  of  grace  and  mercy  is  complete,        ^ 
And  Godhead  from  their  misery  absolved. 

80  saying,  He,  the  Father  infinite. 
Turning,  addressed  Messiah,  where  he  sat, 
Exalted  gbriously,  at  his  riglit  hand. 
This  day  belongs  to  justice  and  to  thee, 
Eternal  Son,  thy  right  for  service  done, 
Abundantly  fulfilling  all  my  will ; 
By  promise  thine,  from  all  eternity. 
Made  in  the  ancient  Covenant  of  Grace; 
And  thine,  as  most  befitting,  since  in  thee 
Divine  and  human  meet,  impartial  Judge, 
Consulting  thus  the  interest  of  both. 
Go  then,  my  Son,  divine  similitude,    . 
Image  expn>ss  of  Deity  unseen, 
Tlie  book  of  my  remenibraoce  take;  and  take 
The  golden  crowns  of  life,  due  to  the  saints; 
And  take  the  seven  last  thunders  ruiuous ; 
Thy  armour  take;  gird  on  thy  sword,  thy  sword 
Of  justice  ultimate,  reserved,  till  now, 
Unsheathed,  in  the  eternal  armoury;  . 
And  mount  the  living  chariot  of  God. 
Tfaott  goest  not  now,  as  onee,  to  Calvary, 
To  be  insulted,  buffeted,  and  slain ; 
Thou  goest  not  now,  with  battle  and  the  voice 
Of  war,  as  oncu  against  the  rebel  hosts. 
Thou  goest  a  Judge,  and  findst  the  guilty  bound ; 
Thou  goest  to  prove,  oonderan,  acquit,  reward. 
Not  unaccompanied ;  all  these,  my  saints, 
Go  with  thee,  gk>rious  retinue,  to  sing 
Thy  triumph,  and  participate  thy  joy; 


And  I,  the  Omnipresent,  with  thee  go: 
And  with  thee  all  the  glory  of  my  tbroiMs. 

Thus  said  the  Father;  and  the  Son  beloiul, 
Omnipotent,  Omniscient,  Fellow  Ghxly 
Arose,  resplendent  with  Divinity; 
And  He  the  book  of  God's  romembraiice  txiok; 
And  took  the  seven  last  thunders  rmnons ; 
And  took  the  crowns  of  hfe,  due  to  the  saonfts; 
His  armour  took ;  girt  on  his  sword,  his  swoid 
Of  justice  ultimate,  reserved,  till  now, 
Unsheathed,  in  the  eternal  armoury; 
And  up  the  living  chariot  <^  God 
Ascended,  siguiiying  all  complete. 

And  now  the  Trump,  of  wondrous  mdodj, 
By  man  or  angel  never  heard  before, 
Sounded  with  thunder,  and  the  march  b^gun. 
Not  swift,  as  cavalcade,  on  battle  bent 
But,  as  became  procession  of  a  judge. 
Solemn,  magnificent,  majestic,  slow ; 
Moving  sublime  with  glory  infinite, 
And  numbers  infinite,  and  awful  song. 
They  passed  the  gate  of  heaven,  which,  niuija 


Opened  either  way,  to  let  the  gkny  forth 

Of  this  great  march.     And  now,  the  sons  of  nca 

Beheld  their  coming,  which,  before,  they  heaid 

Beheld  the  glorious  countenance  of  God  ! 

All  light  was  swallowed  up,  all  objects  seen 

Faded ;  and  the  Incarnate,  visible 

Abne,  held  every  eye  upon  him  fixed ; 

The  wicked  saw  his  majesty  severe ; 

And  those  who  pierced  Him  saw  his  foos  wiA 

clouds     ' 
Of  glory  circled  round,  esKntial  bright ! 
And  to  the  rocks  and  mountains  called  in  iraii^ 
To  hide  them  from  the  fierceness  of  his  wrath: 
Ahnighty  power  their  flight  restrained,  and  hdi 
Them  bound  immoveable  before  the  bar. 
The  righteous,  undismayed    and    bold — tail 

proof, 
This  day,  of  fortitude  sincere, — sustained 
By  inward  faith,  with  acclamations  loud, 
Received  the  coming  of  the  Son  of  Man ; 
And,  drawn  by  love,  inclined  to  his  approach, 
Moving  to  meet  the  brightness  of  his  fiice. 
Meantime,  'tween  good  and  bad,  the  Judge  Ui 

wheels 
Stayed,  and,  ascending,  eat  upon  the  great 
White  Throne,  that  morning  founded  then  ly 

power 
Omnipotent,  and  buUt  on  righteousness 
And  truth.     Behind,  before,  on  every  side. 
In  native  and  reflected  blaze  of  bright. 
Celestial  equipage,  the  myriads  stood. 
That  with  his  marching  came ;  rank  above  nnk, 
Rank  above  rank,  with  shield  and  flaming  swori. 
'Twas  silence  all  I  and  quick,  on  right  and  left, 
A  mighty  angel  spread  the  book  of  OhxI's 
Rem^brance;  and,  with  oonsoienee  now  1 
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AD  men  compared  the  record,  written  there 
By  finger  of  Omniscience ;  and  received 
Their  sentence,  in  themflelves^  of  joy  or  wo ; 

&       Oondemned  or  justified,  while  yet  the  Judge 
VTaited,  as  if  to  let  them  prove  themselves. 

c       The  righteous,  in  the  book  of  life  displayed, 
Rejoicing,  read  their  names;  rejoicing,  read 

>       Their  faith  for  righteousneas  received,  and  deeds 
Of  holiness,  as  proof  of  faith  complete. 
The  wicked,  in  the  book  of  endless  death, 
Spread  out  to  left,  bewaiting,  read  their  names ; 
And'read  beneath  them,  Unbelief,  and  fruit 
Of  unbelief,  vile,  unrepented  deeds, 
"Now  unrepentable  for  evermore ; 
And  gave  approval  of  the  wo  affixed. 

This  done,  the  Omnipotent,  Omniscient  Judge, 
Rose  infinite,  the  sentence  to  pronounce, 
The  sentence  of  eternal  wo  or  bliss ! 
All  glory  heretofore  seen  or  conceived, 
All  majesty,  annihilated,  dropped, 
That  moment,  from  remembrance,  and  was  lost; 
And  nlence,  deepest  hitherto  esteemed, 
Seemed  noisy  to  the  stillness  of  this  hour. 
Comparisons  I  seek  not,  nor  should  find,   , 
If  sought    That  silence,  which  all  being  held, 
"When  God's  Almighty  Son,  from  off  the  walls 
Of  heaven  the  rebel  angels  threw,  accursed, 
So  still,  that  all  creation  heard  their  fall 
Distinctly,  in  the  lake  of  burning  fire, — 
Was  now  forgotten,  and  every  silence  else. 
All  being  rational,  created  then, 
Around  the  judgment  seat,  intensely  listened. 
Ko  creature  breathed.     Man,  angel,  devil,  stood 
And  listened;  the  spheres  stood  still,  and  every  star 
Stood  still,  and  listened ;  and  every  particle, 
Remotest  in  the  womb  of  matter,  stood, 
Bending  to  hear,  devotional  and  still. 
And  thus  upon  the  wicked,  first,  the  Judge 
Pronounced  the  sentence,  written  before  of  old: 
"  Depart  firom  me,  ye  cursed,  into  the  fire, 
Prepared  eternal  in  the  Gulf  of  Hell, 
Where  ye  shall  weep  and  wail  for  evermore, 
Reaping  the  harvest  which  your  sins  have  sown.*' 

So  saying,  God  grew  dark  with  utter  wrath ; 
And,  .drawing  now  the  sword,  undrawn  before, 
Which  through  the  range  of  infinite,  all  around, 
A  gleam  of  fiery  indignation  threw, 
He  lifted  up  his  hand  omnipotent, 
And  down  among  the  damned  the  burning  edge 
Plunged;  and  from  forth  his  arrowy  quiver  sent, 
Emptied,  the  seven  last  thunders  ruinous, 
Which,  entering,  withered  all  their  souls  with  fire. 
Then  first  was  vengeance,  first  was  ruin  seen! 
Red,  unrestrained,  vindictive,  final,  fierce ! 
They,  howling,  fled  to  west  among  the  dark ; 
But  fled  not  these  the  terrors  of  the  Lord. 
Pursued,  and  driven  beyond  the  Gulf,  which  frowns 
Impassable,  between  the  good  and  bad, 
And  downward  far  remote  to  left,  oppressed 


And  scorched  with  the  avenging  fires,  begun 

Burning  within  them, — they  upon  the  verge 

Of  Erebus,  a  moment,  pausing  stood, 

And  saw,  below,  the  unfathomable  lake, 

Tossing  with  tides  of  dark,  tempestuous  wrath; 

And  would  have  looked  behind;  but|rreater  wrath, 

Behind,  forbade,  which  now  no  respite  gave 

To  final  misery.    God,  in  the  grasp 

Of  his  Almighty  strength,  took  them  upraised,  . 

And  threw  them  down,  into  the  yawning  pit 

Of  bottomless  perdition,  ruined,  damned. 

Fast  bound  in  chains  of  darkness  evermore ; 

And  Second  Death,  and  the  Undying  Worm, 

Opening  their  horrid  jaws,  with  hideous  yell, 

Falling,  received  their  everlasting  prey. 

A  groan  returned,  as  down  they  sunk,  and  sunk, 

And  ever  sunk,  among  the  utter  dark  I 

A  groan  returned!  the  righteous  heard  the  groaii| 

The  groan  of  all  the  reprobate,  when  first 

They  felt  damnation  sure  t  and  heard  HeU  dose  I 

And  heard  Jehovah,  and  his  love  retire  1 

A  groan  returned!  the  righteous  heard  the  groan, 

As  if  all  nusery,  all  sorrow,  grief, 

All  pain,  all  anguish,  all  despair,  which  all 

Have  suffered,  or  shall  feel,  from  first  to  last 

Eternity,  had  gathered  to  one  pang, 

And  issued  in  one  groan  of  boundless  wo ! 

And  now  the  wall  of  hell,  the  outer  wall, 
First  gatelessthen,  closed  round  them;  that  which 

thou 
Hq^  seen,  of  fiery  adamant,  emblazed 
With  hideous  imagery,  above  all  hope, 
Above  all  flight  of  fancy,  burning  high; 
And  guarded  evermore,  by  Justice,  turned 
To  Wrath,  that  hears,  unmoved,  the  endless  gnon 
Of  those  wasting  within;  and  sees,  unmoved, 
The  endless  tear  of  vain  repentance  fall. 

Nor  ask  if  these  shall  ever  be  redeemed. 
They  never  shall  1  Not  God,  but  their  own  sin. 
Condemns  them.    What  could  be  done,  as  thoi 

hast  heard. 
Has  been  already  done ;  all  has  been  tried 
That  wisdom  infinite,  and  boundless  grace. 
Working  together,  could  devise ;  and  all 
Has  failed.    Why  now  succeeds   Though  God 

should  stoop. 
Inviting  still,  and  send  his  Only  Son 
To  offer  grace  in  hell,  the  pride,  that  first 
Refused,  would  still  refuse ;  the  unbelief, 
Still  unbelieving,  would  deride  and  mock ; 
Nay  more,  refuse,  deride,  and  mock ;  for  sin, 
Increasing  still,  and  growing,  day  and  night. 
Into  the  essence  of  the  soul,  become 
All  sin,  makes  what  in  time  seemed  probable,— 
Seemed  probable,  since  God  invited  then, — 
For  ever  now  impossible.    Thus  they. 
According  to  the  eternal  laws  which  bind 
All  creatures,  bind  the  Uncreated  One, 
Though  we  name  not  the  sentence  of  the  Judge^* 
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